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Earthquake, followed by Tiglath-pileser 1II's sweep

through the Levant with his huge army in 743 BC, had
devastated Israel. Pekah’s heavy taxes made it even worse.
The poor farmers in the northern districts of Zebulun and
Naphtali were hit pretty hard. It seemed such a short time
ago that Jeroboam IT had brought great prosperity to Israel,
but now poverty and famine stalked the land. In their
despair, some turned to witches and wizards for advice,
but others cried out to YHWH. So Logos gave Isaiah-Alysa
one more message for Israel (the northern kingdom).

Isaiah had been prophesying only in Judah. But the

“They say, ‘Consult the mediums and the wizards who
whisper and mutter.” Should not Israel consult YHWH her
God instead? Must you consult the dead on behalf of the
living? To the law! To the testimony! If anyone does not
speak in accord with this Word, it is because his mind is
darkness and he has no dawn in his heart. So he will pass
through the land hard pressed, famished, even enraged.
He will look up and curse his king and his God. He will
look down and see only distress, darkness, and gloom.
That is why YHWH treats the land with contempt, yes,
even the north-lands of Zebulun and Naphtali, who have
plunged themselves into darkness and gloom when they
turned away from the Light.

“But one day there will be no more gloom for her who
was in darkness. YHWH will make Zebulun and Naphtali
glorious, even Nazareth and Galilee of the Nations. Then
the people who walk in darkness shall see a great light;
those who live in a dark land, the light shall shine upon
them. The people shall multiply, for YHWH will increase
their gladness. They will be glad in His presence more than
the gladness of the harvest or the joy of dividing the spoil.
For YHWH will break the yoke of their burden, the rod of
their oppressor, as with Gideon against the host of Midian.
For a Child will be born to us; a Son will be given us; and
the government will rest upon His capable shoulders.
Thus His name will be called Wonderful Counselor,
Almighty God, Eternal Father, and Prince of Peace. There
will be no end to the increase of His government or of
peace, on the throne of David and over His Kingdom, to
establish it and uphold it with righteousness and justice
from then on forevermore. The zeal of YHWH of Hosts will
accomplish this.” It clearly spoke of Messiah!

But King Pekah was angry at the letter. “This is just the
ramblings of a madman!” he screamed. “How could the
Messiah be just a child? And He will certainly come from
Samaria or Jerusalem, not despised Galilee!” He said that
because he didn’t really want Messiah to come at all. So he
refused to heed Isaiah’s warning. Satan had occasion. He
filled him with hatred for Judah. Pekah went to Rezin and
Zoba with plans to attack Elath, so he could cut off the
southern trade flowing into Judah.

Chapter 1 ~ Isaiah, Kings Pekah and Ahaz

Outwardly, Judah still prospered abundantly. Jotham
was a good king; a little naive perhaps, but committed to
YHWH's laws as well as loving and kind to his people. And
his wife Jeko’ach was a pretty good queen. Her only flaw
was that she didn’t have much of a concept of how to be a
mother, as she had grown up in a communal household.
She didn’t even know who her birth mother was. So she
mostly left the mothering to the nanny. But Jeko’ach was
faithful and true to her husband the king and thus a good
example to the people. They all loved them dearly.

Butalas. With peace, prosperity, open borders, and free
trade comes the greatest challenge of all: to continue to
seek YHWH even when you don’t think you need Him.
Don’t get me wrong. Buzz, Jeko’ach’s father, really did love
YHWH. He was committed to doing what was right in His
sight, for Jotham and Jeko’ach, for Judah, and for his rather
large family. But don’t forget, he had been a high priest of
Baal. His family consisted of numerous wives, children,
mistresses, and prostitutes from the priesthoods of Baal
and Astarte. Along with Buzz, many of them had converted
to become faithful servants of YHWH, due to the astute
dealings of Jotham. But there are always a few for whom
godliness is just a charade they play.

It was not the fault of Buzz — he was doing his best. But
he should never have been put in charge of religion and
morality in the kingdom. He didn’t have the experience!
Or rather, his experience was mostly negative. Judah’s
people were getting more wicked and idolatrous, but to
Buzz, they all looked relatively good.

In Buzz’s concept of family, the husband took as many
wives and mistresses as he could afford (which for a high
priest of Baal was quite a few); they shared all the work and
he made the decisions. I know, it doesn’t sound very fair,
but that’s the way it was. So with Jotham and Jeko’ach off
being king and queen, Buzz just naturally took it upon
himself to make the big decisions for his grandchildren,
especially the oldest, Prince Ahaz. Jotham and Jeko’ach
were delighted — as I said, they trusted him explicitly.

So when Buzz arranged the marriage of Ahaz to the
daughter of one of the ‘converted’ priests of Astarte, they
gladly gave their approval. Ahaz was 18; it was time to find
him a wife. Jotham promised that when he turned twenty,
he would be crowned co-regent. It’s always best for a king
to have a wife.

Her name was Abi, meaning ‘daddy’s favorite’, and her
father’s name was Zackry, ‘unforgettable’. He had been a
good friend of Buzz back in the old days, so he had gotten
him a good job as a buyer of supplies for the Levitical
priesthood. But before he introduced them to the royal
family, Buzz became concerned that his prior occupation
might raise a stink in the YHWH conscious’ court.



So Buzz decided to make a minor compromise. His
conscience smote him about it, but he didn’t have the
discernment to know that was a warning from the Spirit of
YHWH. He justified himself. This was his job. He was in
charge of the religious aspects of the kingdom, including
oversight of the priesthood. He appointed Zackry to be an
honorary priest of YHWH on condition that he officially
change his name to Zechariah, YHWH remembers’. That
sounded a lot better — Jotham and Jeko’ach would love it.

Zackry and his wife were delighted with the prospect of
their daughter being chosen to marry the young Prince of
Judah. Abi was pretty tickled, too. That is, she was until
Buzz decided to change her name to Abijah, ‘YHWH is my
Father’. She did not like that at all, having been used to
being called Abi all her young life. Buzz solved it by telling
her that Abi was just her nickname — her real name had
always been Abijah. She bought it. From then on, when
introducing herself, she would let them know, “My name
is Abijah, but all my friends call me Abi.”

Abi and Ahaz hit it off just fine. They married near the
end of 737 BC, and by the end of 736, they already had a
son, whom they named Hezekiah (‘YHWH is Mighty’). Abi
had gotten quite good at the YHWH charades, and never
mentioned her past as daughter of a priest of Astarte.
Instead, she slowly instructed her husband in the modern
way they worshiped YHWH. Each week she would take
him to a different ancient sacred place, a hill, a grove, or
underasacred terebinth. There they would offer asacrifice
and burn some incense, ‘to YHWH’, of course. She made a
picnic of it. Within a year or two they had visited every
pagan cult center in the land, and Ahaz was thoroughly
involved in the spread of idolatry in Judah. All this time,
King Jotham and Jeko’ach thought they were enjoying a
lot of picnics.

But Logos was not happy with Judah. They needed
something to wake them up to the direction they were
headed. He allowed Pekah, with his allies Rezin and Zoba,
to flank Judah and attack their southern trading center of
Elath. They easily captured it, for King Jotham thought
they were at peace with all the surrounding nations and
was not prepared for an attack, especially from the south!
Inearly 736 BC, Rezininvited the Edomites to help manage
the trading post, depriving Judah of much income.

Jotham was nota warrior, but he understood their pain.
Rather than try to fight against Pekah, Rezin, or Edom, he
negotiated a peace compromise. He was willing to give up
Elath, just to keep them happy.

Tiglath-pileser III went to Media to set up Assyrian
provinces there. He took captives to deport to the Levant,
which he planned to subdue again in another few years. He
had not lost a battle. His plan to set up Assyrian control
over conquered states, deporting their best and wisest to
other conquered states, had proven very successful. Israel
should be preparing to face him rather than fighting Judah.
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Isaiah and Alysa had married just before the death of
King Uzziah in 738 BC. Since then, Isaiah had basically set
work aside to spend time with his new wife. Oh, he visited
the palace a few times, such as to attend the coronation of
Jotham, and to send that prophecy to Pekah of Israel. But
mostly he spent his days just getting to know his wife and
discovering what a treasure he had. In 737 BC, Alysabore a
healthy baby boy. By faith, they named him Shearjashub,
‘A remnant shall return’.

Buzz was still in charge of guarding the religious health
of Judah. King Jotham crowned his oldest son Ahaz co-
regent in 735 BC, as he had promised. He appointed his
second son, Maaseiah, to be captain of the palace guard,
and promised that if he did well, he would take his turn as
co-regentina few years. That fall he also gave Ahaz control
of the military, protecting the land from the surrounding
nations. Jotham didn’t even want to think about fighting.
Now he would do what he had always wanted to do. He
bought a pair of matching plain white tunics. Then he and
Jeko’ach began touring the countryside, just like his father
Uzziah used to love doing.

What a joy that was! This was what Jotham was made
for — visiting with his people. Everyone in the kingdom
knew and loved him and Jeko’ach, so their homes were
always open. He heard their problems. He brought plenty
of money to help any who were struggling. He understood
them, encouraged them, and made sure they got justice
from their elders and judges. With the palace in such good
hands, he never wanted to return. He and his wife made
the rounds from town to town throughout the land.

But the kingdom was not in good hands. Buzz was too
tolerant. Flagrant idolatry was springing up everywhere.
Abi and her father Zackry had gained more influence than
Buzz ever thought possible. King Ahaz welcomed their
reformed paganism. It was not long before he cast a pair of
golden calves for Judah just like Jeroboam had made for
Israel! By now all pretenses were off. Ahaz became openly
accepting of all kinds of worship, pagan or not.

Near the end of 735 BC, when baby Hezekiah was only
oneyear old, Abibore Ahaz another son. Butit wasarough
delivery and the baby seemed deformed and sickly. Poor
Abi ended up depressed and morose. She confided in her
husband, “If I have another one like this you may lose me!
Our problem is that we didn’t sacrifice our firstborn to the
gods. We ought to do that with this one right now while
he’s too young to feel any pain. Take it down to the Valley
of Ben-Hinnom where King Solomon used to sacrifice to
Molech. Then the gods will bless us again.”

How Ahaz bought that I'll never know, but he did. He
didn’t want to deal with a squalling, sickly infant, who
almost certainly would die anyway. He already had an
heir. He certainly did not want to lose Abi! But Logos was
furious. He allowed Pekah and Rezin to start planning
another attack against Judah.

God’s Plan of the Ages ~ Volume Four



As the armies of Syria, Hamath, and Israel assembled in
Ephraim, the news came to Ahaz of their plans to attack
Jerusalem. Ahaz had been in charge of Judah’s military for
less than a year. He was terrified! He sent for his father, but
Jotham was still on tour and couldn’t be located.

As he feared, they came and besieged Jerusalem. Judah
was doomed! Ahaz mustered his own army, but it was less
than half the size of the forces camped around the city.
Ahaz panicked. He ordered pagan priests to offer sacrifices
on every high place and under every green tree. Idolatrous
worship swept the land.

“I just knew we should have sacrificed our firstborn!”
Abi swore, “Now it is the only way to save the country.
Hezekiah is only a year old —still too young to feel the pain
of the fires. Take him to the Valley of Hinnom. Offer him to
Molech, the god of battle. Then we will be victorious.”

But this time Ahaz wasn’t buying. He’d come to love the
little shaver, and was unwilling to give up his only heir.
“Waita minute,” he said. Some things about his wife were
finally becoming clear. “You're lying to me! Hezekiah is
certainly not too young to feel pain. Justlook at the pain in
his eyes when I have to leave, and his joy when I return!
There is no way in Sheol I'm going to send him through the
fires of Molech. And I'll bet you lied about our second son,
too. I'll bet all your worship of the Baals has offended
YHWH. Maybe that’'s why we’re in trouble.”

The angelic host cheered! Ahaz had finally awakened
to the truth. Logos took the form of a man and knocked on
the door of the country home where Isaiah and Alysa were
enjoying some playtime with baby Shearjashub.

They came to the door together, their baby in Alysa’s
arms. The stranger immediately began to prophesy to
them the Word of YHWH, telling them to go out to meet
Ahaz and give the Word to him. Then, without awaiting a
response, He vanished.

It was obviously urgent. Pausing only amoment to grab
some baby food and stuff some extra diapers in the diaper
bag, they began the hike to Jerusalem.

They found Ahaz where the angel had told them he
would be. “Take care, O King. Be calm. Have no fear. Do
not be fainthearted because of these stubs of smoldering
firebrands who have teamed up against you. I know, Rezin
and Pekah in their fierce anger have come up against Judah
to terrorize you, determined to breach Jerusalem’s walls
and to make Zichri son of Tabeel, mighty man of Ephraim,
king in your place. Thus says YHWH, the King of Israel,
‘Because you have rejected Ashtoreth and all the Baals, and
have notsacrificed My son Hezekiah to the fires of Molech,
their plans shall not stand, nor shall they come to pass.
Rezin will never be more than king of Syria at Damascus,
and Pekah—well, inanother 25 years all of Ephraim will be
shattered and dispersed to the nations. However, if you
will not believe My Word, you shall not last.”

Chapter 1 ~ Isaiah, Kings Pekah and Ahaz

Ahaz wrestled with this. It’s tough to simply believe and
be at peace when you have been so terrified.

A new thought from Logos hit Isaiah-Alysa. This time,
Alysavoicedit. “O King, YHWH loves you. He knows your
struggle. He would comfort you. He Himself has declared
that any prophecy of good must come with proof. So He
wants you to test Him in this. Ask of Him a sign. Ask it as
deep as Sheol or as high as the heavens.”

“No!” Ahaz backed away. “Iwill notask asign. Whoam
I to test YHWH? I fear Him! I won’t do it.”

“That is wrong, O house of David!” Alysa spoke so
boldly that it startled her. “Listen to me! Is it too small a
thing for you to try the patience of men, that now you try
the patience of my God as well? He told you to ask a sign;
do yourefuse Him? Therefore, YHWH Himself grants you
a sign. This!” She held up her little baby. Filled with the
Spirit, she prophesied, “Shearjashub will be here, eating
curds and honey, when he learns to refuse the evil and
choose the good. But before that time, those two kings you
dread will be slain and their lands will be devastated and
forsaken. For my son is a type of the Messiah, who will be
born of a virgin. His name will be called Immanuel, ‘God
with us’. But you, O King, because you have not believed
YHWH, will instead place your trust in the king of Assyria
and in the Pharaohs of Egypt. Iswear neither will help you.
They will shave both Israel and Judah like a razor, cutting
off everything of value from your people and your land,
plundering your harvest, and destroying your vineyards
and croplands. So youwll subsist on curds and wild honey,
because you did not trust in the Word of YHWH.” She
hugged her son close to her breast, adding, “Shearjashub
also prophesies to you, O King. Whether you believe
YHWH or not, ‘A remnant shall return’ to believe in Him.”

The word laid out before Ahaz was clear. All he had to
do was believe YHWH, reject his fears, and resist the urge
to call for help from Assyria. Still struggling with it, he told
Abi, “YHWH forgave us. He’s going to protect us. Isaiah
said Rezin and Pekah will not be able to take Jerusalem.”

But Abi got angry. “You fool! YHWH is just one God.
We need the protection of all the gods! Don’t you know
that Israel and Syria have only grown so strong because
they sacrifice to the Baals and Asherim? If you can’t handle
this, I will!” She stomped out, heading for the nursery.

In a sudden burst of determination, Ahaz ran after her
and grabbed Hezekiah out of her arms. He hugged his son,
praying, “O YHWH, Abi is right. I am weak and foolish.
But You called Hezekiah Your own son. Take care of him,
I pray. Don’t let Abi kill him. I choose to believe Isaiah’s
prophecy as Your word, and I accept Alysa’s sign...”

As if in answer to his prayer, a servant ran up to Ahaz.
“O King! The Israelites and Syrians seem to be packing to
leave. And Pekah is calling for you from just outside the
city gates. I think you should go talk to him.”



Ahaz hurried to the tower above the city gates. Indeed,
they seemed to be packing to leave. Pekah was waiting
down below, so he called down to him. “I am Ahaz, king of
Judah. Do you give up so soon?”

“Don’t think you are so lucky!” Pekah shouted back.
“An urgent matter has required our attention. But I swear
that we will be back stronger than ever! So don’t get cocky.
By this time next year Rezin and I shall be feasting at your
table in your palace!”

By the end of the day, they were gone. Ahaz breathed a
sigh of relief, hugging baby Hezekiah. He praised YHWH
that the crisis was over and that the word spoken through
Isaiah-Alysa had proven true. He sent out an invitation to
Isaiah and Alysa for a big victory celebration party in the
palace. Abi was still angry with him, but with the attackers
gone, what could she say? She invited her father Zackry
(now known in the palace as Zechariah) to the party, too.

Before dinner was ready, a group of the king’s advisors
and elders came to petition Ahaz. They were led by Buzz,
Jotham’s father-in-law and chief advisor. Abi and Zackry
were among them. “We lucked out this time,” Buzz began.
“But Pekah said he’d be back, stronger than ever! So we
earnestly recommend, O King, that you send a gift to the
king of Assyria. His armies are invincible. If we ally with
him, then Pekah can ally with all the other nations he
wants and he still won’t be able to defeat us. But we need to
doitnow! Forif Pekah is smartand allies with Assyria first
we are burnt toast!” The others were all nodding.

Atonly20yearsold, Ahaz was easily swayed by all these
older and wiser advisors, especially Buzz, the most trusted
counselor in the kingdom. He gave his permission to get
the gift ready, and sat down to compose the letter. It read,
“King Ahaz of Judah, to Tiglath-pileser, great Emperor of
Assyria. I am your servant and your son. Please come and
deliver me from the hands of the kings of Israel and Syria
who are rising up against me.” But as he wrote, he kept
Hezekiah on his lap, for he no longer trusted Abi.

That evening, Isaiah and Alysa pulled Ahaz aside just
before the dinner began. “You are young, O King. YHWH
understands. He will forgive you. He is Judah’s Protector.
So you must not give in to the wicked counsel to put your
trust in the king of Assyria. You must make the choice to
put your whole trust in YHWH God of Abraham. Your
own destiny and the destiny of Judah hang in the balance.”

The dinner was delicious. When all were satisfied (and
possibly just a tad tipsy) they called on Isaiah to prophesy
for them against Israel and Syria. He started to refuse, for
prophecies don’t come by the will of men. To his surprise,
Logos said to take Alysa and Shearjashub to the speaker’s
platform. He obeyed, with not a clue what he would say.

When he opened his mouth, the Spirit of YHWH took
over and began to prophesy through him. “YHWH sends a
Word against Jacob, which falls upon Israel!” he began.
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Everyone in the banquet hall cheered and then quieted
to hear the message. “It falls on Israel,” he repeated, “And
the people there know it. The sons of Ephraim and the
inhabitants of Samaria assert in their pride and arrogance,
‘The mud bricks have crumbled, but we will rebuild with
stones. The sycamores have been cut down, but we will
plant cedars.” Therefore YHWH raises adversaries against
them, and spurs their enemies on. Rezin and the Syrians
turn against them on the east, and the Philistines on the
west. They devour Israel with gaping jaws. In spite of this,
YHWH’s anger does not turn away and His hand of wrath is
still stretched out. Yet they do not repent to Him who
struck them, nor do they seek YHWH of Hosts.”

Isaiah finished. But before his mouth shut Alysa took
over. “So YHWH cuts off the head and the tail from Israel.
both the palm branch and the bullrush in a single day. The
head is the gullible noble, the foolish elder, or the ignorant
guide; the tail is the prophet who teaches lies. For those
who guide are leading them astray. Those who are led are
filled with confusion. YHWH does not take pleasure in
their young men, nor does He pity their orphans or their
widows. Every one of them is godless, wicked, immoral,
and idolatrous, and every mouth speaks foolishness.”

Alysa finished. Before her mouth closed, Isaiah began
anew. “For wickedness burns like a fire. It consumes the
briars and thorns, and even sets the forests ablaze. By the
fury of YHWH the land is burned up. The people are like
fuel feeding the flames. No man spares his own brother.
Ephraim devours Manasseh, and Manasseh, Ephraim.
And both together come against against Judah.”

Now Alysa joined in, prophesying together with Isaiah
in perfect concert, as if they had memorized this together.
“Woe to those who enact evil statutes, who record unjust
decisions, so as to deprive the needy of justice and rob the
poor of My people of their rights, to spoil the widow and to
plunder the orphan. Now, Judah, what will you do in the
day of judgment, in the devastation which will come from
afar? To whom will you flee for help? Where will you hide
your wealth? Nothing remains but to crouch in fearamong
the captives or fall on your face among the slain. In spite of
all this, YHWH’s anger does not turn away. His hand of
wrath is still stretched out.”

Isaiah and Alysa turned toward each other and bowed
to acknowledge each other’s contribution. Then without
another word, they returned to their seats, hand in hand.

Some applauded, but many were angry that Judah had
been included in the stern prophecy. Isaiah and Alysa kept
outofit, not willing to give their own opinion on anything.
Then somebody shouted, “Hey, Isaiah, prophesy about
Assyria. They’re going to come and help us defeat Pekah
and Rezin, you know.” The room suddenly became quiet.
Isaiah looked at Ahaz, whose face turned red. It seemed
like everyone in the room had heard the gossip about the
letter and gift Ahaz was preparing for the king of Assyria.
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Alysa put her arms on the table, bowed her head into
them, and began to weep quietly. Isaiah, with Shearjashub
on his arm, made his way back onto the platform. “Woe to
Assyria!” he thundered. “For itis but the rod of My anger,
the staff of My indignation! I send it against a godless
nation; I commission it against people with whom I am
furious, to take their booty and seize their plunder, and to
trample them down like mud in the streets. For Assyria is
My tool of judgment, though they do not intend to be so.
They only want to destroy all nations around them until
they are supreme over all. But I shall use them to punish
Samaria and her idols; then in the same way I shall use them
to punish Jerusalem and her idols. After T have completed all
My work, I will then punish the arrogant heart of the king
of Assyria and the pomp of his haughtiness! I will send a
wasting disease among his stout warriors and a flame of
fire under his glory. For the Light of Israel will become a
fire, and Israel’s Holy One a flame, which shall burn and
devour his thorns and briars in a single day. In that day the
remnant of Israel and those who have escaped from Judah
will never again rely on the one that struck them, but
instead will truly rely on YHWH, the Holy One of Israel.
For only a remnant, the remnant of Jacob, will return to
the mighty God. Therefore O My people who dwell in
Zion, do not fear the Assyrian who strikes you with the
rod. For in a little while, My indignation against you will
be spent, and after that My anger will be re-directed to
Assyria’s destruction.”

This was really getting interesting. Two scribes were
writing furiously, determined to not miss a word. For
everyone knew this was neither Isaiah nor Alysa; it was
YHWH Himself! Even the tone of Isaiah’s voice rang with a
heavenly authority, quite unlike his normally rather mild
and friendly voice.

So far, the prophecies had been pretty good for Judah,
although those who wanted to get Assyria’s help against
Pekah and Rezin were miffed when he said they would
punish Judah, too. But many in the banquet hall had never
heard the Word of God spoken so boldly and plainly. They
wanted more. Jerusha, Uzziah’s widow, sensed the mood
of the people. She brought up what has been on every true
Israelite’s mind since Adam’s Fall. “Isaiah and Alysa, will
you please prophesy to us about the promised Redeemer,
the Holy One coming to restore the throne of David?”

Isaiah looked at Jerusha, seeing the longing in her blind
eyes. Helooked at Alysa, who smiled back and nodded. He
looked down at his baby, who gave him a big grin. He still
didn’t know how to answer, but often prophecies start that
way, until God’s Spirit takes over. So he breathed a prayer,
“YHWH my God, speak through me now,” and began to
talk to his baby. “In the fullness of time, in the town of
Ephrathah of Judah, a baby will be born —born to a virgin!
His name will be called Immanuel, ‘God with us’, and also
Yashua, ‘YHWH is Salvation’.” Isaiah paused, as he saw
Alysa walking back up toward the platform.

Chapter 1 ~ Isaiah, Kings Pekah and Ahaz

Then the Spirit of God within him overflowed. “He will
be a shoot from the stem of Jesse, for a branch from Jesse’s
root will bear fruit. And the Spirit of YHWH will rest upon
Him in fullness, the Spirit of Wisdom and Understanding,
the Spirit of Counsel and Might, the Spirit of Knowledge
and the Holy Awe of YHWH - the seven Spirits of God.

“For He will take delight in the nature and character of
YHWH Himself, rather than judging by what His own eyes
see or deciding by what His own ears hear. Thus He shall
judge the poor in righteousness, and decide in favor of the
afflicted of the earth in justice. He will strike the earth with
the rod of His mouth, and with the breath of His lips He
will slay the wicked.”

Alysa now stood beside him, looking intently over the
heads of the people. As Isaiah paused for breath she raised
her arm to point above their heads. “I see it!” she cried,
wide-eyed and voice high-pitched with emotion. “Isee the
Kingdom of Jacob’s Messiah! He rules in righteousness
and faithfulness, with truth as a belt around His loins. The
wolf dwells peacefully with young lambs, and the leopard
lies down with the kids. The young lion with the fatling
calf and the cow with the bear graze together, for the lion
and the bear eat straw like an ox. Look! A little child leads
them to find good pasture. A barely weaned infant plays
beside a viper’s den. They shall neither hurt or destroy in
all My holy mountain, for the whole earth is full of the
knowledge of YHWH as the waters fill the sea!”

Tears filled her eyes and her voice choked up, so Isaiah
took over. “It will come about on that day that all nations
will depend on the root of Jesse. He will stand as a banner
for all peoples, and His throne will be incredibly glorious.
On that day He will recover for a second time the remnant
of His people who remain. He will bring them back from
afar, from Assyria, Egypt, Pathros, Nubia, Elam, Shinar,
Hatti, Hamath, and from the coastlands of far-off nations.
He will assemble the banished families of Israel and gather
the dispersed people of Judah, bringing them back from
the four corners of the earth.” He paused for breath.

So now the clear, sweet voice of Alysa rang out like a
silver trumpet, bringing tingles to every spine. “Then the
jealousy of Ephraim will be gone! Those who harass Judah
will be cut off! But together as brothers they will swoop
down upon the Philistines on the west and plunder the
sons of the east. They will possess Edom and Moab, and
even the sons of Ammon will be subject to them. Then
YHWH will split the Euphrates into seven tiny streams to
make a highway from Assyria, and our God will dry up the
tongue of the Red Sea to make a broad road up from Egypt,
so the remnants of My people can return in safety.”

Isaiah joined her in a chorus, “Then you will say, ‘I give
thanks to You, O YHWH! Though You were angry with
me, Your anger has turned away. You comfort me, O God
my savior!” I will trust, and never be afraid, for YHWH is
my strength and my song. He has become my salvation!”
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Their chorus became a song, with Alysa taking the lead
and Isaiah carrying the harmony. “Therefore with joy shall
you draw water from the well of salvation. And in that day
you shall say, ‘Praise YHWH! Give Him thanks. Magnify
YHWH’s holy name! Make known His deeds among the
peoples! Proclaim the name of YHWH, for He is worthy.
Praise YHWH in song, for He has done great things. Let the
chorus be heard across the earth. Cry aloud! Shout for joy,
all you who dwell in Zion, who live in the city of the great
King. Marvelous in your midst is the Holy One of Israel!””

After the echo of that final chord, stillness. For a few
moments, a holy hush reigned in the great hall. Then a
muffled sob was heard, then another, and soon everyone
was kneeling or flat on his face, weeping, repenting, and
swearing a fervent commitment to the awesome vision.
But when Isaiah looked for Ahaz and Abi, they were gone,
along with Buzz and some others of the king’s counselors.

Ahaz had gone out to see if he could stop the messenger
he had sent to Assyria with his letter and the big gift they
had collected. Abi had followed him, suspecting as much.
She argued, “Hey! Those are only words. Pretty words, but
words, just the same. We still need Assyria on our side.
You heard Buzz. If Pekah gets to them first, we're dead!”

“I don’t trust you anymore, Abi. You wanted to kill
Hezekiah! Why should I listen to you?”

“Oh, stop it. We don’t need to sacrifice the baby any
more. Pekah’s gone. But I swear we will need to sacrifice
him if Pekah comes back and we don’t have Assyria behind
us. So,” she sneered at him, “if you really want to save your
precious son, don’t try to stop the messengers.”

“My precious son? This is our son! And I will save him!
... Okay, Abi, I'll do it. I'll let them go. Even if I die, I'll do
whatever it takes to save Hezekiah.”

Thus again Ahaz yielded to his wife, even knowing now
that it was wrong. Logos sadly told Satan. “You have won a
victory over Ahaz. After all My warnings and examples, all
the holy onesI've sent him, he has chosen foolishness. You
have My permission to bring harm to him and to all Judah
under him, yet you must spare his life, for I still see some
good in him. Ahaz truly loves Hezekiah, My precious son.
He is willing to give his life for him. Someday, he may be
able to repent of his faithlessness and trust Me.”

Satan wasted no time. Rezin and Pekah returned to
Jerusalem the next summer. Tiglath-pileser had gotten the
letter and gift Ahaz had sent, but hadn’t had time to
respond, so this time there was no stopping them. Zichri,
son of Tabeel, slew Maaseiah (Jotham’s second son, now
captain of the palace guard), Azrikam (a palace steward),
and Elkanah (Ahaz’ military general). On that one day,
they killed 120,000 and took 200,000 hostages, including
King Ahaz himself. Rezin and Pekah took all the Judean
captives, along with the spoils of war, back to Samaria. It
was all over before Ahaz figured out what had happened.
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This was a catastrophe of the first magnitude. It was the
9th of Av, 734 BC. Abi was slain. Her father Zackry was
slain. Buzz was slain. Many other nobles and counselors of
Jotham’s court were slain, as well as all of Ahaz’ own circle
of advisors. King Ahaz was put in chains and dragged into
the court of King Pekah in Samaria. There he became sport
for Pekah and hisnobles. They beat him, mocked him, and
laughed him to scorn. They gloated over him with tall tales
of all they had done toJudah. They told him that his queen
and father-in-law were dead, together with all his officers.
And they told him that Zichri son of Tabeel, the ‘strong
man of Ephraim’, now ruled at Jerusalem in his palace.
Finally, when they tired of their sport, they threw him into
the dungeon and left him to rot.

They had, however, unintentionally given him one tiny
glimmer of hope. In all their cruel taunts, they had never
mentioned his son, the Crown Prince Hezekiah. Perhaps
he was yet alive. Perhaps someone had seen the child and had
taken pity on him. Oh how he prayed it was so.

In fact, someone had. It was Jerusha, Uzziah’s widow.
She had seen clearly what was coming, and had stolen him
away before Pekah even broke down the city gates. How
could she do that, being blind, you ask? Her sight was of a
different nature than yours or mine, and she had learned to
use it well. As Isaiah had prophesied, she could see things
that you or I only wish to see. She had managed to avoid
the onslaught and secret Hezekiah down to the School of
Prophetesses, where the ladies all cared for him as if he
were their own son. But Ahaz didn’t know that.

He heard noises, loud arguing, outside the palace. He
couldn’t see, because the sole window was too high, but he
could hear the shouting. Evidently the army had brought
the rest of the captives, mostly women and children, into
Samaria. Someone wasn’t happy with that. Oh! Rezin! He
wanted to take his share of the captives up to Damascus.
Ahazleaned the bench next to the window and climbed up
so he could see through the bars. But what he saw made
him cringe. Rezin was taking 100,000 captives to give to
his nobles as slaves! Ahaz fell to the floor in agony.

Suddenly the commotion outside quieted down. Ahaz
climbed back up the bench to see again. “I am Oded,
prophet of YHWH, God of Abraham!” Oded’s voice rang
outso Ahaz could hear clearly. “Because YHWH was angry
with Judah He delivered them into your hand. But you
have slain them in a rage which has reached the heavens.
And now you are proposing to enslave your brothers? Do
you not already have enough transgressions of your own
against YHWH your God? Now therefore, you had better
listen to me. Return the captives which you have taken
from your brothers. For the burning anger of YHWH has
turned away from them and come against you!”

Rezinangrily ordered his half of the captives on, saying,
“Who cares what YHWH thinks? Do whatever you want
with your share. I'm taking my share to Damascus!”
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But some of the elders of Ephraim who had not gone to
battle sided with Oded. “Wait, Rezin. Oded is right. We've
been too harsh with Judah. We must return the captives.
We can’t enslave them. The Law of YHWH prohibits us
from enslaving our brothers. Our sins are already so...”

“Law of YHWH? Bah!” Pekah interrupted. “The law of
war asserts, ‘To the victor belongs the spoils!” I know you,
Oded. You're just a troublemaker from the School of
Prophetsin Gilgal. Of course you take Judah’s side here. So
get back to Judah where you belong, and prophesy against
them like all the other prophets. Rezin, go ahead. Take
your share of...”

“No, my lord the king.” It was Azariah, son of Johanan.
Behind him stood Jehizkiah son of Shallum, Amasa son of
Hadlai, and Berechiah son of Meshillimoth, all respected
elders. “You are proposing to add more guilt upon the
land, but our guilt is already so great that YHWH’s wrath
has fallen upon Israel.” He stood firm, arms akimbo.

Pekah suddenly saw that he had a crisis of confidence
here. These were leaders supporting his administration.
They could easily turn all the people against him, and he
might then be assassinated. He quickly changed his mind.
“King Rezin, take your share of the spoils. It will make you
very rich. But you do not need the burden of all these
rebels. For they are astiff-necked and hard-headed people,
who will cause you nothing but trouble. I will deal with
them. In their place, I give you their king, Ahaz himself.
March him in chains before you as you enter Damascus, to
add to your great glory and honor before your people.”

Rezin bought it. Ahaz was hauled out of the dungeon
and handed over to him. Now the taunts and abuse started
anew. All the way up to Damascus Ahaz was humiliated
and tormented. After they had tired of their sport, Rezin
tossed him into his own dungeon and left him to rot. There
he languished in despair for two years, utterly broken in
spirit. Still he would not repent or turn back to YHWH.

Bowing to the will of the elders, Pekah assigned Azariah
and his friends to dispose of the captives however they
wished. Then he turned his back and walked away.

Azariah quickly reorganized the hostages into smaller
groups and assigned each of his friends a group. They fed
and clothed them. They bandaged their wounds, anointed
them with oil, loaned them donkeys for their little ones,
and brought them safely back to Judah.

Logos was pleased that they had shown mercy, and He
vowed to show them mercy in return when Tiglath-pileser
(king of Assyria) came to devastate the land. For yes, he
had gotten the message from Ahaz and had already made
plans to come to the Levant to help him. In 733 BC he left
Media. He brought many captives to repopulate the lands
he planned to conquer. First he had to re-establish control
at Arpad and Calneh in northern Syria. Then he headed
south through Sidon and Tyre and reconquered Philistia.

Chapter 1 ~ Isaiah, Kings Pekah and Ahaz

With that devastating loss to Pekah and Rezin, King
Jotham finally woke up to his dereliction of duty. Some of
the returning hostages told him that hisson Ahaz had been
taken in chains up to Damascus, and Pekah had installed
an Ephraimite as king at Jerusalem. Jotham hurried back
toward the palace with his bodyguard, to see for himself.
But he was met on the road by Isaiah and Alysa. “No, O
King. Do not go up to Jerusalem now. You'll just be slain,
accomplishing nothing for your people. Bring your wife to
our country home. We need to talk.”

Jotham came with Jeko’ach. They were full of plans to
muster the armies of Judah and storm Jerusalem. While
listening to their plans, Isaiah and Alysa sat them down
with some tea. Finally, “...so what do you think, Isaiah?
Will you ask YHWH to bless our plans before we go?”

“You've been very tolerant...” Isaiah began.

“Yes, I have! Iswore to Jeko’ach from the day I first met
her father Buzz that I would always remain tolerant and
kind, loving and non-judgmental, not only toward her
family but toward everyone. For as Moses said, we are all
made in the image of God. Who am I to criticize another
person made in God’s image? As God is my witness I have
kept that vow, and He has blessed us for it.”

“Oh. He has blessed you.”

“Yes, and all Judah with us. We spend all our time going
around the countryside helping the poor, providing for
their needs, understanding their pain, encouraging them
that their sufferings are not their own fault, and helping
them to feel good about themselves. Why, we even...”

“Jotham! Do you even realize what just happened to
Judah? Have you been living in a vacuum?”

“Well, of course I know what happened. Pekah overran
Jerusalem. I'm afraid I haven’t trained my son in the art of
diplomacy — he probably said something to offend Pekah.
I'llapologize —negotiate for him. Once Pekah understands
that we mean him no harm, I'm sure he will take...”

“Jotham!” Alysa interrupted. “You are a fool! A kind,
loving, tolerant, non-judgmental fool, but a fool just the
same. Some people really are evil! You can’t deal with the
evil in the land by pretending it doesn’t exist — by loving
everyone and sitting around a campfire singing Kum By
Hyah. You are the king! It is your responsibility when evil
floods your kingdom! Why do you think YHWH’s Law is
so strict against evildoers? You have assumed that loving
people means tolerating their wickedness!”

King Jotham had never gotten a tongue-lashing from a
woman before. He shut up in bewilderment. Isaiah took
over. “My friends, the trouble in Judah is more severe than
you know. 120,000 of your brothers are slain, including
nearly everyone from your palace. Jerusalem’s walls are
broken down. The surrounding land is plundered and
ruined, and is still occupied by the army of Israel.”
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Alysa continued, “The Edomites have taken advantage
of Judah’s weakness to enslave whole towns on the east.
The Philistines have done the same on the west. Pekah and
Rezin planned to enslave their captives, too — 200,000 of
them! Rezin had begun to take his half up to Damascus.
They were only released after we sent Oded up to Samaria
to meet the army and put the fear of God into them!”

Jotham, finally faced with the magnitude of his defeat,
turned white. “What... What should I... What does
YHWH want me to do?”

“Stay here with us. You and Jeko’ach can have the guest
room. Your bodyguards can sleep in the barracks with the
field workers. Pray. Repent. With all your heart. Perhaps
YHWH will hear you. Perhaps He will respond by bringing
back your son and restoring your kingdom.”

“Repent? Me? Repent for what? I've done everything
YHWH has told me to, all my life!”

Isaiah covered his eyes with his hand and shook his
head. “Repent for what. Right.” He was trying not to be
exasperated. “What was the first thing YHWH told you to
do through me after my death?”

Jotham didn’t remember. So Isaiah told him. “He said to
depose Buzz and give his job to another. So did you do it?
Do you know where Buzz is now?”

“Ahh, well no, I guess not. But Buzz is a good man. A
godly man. He repented. He is loyal and true — my most
faithful advisor. So I didn’t think that was YHWH. You'd
just come back from the dead, so I thought you were...”

“Thadjust come back from the throne of God in heaven,
you mean. I had His Word as much as ever in my life. And
Buzz is neither godly, nor loyal and true. He is dead. He
took your own toleration of evil, and let it spread across
theland. God judged him forit. Heisnow being buried ina
shallow mass grave in the Valley of Hinnom, along with
Abi your daughter-in-law, her father Zackry, General
Elkanah, and hundreds of other palace nobles.”

“Oh my God! What have I done?” Finally good King
Jotham was ready to repent. He remained at Isaiah’s house,
crying out to YHWH for forgiveness and wisdom.

King Pul (Tiglath-pileser III) and the invincible armies
of Assyria swept into Israel the next spring, 732 BC. King
Pekah had planned to join up with the armies of Syria and
Hamath but he was too late. He sent for help, but all his
runners were intercepted and killed. He had no defense
and no hope against such incredibly superior forces. He
took the only option left to him; he opened the gates of
Samaria and walked out alone to plead for mercy. But
mercy was not a concept that was well-understood by the
Assyrians. Pekah was bound in chains, marched back
through the city gates in front of King Pul, and treated like
he had treated Ahaz. After the taunting and beatings he
was thrown into his own dungeon, where Ahaz had been.
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King Pul saw a young nobleman in the palace named
Hoshea, and took a shine to him. His was 24 years of age,
handsome, and well-liked by his own people, but with just
the right mixture of humility and respect for Assyrian
power that Pul looked for in a vassal king. Pul established
him on the throne of Israel and promised that he wouldn’t
devastate Samaria as long as Hoshea remained faithful and
sent the required annual tribute. Hoshea gratefully vowed
his allegiance, and worked closely with Pul to establish a
government of those willing to submit to Assyria. All who
refused to swear fealty were slain.

Azariah, Amasa, Jehizkiah, Berechiah, and others who
submitted were granted clemency and given the freedom
to remain living in Samaria as a vassal state of Assyria.
Assured that the tribute would keep flowing, King Pul did
not deport anyone from Samaria. To everyone’s surprise,
the Assyrian army actually behaved, treating the Israelites
with respect and neither plundering nor harming the land
very much. Thus the mercy which they had granted to the
captives from Judah returned upon themselves.

But not so with northern Israel. Once Tiglath-pileser
gotpast the Valley of Jezreel, he conquered Kedesh, Hazor,
Galilee, Gilead, and all the lands of Zebulun and Naphtali,
and deported all but the peasants back to Assyria. He
repopulated the area with his captives from Media. He
established three new Assyrian provinces: Dor on the west
coast, Megiddo,and Gilead. Then, at the end of the year, he
headed up toward Damascus, leaving northern Israel
plundered and ‘shaved’ behind him.

King Rezin of Syria was terrified. He opened the gates of
Damascus and came bowing and pleading for mercy, just
like Pekah had a few months before. But King Pul had no
mercy left. After a few days of making sport of Rezin, his
family, and his entire court, he tortured them all to death
oneby one. Thelast thing wicked Rezin saw before his eyes
were put out was the sight of his wife and children being
misused and slain with unspeakable cruelty. Everything
Rezin had done to others all his life returned upon him in
full measure. He slowly succumbed, in ultimate pain.

As usual, the Syrian nobles, leaders, tradesmen, and
teachers were rounded up and taken hostage. Captives
from Media were released to live in their fine homes. Only
the Syrian peasants and farmers were left on their farms to
til the land. King Pul divided up the land of Syria into
Assyrian provinces and installed his own governors torule
them — governors who swore to keep the tribute flowing.

But while rounding up the captives from Damascus,
they found King Ahaz in the dungeon. At first they didn’t
recognize him, for he was a sick and broken man. But after
they treated his wounds, Ahaz was granted an audience
with King Pul. He managed to convince him that it was
indeed he who had sent the letter and the large gift to
Assyria, pleading for deliverance from Rezin and Pekah.
So Ahaz succeeded in making friends with King Pul.
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Thus when Tiglath-pileser IlI returned to Assyria, King
Ahaz went with him, as confidanté and favorite of the
king. He remained with him for two years, learning the
ways of the Assyrians and worshiping their gods. Then in
730 BC, King Pul had to go quell a rebellion in Babylon, so
he sent King Ahaz back to Judah with a royal bodyguard.

But that’s getting ahead of our story. In 732 BC, shortly
after the Assyrians went up to Syria, Isaiah-Alysa knew
that Jotham’s repentance was complete. “Go,” they told
him. “Muster the armies of Judah in the name of YHWH,
for He is with you once again. With His help, you will be
able to overcome. Slay the usurper who has taken your
throne and re-establish the house of David over Judah.”
King Jotham was able to do that easily, for the people of
Judah loved and supported him. Judah had been ruled by
Zichrison of Tabeel, the strong man of Ephraim, for nearly
two years. Now Zichri’s ruthlessness toward Jotham’s sons
fell back upon himself and his house, in full measure.

Once the kingdom was restored in Jerusalem, Jotham
came against the Philistines. Philistia had become a vassal
of Assyria. Gollum, king of the Philistines, swore he had
Tiglath-pileser’s permission to conquer the areas around
Beth-shemesh, Timnah, Aijalon, and Gimzo. But Jotham
knewitwasalie. The Assyrians had come at Ahaz’srequest
to help Judah, not oppress her. So he drove the Philistines
out and recovered all the western Judean border towns.

Then Jotham turned his attention to his eastern and
southern borders. The Edomites had cruelly devastated
the towns and villages they had captured. It made Jotham’s
kind heart sick to see the oppression of his people that had
resulted from his own naiveté. Again, he delivered them,
and began to help them with the restoration process. He
was working with them, his face wet with tears, when a
young man approached. It was a prophet of YHWH!

“My name is Obadiah. I was sent by Isaiah to bless you
and to curse your enemies, for YHWH, God of Israel, is
pleased that you have obeyed Him. He has forgiven your
sin, O King, and has cleansed and healed your land. He has
established your kingdom upon the throne of David. Do
not again let it fall into wicked hands! He says, ‘You are
finally learning how to love asIlove and hate as L hate. You
will notsoon forget that My truelove carries with itintense
wrath against all that would destroy My beloved!’

“Now, thus proclaims YHWH Elohim against Edom.
Tve heard the report of how you took advantage of the
weakness of Judah My son to arise against him, as at Elath,
and to oppress and enslave him. Behold, I will make you
small among the nations. You are greatly despised, you
who dwellin the cleft of the rock at Petra. In the loftiness of
your dwelling place, you have become arrogant. You say in
your heart, “Who can ever bring me down?” I swear to
you, though your nest be higher than the eagles, though
your home be set among the stars, yet from there I shall
indeed bring you down!””

Chapter 1 ~ Isaiah, Kings Pekah and Ahaz

Obadiah bowed his head, shuddering with the vision.
“Oh! How Esau will be ransacked! How his treasures will
be plundered! How his mighty men will be dismayed and
cut off from the mountain of Esau to leave no survivor in
his house. Because of the violence you did to your brother
Jacob you will be covered with shame until you are cut off
forever. For you stood by and watched while Pekah and
Rezin conquered Jerusalem and stole her wealth. You
rejoiced; you even gloated over your brother’s misfortune!
Then you boasted as you picked the pockets of the slain
and enslaved the weakened sons of Judah. Beware! For the
Day of YHWH is coming upon all nations. Then it shall be
done to you just as you have done; all your dealings will
return on your own head. Only in Zion will there be those
who escape, for Jacob will finally totally possess all that I
intended, and the Kingdom will belong to YHWH.”

Thus peace was restored to Judah. But Jotham longed
for his sons who had been slain by Zichri. He didn’t know
that Ahaz was still alive in Assyria, or that baby Hezekiah
was safe in the School of Prophetesses at Gilgal. Jotham
andJeko’ach believed Obadiah’s prophecy that God would
establish their kingdom. They prayed earnestly for Ahaz,
in faith that God would miraculously keep him alive and
bring him back to restore the kingdom, as Alysa had said.

Now we can return to Assyria with Kings Pul and Ahaz.
Satan was very smug about how this was all working out,
for he had big plans for Ahaz. Where better to teach Ahaz
the depths of wickedness than his own city, Nineveh? But
while he focused on Ahaz at the palace at Calah, a lonely
pair of old travelers entered the great city from the north. It
was Jonah, now 90 years of age, and Nina, his beloved wife.
He returned one last time to the great city that had once
repented and turned, almost to a man, to worship YHWH.

Jonah wanted to see his church there, to encourage
them, and to exhort them to remain faithful in spite of the
persecution. But alas, his church was gone. Jonah and
Nina walked through the city, finding not one still faithful
to YHWH. The light had gone out. The city was dark and
cold. Satan and his demons reigned.

But over the years, Jonah had managed to save a bit of
money for his retirement. What better way to spend it? He
rented the coliseum for the first day in June, and hired an
energetic ad man to publish the date throughout the city,
“Wise old historian to teach on the past glories of Nineveh.
At the coliseum on June 1st. Be there!”

By 8 AM the coliseum was already filling. Even the king
and his nobles decided to hear him out (and they brought
King Ahaz). Afterall, if he really tells the glories of Assyria,
Tiglath-pileser ought to be there to take the bows, for he
has been the most glorious king ever. But if he turns out to
be an impostor, speaking against the king, trying to plant
sedition, all the more reason for him to be there, to order
him slain. As you can imagine, Satan also came, eager to
see if this wizened old dude was a threat to his city.
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At the appointed hour Jonah stood on the platform, in
the precise location where the acoustics of the coliseum
allowed every ear to hear. I won’t repeat his speech, as you
now know the story. He told it all, from the decline of
Assyria under King Shalmaneser III after his amazing
defeat at Qarqar, after which his own son Assur-danin-pal
rebelled and his second son Shamshi-Adad V finally took
over and ruled in his place. Then Adad-Nirari III and his
son Tukulti-Ninurta II worked to restore the glories of
Assyria. After them, wicked Shalmaneser IV nearly ruined
the empire by his decadence, until his general Shamshi-Ilu
had the courage to confront him. Jonah waxed eloquent as
he told the thrilling tale of the Mars flyby of 780 BC, in
exquisite detail. Soon everyone was perched on the edge of
his seat. They realized why Jonah knew the story so well:
he and Nina had been right there in the middle of it all!

The audience was spellbound, like putty in his hands.
Jonah told of the repentance, deliverance, and finally the
command to worship no god but YHWH. He told of the
peace and prosperity that followed. The Yawists worked
with King Shalmaneser to better the kingdom. But then
Jonah told about the betrayal by General Shamshi-Ilu, his
assassination of Shalmaneser IV, then the assassination of
hisbrother Ashur-dan as well, so that his youngest brother
Assur-nirari V could take the throne. Under him came the
terrible persecution of the Yawists, in a kingdom torn
apart by civil wars and rebellion. Finally, the monstrous
Earthquake of 750 BC devastated the land and ended the
power of Assyria until Tiglath-pileser III took control.

Through it all there was no direct criticism of the king,
so he allowed Jonah to continue. Now Jonah began to line
up two different ways of living. One way is the fighting,
conquering, and getting rich by taking tribute from the
labors of others. The other way is the peace and prosperity
by integrity and hard work under repentant Shalmaneser
IV, when the Yawists filled the land. Under both ways of
living, the glory and prosperity of Assyria was foremost in
the world. Tiglath-pileser was nodding. He understood.

Suddenly, evangelist and apostle that he was, Jonah
began to urge the people to turn away from the conquering
and plundering and the gods of war, and to turn back to
the God of peace and love and the prosperity of following
HisLaw. “Wealth by plunder always brings trouble, for the
planetary gods can bring disaster but they cannot deliver
you from it. That is because Astarte and the Baals, Nisroch
and Marduk, are not gods at all, but just things made with
men’s hands to represent the planets. Thatis why there are
so many catastrophes and plagues in Assyria’s history, as I
described. But when Shalmaneser repented and Assyria
turned away from the planetary gods to worship only
YHWH, there were no more catastrophes! For YHWH is
the Creator of the planets— the Creator of all! He protected
us. But if you will not turn back to Him, I prophesy that
within 30 years, Assyria and her ‘invincible’ army will
suffer a terrible defeat, and Nineveh will be destroyed!”
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‘Defeat’is not an acceptable word among the Assyrians.
Tiglath-pileser was outraged. “Enough!” he screamed,
standing and pointing at Jonah. “He has spoken against
the king, and against the glory of Assyria’s gods! Heisnota
patriot. He is a seditious traitor! Guards! Slay him and his
wife, immediately, before he can utter another word!”

It was over in a minute, as ruthless guards sliced off the
heads of Jonah and Nina there on the speaker’s platform.
Satan ground his teeth in anger. “Who was that old coot
anyway, and how did he get into my city?” he raged. He
wouldn’t admit he’d been caught napping. He thought he
had every soul in Nineveh wrapped around his finger.

But the cat had been let out of the bag. The Word had
been proclaimed, and it never returns to Him who sends it
without bearing fruit. Of course there were many in that
coliseum who were loyal to the king and the Assyrian
gods, and who hardened their hearts. But thousands
received the Word, were pricked in their hearts, and
repented. They studied their history to learn that Jonah
was right. They returned to YHWH. The Yawist church in
Assyria was born anew. Tiglath-pileser raged against it,
and persecuted it, driving it underground. But Logos sent
evangelists, prophets, pastors, and teachers — many came
from Jonah and Nina’s own children and grand-children.
The church, Jonah’s church, again grew strong.

Ahaz had been seated beside King Tiglath-pileser III
during Jonah’s speech and had seen and heard the whole
thing. He was shocked at the ruthless slaying of Jonah,
whom he recognized as an Israelite. But he hardened his
heart. Jonah believed in YHWH, Ahaz thought to himself,
but He didn’t deliver him. So YHWH must be powerless here.
And these gods of the Assyrians? They must be strong indeed!

Tiglath-pileser had to go down to quell the rebellion in
Babylon in 730 BC, so he sent Ahaz home, as I said. Ahaz
stopped in Damascus on the way. Now that Syria was an
Assyrian vassal province, Nisroch and Assur were publicly
worshiped in the central market of Damascus. Ahaz was
intrigued by their gods. He decided to make a copy of their
altar, so he wrote down the dimensions.

As you can imagine, Ahaz made quite a stir when he
arrived in Judah. He had been treated very well by King
Pul. He rode up on a chariot with fine white horses. He was
dressed in royal robes. He had slaves, and bodyguards. He
also brought with him much wealth, including a complete
matched set of small gold images of the Assyrian gods.

King Jotham, his father, didn’t care about all that. He
should have! He should have seen that his son had been
thoroughly corrupted, ‘bought and sold’ by the gods of the
Assyrians. But he was just so glad to see his son alive again,
that he welcomed him with open arms. The next week,
everyone came to celebrate their restored co-regency.

His wife Abi had been slain, so Ahaz took another wife,
Bella. Soon all was as it had been before the catastrophe.
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Then word reached Ahaz that Hezekiah, his baby, was
still alive! Some ‘sisters’ from the School of Prophetesses
were bringing him. Ahaz was stunned — overjoyed —and all
the palace with him. Ahaz ordered a gala reception. His
son, whom he had thought dead, was returning alive!

Ahaz tried to imagine what Hezekiah would be like. He
had been only two when Pekah and Rezin had conquered
Jerusalem, and Ahaz had notseen him since. That was four
years ago. So now he must be six.

“They are here, my lord the king.” A small group of
ladies entered the hall. Jotham and Ahaz were waiting on
their thrones. Jotham held up his scepter for the ladies to
approach. But Ahaz just couldn’t wait. He leaped up off his
throne and ran toward the group. “Hezekiah! My son! You
have my son!” he cried, tears streaming down his cheeks.

Jerusha and her friend Miriam stepped forward from
the group, a young lad between them. Ahaz didn’t really
recognize him, but the ladies nodded and pushed him
forward, so he knew this must be his son. He ran to him,
fell down on his knees, and threw his arms around him,
sobbing for joy.

Young Hezekiah was not so thrilled with this stranger.
He permitted the hugs and kisses for just a bit, then pulled
away and clung to Miriam and Jerusha. “I'm sorry, my
lord.” Miriam was apologetic. “We told him that you are
his father, but I'm afraid he does not remember you at all.
He’s a little shy. Give him time. He will warm up to you.”

“Yes. Yes, Iunderstand.” Ahaz looked over the group of
ladies. “And to whom am I indebted for saving his life,
and caring for him all this time?”

Jerusha spoke up. “It was I, my lord, who stole him
away from the palace as it was being overrun. I took him to
the School of Prophetesses. We all cared for him there.
Miriam here did the most to mother him and train him.”

“Aren’t you Jerusha? My grandmother? I thought you
were blind. How could you do that?”

“YHWH led me,” she answered simply.

“Well, I thank you, and I shall honor you, all of you,
with rich gifts! Let the celebration begin!”

During the party, Ahaz got the rest of the story. He
offered an apartment in the palace for Jerusha and Miriam,
and a well-paying position as nanny and tutor to his son.
Jerusha declined, as she was a respected leader in the
School of Prophetesses and they needed her. But Miriam
accepted the offer. Thus young Hezekiah was raised and
tutored by one of the most godly women in the land.

Bella, the new wife of Ahaz, didn’tlike that. She became
jealous and manipulative, trying to find ways to do away
with Hezekiah so one of her own sons could become heir
to the throne. But Miriam was a wise and capable ‘mother’,
protecting him from Bella and from all sorts of evil.

Chapter 2 ~ Kings Hoshea, Ahaz, and Hezekiah

CHAPTER 2 — HOSHEA, AHAZ, AND HEZEKIAH

More than half of Israel (everything north of the Valley
of Jezreel or east of the Jordan) was now ruled by Assyria.
And while Tiglath-pileser had been merciful to Samaria
and had not devastated it, yet the tribute he demanded was
a heavy burden. But King Hoshea was determined to be a
faithful servant of Assyria. He immediately began the
daunting task of collecting the next year’s tribute.

Hoshea was a fool. His servants recognized that he was
but a lap-dog for the hated Assyrians. So they conspired
against him, secretly releasing Pekah from the dungeon.
Thus they reclaimed the kingdom and restored Pekah to
the throne. Hoshea had ruled for less than one year.

Now, Pekah should have killed Hoshea. But the poor
kid was so young (at the age of 25) — and clueless! — that
Pekah had mercy on him. He banished him from Samaria
on pain of death, telling him, “If you like the Assyrians so
well, go live with them. You’ll soon see how cruel and
oppressive they are. Then you’ll regret ever cooperating
with Tiglath-pileser.”

Hoshea headed for Assyria. He didn’t care if they were
cruel or oppressive. He’d had a taste of power and he rather
liked being king. He knew that only by Assyria’s support
could he hope to regain his crown. But when he reached
Ninevehin 730 BC, he found that Tiglath-pileser had gone
to Babylon to quell that rebellion. So he waited at Calah.

King Tiglath-pileser III never returned to the Levant.
He captured and deposed the rebellious Babylonian King
Nabu-mukin-zeri and had himself crowned ‘King Pulu of
Babylon’ in 729 BC. He returned in triumph, and began
plotting a new campaign through the Levant with Hoshea,
set for 727 BC. But Logos was angry with him for killing
Jonah and for persecuting the Yawists. He caught a flu bug.
He ignored it. Kings of Tiglath-pileser’s power and glory
don’t get sick! But the flu bug didn’t know that. In two
weeks he was dead. His son Ululayu succeeded himas king
of Assyria, taking the throne name Shalmaneser V.

Shalmaneser labored long and hard to get his kingdom
under control. Calah and Assur were squabbling; Yawist
supporters were urging him to be more like his namesake
and stop the persecution; and a few of his tributaries were
testing him to see if he had the will to keep them under
subjection. So he put the Levant campaign on the back
burner for abit. Poor Hoshea wasted years of his life trying
to interest the new king in his case, but Shalmaneser just
had too many other pots on the stove and ignored him.

In Judah, King Ahaz was successfully leading a double
life. He worshiped YHWH with King Jotham his father
every Sabbath, and went through the motions of keeping
the nation pure of idolatry. He loved his wife and family.
He was a good father to his sons, especially Hezekiah, his
heir. He continued to honor and respect Miriam, treating
her as the queen mother though she remained unmarried.
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But secretly Ahaz had brought the Assyrian gods into
Judah. He had sent his sketch of the Assyrian altar he had
seen in Damascus on ahead of him, with instructions to
Uriah the high priest to build it for him, using exactly the
same materials and dimensions. “YHWH has shown me a
new and better way to worship Him!” he avowed.

A few months after his return from Nineveh, Ahaz went
to the temple. Uriah (son of Azariah) had built the altar
from the pattern Ahaz had sent. Now Ahaz showed the
priests how to use it. He had them move the big bronze
altar of YHWH off to the side, saying, “Keep it, but we’ll
only use it for divination. Use the new altar for everything
else.” He rearranged the furnishings of the temple court,
and took off the covering over the secret passage that ran
between the palace and the temple, so the whole effect
would look more like the pagan temple he had enjoyed so
much in Assyria. He planned to invite the king of Assyria
to visit, and he wanted him to feel right at home.

Then he re-established the cult worship center on the
southern peak of Mount Olivet, with his golden gods of
Assyria as the focal point. He hired the priests of Baal to
maintain the center — they didn’t care that the new golden
gods were Assyrian; they knew how to deal with idols. For
in fact, they are the same planetary gods as worshiped by
all the surrounding nations, except under different names.
(Mars changed to Nisroch, Venus to Assur, Jupiter to
Nabu, Saturn to Ninurta.) The priests were overjoyed with
that matched set of idols representing each of them.

In all this, Ahaz outwardly maintained an attitude of
humbly, sincerely, worshiping YHWH. His father bought
the charade. In 723 BC, Jotham decided to permanently
retire, to concentrate on traveling around the country
helping the poor as before. He was 52 years old, and had
reigned 16 years from the time of Uzziah’s death.

Young Shalmaneser V still faced problems on too many
fronts. Babylon rebelled, again! He crowned his general
Sargon II as co-regent and sent him south to deal it.

Chaldean prince Marduk-apla-iddina II had paid his
tribute and seemed loyal, at first. But now he had declared
Babylon’s independence, ruled by himself. He took the
name Merodach-baladan. He worked to unite Elam and
the Chaldean states, taking advantage of the fact that they
all feared and hated Assyria. He even managed to gain
secret alliances with Syria, Israel, and other tributaries of
Assyria to aid him in getting Assyria off their backs. For 20
years he plotted. But he mistreated his allies and they
eventually turned against him. He was unduly embroiled
with political maneuverings. They only wanted to get rid
of the Assyrian governors and stop paying the crushing
burden of tribute, but Merodach-baladan’s goal was
higher — he wanted to create a new Babylonian Empire,
with himself as the emperor! Sargon tried again and again
to unseat Merodach-baladan. He even claimed victory a
few times, but to tell the naked truth, he failed.
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To catch up on the Third Intermediate Period Pharaohs
in Egypt — in 720 BC, Piye of the 25th ‘Nubian’ Dynasty
took over from his dad Kashta Maatre at Napata in Nubia.
For the 22nd ‘Libyan’ or ‘Bubastite’ Dynasty, Osorkon III
became the ruling high priest of Amun at Thebes, also in
720 BC. The nextyear, ShoshenkIII died, so his oldest son
Shoshenk IV became Pharaoh at both Tanis and Bubastis.

Merodach-baladan had attained renown as the king of
Babylon and deliverer of all the Chaldean states from the
strong arm of Assyria. It had been a long time since the
many Chaldean princes had been united about anything.
Merodach-baladan gained great riches and honor as well
as power. Defeating the Assyrian juggernaut made him the
admiration of the entire known world. But his empire and
all his alliances were on shaky ground, because he ruled
Babylonia by threats, violence, and political chicanery.

Hoshea was getting nowhere with busy Shalmaneser V.
He finally realized he might never get Assyria’s help in
regaining his lost throne in Israel. But now that Assyria’s
tiff with Merodach-baladan seemed finally more or less
settled, Hoshea got an idea. He secretly left Nineveh and
went down to Babylon to sweet-talk Merodach-baladan.

At first, he was not interested. “I already have a good
alliance with Pekah of Israel. He has been helping me
throw off the yoke of Assyria. So who are you?”

Hoshea had been trying to recover his throne for twelve
years. He was now 37 and not getting any younger. So he
was not taking no for an answer. He had learned a little
political chicanery himself along the way. “I know secrets
about Pekah and Israel! They're playing Babylon against
Assyria, to get them both off their backs. Pekah is actually
building his own coalition of the western states (including
Syria and Hamath) and plotting to stab you in the back!”

Merodach-baladan did not believe it. He was correct.
Hoshea was lying through his teeth. He would do anything
to get back in power. He knew that the small tribute from
Pekah was nearly due. But instead of tribute, Babylon
received a brash note ‘from Pekah’ rescinding their treaty.
As Merodach-baladan read it his anger blazed. “Pekah is a
fool! An idiot! Doesn’t he realize how much we need to
stand together?” Suddenly all that Hoshea had been saying
made sense. He had not been asking too much of Israel,
just a token! So after getting Hoshea to swear fealty and
agreeing on a modest annual loyalty tribute, he sent him
off withasmall contingent of trained warriorsand a plan to
retake the kingdom of Israel. The plan was pretty simple:
Hoshea comes in the name of the king of Babylon, who has
heard news that Pekah is secretly plotting with Syria against
him. When Pekah denies it or tries to justify himself, Hoshea
draws his sword and slays him on the spot. Then he declares
himself king, with the full authority of Merodach-baladan
himself. If there is any trouble the crack troops support him.
He’s got signed documents to back up his claims (strapped to
his chest next to a dagger). What’s to go wrong?
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Well, as it turns out, a lot could go wrong. Pekah didn’t
get to be king by being naive. When he got news that some
Babylonians were coming, he mustered his entire army to
greet them. As Hoshea neared the city gates with his little
band, he saw Israelis surrounding the city with 200,000
armed soldiers! Time for a quick change of plans. AsIsaid,
Hoshea had been working toward this for twelve years and
had not been getting any younger. This game was for all
the marbles. He may not get another chance.

So Hoshea told his guard to wait there for him. Then,
knowing he risked his life, he threw back his shoulders,
put on a bold face, and strode through the Israeli forces
toward King Pekah. When he got close enough, he called
out, “My lord the king! We meet again, though this time
under more favorable circumstances. His Royal Highness
King Merodach-baladan sends greetings. He has sent me
with an important message for you. But first, I must thank
you for sparing my life twelve years ago. I am and will be
forever grateful! I have had a good and prosperous life
since then —as you can see, I am now a favorite of the king
of Babylon. For all this, I owe you thanks...”

He was prepared to bubble on, but Pekah knew blather
when he heard it. He interrupted, “I banished you from
Israel, on pain of death. Your life is already forfeit. So skip
the platitudes and give me the king’s ‘important message’
before you die.”

Thinking fast, Hoshea answered, “The message is this,
O King Pekah. Merodach-baladan has been remarkably
successful in Babylonia. He has gained great power, and
great wealth. He doesn’t any longer need the tribute you
agreed on. He now wants to accept you, not as a tributary,
but as his partner, on equal terms in our alliance against
Assyria. He sent me to verify your continued loyalty and
friendship, and to ask if you needed any other assistance.”

Pekah didn’t totally believe that (for very good reason)
but he could not take the chance of being wrong. Hoshea
plunged on. “You may slay me if you wish, King Pekah, for
who am I but a messenger, and what are these few guards
against your mighty army? Indeed, Merodach-baladan
only sent them to protect me from bandits along the way,
for he cares about my safety. But I do warn you that if I do
not return, he will know that you've turned against him.
He defeated the ‘unbeatable’ Assyrian army, O King! I do
not think you want to get on his grumpy side.”

The veiled threat hit home. King Pekah gave orders to
provide food and lodging for the Babylonian guards and
invited Hoshea into the palace with him. At first, Hoshea
tried to get alone with Pekah, but he soon saw that wasn’t
going to happen. Pekah was much too suspicious of him.
He kepthimin the greatroom, with guards allaround, and
even made him lay his sword at the foot of the throne, ‘as
the traditional sign of peace’. Hoshea felt naked without
his guards or his sword, but as I said, this game was for all
the marbles. He put on a bold front.

Chapter 2 ~ Kings Hoshea, Ahaz, and Hezekiah

Hoshea spent the day telling King Pekah of all King
Merodach-baladan’s accomplishments; how strong and
numerous his armies were; how wealthy he had gotten;
how he had united all of Babylonia, Media, Persia, and
Elam against Assyria; and how well he was respected and
feared among all the kings of the East. He waxed eloquent
about his desire for peace and trade among all nations, and
freedom from the oppression of Assyria. Of course a lot of
that was rank baloney, but there was enough truth mixed
in to entice Pekah to believe and relax his guard.

That evening they dined together with all the nobles of
the court in the great hall. But again, Hoshea was seated
across from the king, not next to him as he had hoped.
After dinner and wine, Pekah seemed a bit more friendly,
so Hoshea begged leave to address the group regarding the
things he had told Pekah. He had to figure outa way to get
closer, and the speaking podium was right behind Pekah.

Loosened up by his wine, Pekah granted permission.
Hoshea strode boldly around to the platform and began to
speak. He reminded them all of Merodach-baladan’s great
power, glory, and wealth, saying basically the same things
he had already told Pekah. Finally, he said why he was
there: he had been sent to verify Israel’s continued loyalty.
Then as he leapt upon Pekah and stabbed him in the heart
with his dagger, he shouted, “And I have found your king
to be disloyal, having plotted with Syria and Hamath
against Babylon! Therefore I have the full authority of
King Merodach-baladan himself to slay Pekah and to rule
in his place. Here are the documents, signed and sealed by
King Merodach-baladan, detailing Pekah’s crimes and
proclaiming me as your new king. Anyone who cannot
accept that will have to deal with the might and fury of the
Babylonian army — the army that defeated the Assyrians!”

Itwasall over very quickly. Theyread the signed papers
and found everything as Hoshea had said. As he had
hoped, the nobles of Israel feared the Babylonian army, for
their fame in defeating the Assyrians had spread over the
Levant like wildfire. Hoshea was crowned king of Israel in
719 BC. Pekah had ruled for nearly twenty years.

King Hoshea did not make the same mistakes that had
been made twelve years ago. He became cold and ruthless.
He slew the relatives or friends of Pekah — all who might
not be loyal to their new king. He sent his Babylonian
guards home with the good news of his success, and his
promised loyalty tribute. And he told the people of Israel
that they would no longer need to pay tribute to the hated
Assyrians. In alliance with Babylonia and other nations,
including Egypt and Judah, Israel would be strong.

So the very first month he was king, Hoshea began his
bold plan with a trip to Judah. King Ahaz was amenable to
a coalition with Israel. He hated Pekah for what he and
Rezin had done to Judah, and was delighted with Hoshea
for killing him. He also feared the cruel Assyrians and was
only too glad to agree to an alliance against them.
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But then Hoshea asked King Ahaz about his father,
King Jotham. “Oh, don’t worry about him. He wouldn’t
agree to this coalition, because he claims to trust only in
YHWH. He won’t even allow us to worship the planetary
gods! So we must keep this a secret from him. But he’s
harmless. He gave up his throne to me so he could travel
around the nation helping the poor. He won’t stop us.”

But Hoshea was taking no chances. Even if King Jotham
had given up his throne, he still had a lot of clout with his
people. So if he was against it... who knows what trouble
he could cause? Hoshea sent secret agents into Judah to
find him and kill him. Thus King Jotham and his beloved
wife Jeko’ach were slain at the age of 56. It was the fourth
year since he had given up his throne to Ahaz and the
twentieth year since his father Uzziah had died. Ahaz
never found out that Hoshea had ordered his father slain.

Thus another evil was added to Hoshea’s many sins.
Logos’ back was still turned against Israel, but He grieved
for righteous Jotham and Jeko’ach. Michael grieved with
Him. “I am so sorry, my Lord! I do not know why their
angels weren’t strong enough to protect them from the
demonic onslaught from Israel. They had a good heart;
kind and generous! A right spirit! Why could we not cover
them from Hoshea’s schemes?”

“Yes, Michael, they had a right heart toward Me. They
loved Me, My people, and My ways. But they had one blind
spot: a willful ignorance about evil. They chose to close
their eyes and pretend that evil does not exist — pretend
that everyone is only good. Thus they never disciplined
the evil in their own son Ahaz. They didn’t hate evil to the
degree that I hate it. They didn’t work at protecting Judah
from the evil of their son, or from the wickedness flooding
in from Israel. Thus the very evil that they did not hate or
guard against eventually slew them. You cannot defend
people from the consequences of their own choices.”

Once Hoshea and Ahaz had forged that alliance, the
surrounding Assyrian tributaries soon fell into line. Tyre,
Sidon, Byblos (Gebal), Philistia, Hamath, Syria, Ammon,
Moab, Edom; King Hoshea garnered some kind of secret
political agreement with them all. They were like aces up
his sleeve, to pull out and play when the time came, as he
knew it would. Now with his list of accomplishments, it
was time for the big one. He got ready for a trip to Egypt.

With so many alliances now under his belt, Hoshea was
confident of Egypt’s support. So before he left, he made a
fateful decision. Knowing that he wasn’t strong enough to
rebel, Pekah had been paying an annual tribute to Assyria,
as well as that secret token tribute to Babylon in hope of
overcoming Assyria. (Of course Pekah had never written
that note to Merodach-baladan — that lie had been hatched
by Hoshea. Pekah would have paid Babylon’s tribute on
time if he had not been slain by Hoshea.) Now that Israel’s
tribute to Assyria was due, Hoshea ordered it cancelled.
Israel, in essence, declared her independence.
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What arrogance! How foolish to place your trust in
kings and princes, rather than in YHWH, King of kings
and Lord of Hosts! Hoshea left for Egypt in 718 BC. His
first stop was Tanis in the Nile Delta. There Shoshenk IV of
the 22nd Dynasty was desperately trying to unify Egypt.
He was happy to receive Hoshea and eager to negotiate
that alliance. But he gave him the straight scoop on Egypt.
“I'm struggling with Iuput at Leontopolis, Peftjauabast
at Herakleopolis, Nimlot at Hermopolis, and Ahmose of
Abydos. They all are competing against me to become the
Pharaoh of Egypt, now that my father [Shoshenk III] is
dead. I am preparing to visit them now to see if I can talk
sense into them. My father’s general at Herakleopolis has
also rebelled and is further dividing the country. Egypt is
splintered, fighting itself. We’ve got to get unified! The
Nubians have rebelled. Kashta’s son Piye is building an
army at Napata, with ambitions of coming against Egypt.
Osorkon I1I fears they plan to invade Thebes. I'm sure that
he’ll be glad to join your alliance, too. The Arabians are
fighting me in the eastern deserts. Ever since Assyria
annexed Phoenicia and Philistia I have gotten no tribute
there, and my profits from trade through the Levant are
next to nothing. I want all the alliances I can get, for I need
them to get my country back together. But... I'm afraid
that I won’t be much help if the Assyrians or Babylonians
attack the Levant. Right now I'm not even able to field an
army sufficient to protect my own country!”

Hoshea left him with the best alliance he could get, and
headed up south to Thebes. Osorkon III was also glad to
ally with him, butright now he was frantically preparing to
defend Thebes from an imminent Nubian threat. Hoshea
realized that further alliances with Egypt were fruitless.
They needed the help more than he!

So Hoshea headed back to Israel, shaken to the core.
How could a country of the might and glory of Egypt have
sunk so low? Now he regretted stopping the tribute to
Assyria, but it was too late. He was already committed. He
immediately began to build up his forces, and ordered the
others in his coalition to do the same. King Ahaz of Judah
was only too eager to comply, as they thought alike.

Now that Jotham was dead, all restraint against the
idolatry in Judah was gone as well. Ahaz and Hoshea
worked together to prepare for the assault from Assyria
that was certainly coming. Part of their preparation was
sacrifices to the planetary gods of the nations, to the gods
Ahaz had brought from Assyria, and to two golden calves
Ahaz had made to match Jeroboam II's calves in Israel.
Thus they established pagan cult centers on every sacred
hill; they carved Asherah poles; they served the Baals more
than the nations before them. They practiced sorcery and
witchcraft, and gave themselves over to immorality. They
sacrificed their sons and daughters in the fires of Molech.
However, King Ahaz sacrificed only Bella’s children. He
took good care of Hezekiah, his heir. So Bella’s conniving
to do away with Hezekiah came back on her own head.
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Isaiah and Alysa came to Ahaz once again. “O King,
hear the Word of YHWH. He is not blind. He cannot fail to
see the idolatry which has spread across the land. He says,
‘My heart is grieved for you, O King Ahaz, for you have
brought great destruction on yourself, and on all Judah.”

“Now wait a minute, Isaiah. You're being unfair. I am
no worse than King Hoshea in Israel!”

“Forget Israel. Logos has already given up on them. But
He has not given up on you, O King. He finds something
good in you. You care for His precious son Hezekiah!

“Therefore, YHWH tells you, ‘This is your last warning.
Cancelyouralliance with Hoshea, before he drags youinto
the pit with him. Crown Hezekiah as your co-regent, and
give him the authority to begin cleansing the land of its
idolatry. Gather the elders of Judah and repent before
them. Tell them you were wrong about sacrificing to the
planetary gods. Then go to Uriah the high priest and have
him make atonement for your sin. Pray that God will...””

That was too much. “Uriah? Make atonement for me?
Uriah is helping me! He made that Assyrian altar for me.
He is sacrificing to the golden gods of the Assyrians just
like I showed him. Why should I repent to him?”

Isaiah sighed sadly. He hated to use threats, but some-
times it’s necessary. “Because if you do not, you shall die
within two years. You are only 37, and you feel invincible,
butIassure you thatyour life hangs only by a thread. Uriah
fears you, O King, more than he fears YHWH. Butif youdo
turn back to YHWH, so will he, and so will all Judah.”

“Well now, that's even more unfair than before! Why
should the entire nation be judged for my choices?”

“YHWH made you the king. He gave you His people to
guide, as a shepherd guides his sheep. If you guide them
into the desert where there is no food or water, they shall
suffer and perish, but their blood will be upon your head,
for you knew what was right yet you failed to do it.”

“Hubh. I still worship YHWH. All Judah worships Him!
But why should He care if we also worship the gods of the
Assyrians? They are powerful gods! They must be strong,
for Assyria has conquered all the nations of the earth! And
now Hoshea is teaching me about some new gods of the
Babylonians. He thinks they are even stronger!”

Isaiah shook his head. “When Tiglath-pileser came and
delivered you from prison, brought you to Nineveh, gave
you riches and honor, and sent you back to Judah in a
chariot with white horses, honor guards, and servants,
you thought he was helping you, right?”

“Of course he was helping me, you ninny!”

“No, OKing. He was your adversary, afflicting you with
hisidolatry. He has led you to the brink of ruin. You would
have been better off in the dungeon where you could do
naught but look up to YHWH.”

Chapter 2 ~ Kings Hoshea, Ahaz, and Hezekiah

Ahaz couldn’t understand. His mind was darkened. He
had spent too much time with the wicked king of Assyria,
worshiping the Assyrian gods. He rejected the warning of
Isaiah. Satan laughed at all the plans he had for his son!

Logosrealized it was hopeless. There would be no more
warnings. In 716 BC He told His death angel to withdraw
Ahaz’ spirit. But Satan wouldn’t give up that easily. “He is
mine! Totally and unconditionally mine! It is not yet his
time to die. You cannot take his breath. Iwon’tlet you. I yet
have great plans for him. I'll fight you for him and I'll win.
For he himself has granted me the authority.”

The death angel didn’t wish to argue. “You may haveall
that is yours. All I have come for is that tiny bit of his soul
that still belongs to Logos. He gave it. It is His. It must
return to Him in His perfect time. He has called foritnow.”

“There is nothing here that still belongs to God!” Satan
was indignant, nearly apoplectic.

“Then why does he still have such love and care for
God’s precious son Hezekiah?”

“Bah! That’s not the divine nature! It is purely human
nature to love one’s own son!”

“Okay. I promise I will leave his human nature for you
to play with. I will take only that spark of the divine nature.
You don’t want that in him anyway. Once I remove it, he
will be all yours, body and soul.”

Satan grudgingly lowered his sword. “T'll agree to that.
But you must show it to me before you take it.”

“It’s a deal. Though you may regret that request.” The
death angel gently reached deep within the heart of King
Ahaz and removed a tiny spark which Satan had not seen.
He held it up before Satan’s terrified eyes. It glistened like
the sun glinting off a diamond. Satan fled before it, for he
could not bear to gaze upon The Holy. The angel left, to
return it to the Holy One who had given it.

Outwardly, little changed in Ahaz at first. But he never
smiled or laughed anymore, except perhaps in bitter
cynicism or cruel self-satisfaction. He seemed incapable of
polite conversation. He took offense at everything and
appeared angry all the time. His face grew dark and hard,
and his countenance sullen. The watching angels were
reminded of the changes in the appearance of Lucifer, the
Shining Star of the Morning, after committing himself
totally to evil. Similar marks of unfathomable evil began to
appear in King Ahaz. He had always had fun with Bella; he
had always treated Miriam with respect; he had always
laughed with joy when greeting his son at each day’s end.
But now Bella, Miriam, and even Hezekiah began to fear
him and avoid him. To see him was to look into the face of
death itself. His dark eyes had a cold, vacant look, warning
‘No one’s home!’He enjoyed nothing more than to worship
in the temples of his Assyrian gods, unless it was to stare in
sadistic satisfaction at some sad soul’s suffering.
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Logos came to Isaiah-Alysa in a vision. “Ahaz is dead.
Pray earnestly now for Hezekiah, for he is in grave danger.
But do not pray for King Ahaz, for he is dead.”

They woke up. It was still the middle of the night. They
cuddled together for a bit, discussing the vision. “Why did
He twice say that Ahaz is dead? I should think once would
be enough. And if he is dead, why would we be tempted to
pray for him anyway? Once he goes on to Sheol, he is in
YHWH’s hands and there is no more need to pray for him.”

“Don’t try to analyze it, Isaiah. We don’t need to under-
stand. We just have to obey. Let’s pray for Hezekiah now.”

So,bowed in deep intercession, they ascended together
to the throne of the Almighty. Divine power flowed out
from the throne, borne on the wings of their prayers.
Indeed it was needed! For Ahaz had awakened in the dead
ofnight, burning with a purpose to finally sacrifice his son,
his firstborn, on the altar of Nisroch his god. Only then
would the raging in his soul be appeased. Only then would
he be at peace within. Only then would he gain power over
his enemies. Abi had been right. This he knew, from the
depths of his soul. He got up, dressed in his royal robes,
called his four most-trusted royal guards, and led them to
Hezekiah’s apartment, rope in hand.

Theyreached Miriam’s bedroom first. Ahaz intended to
simply slice off her head with his sword and dispose of her
body before she could give the alarm. But she was gone. He
did not know that she often was awakened in the night,
burdened to pray. She had made a tiny prayer closet,
where no one could find or disturb her. She was there now,
her face drenched in sweat at the fervency of her prayer.

They came next to Hezekiah’s bedroom. Still young (at
the age of twenty), he was sleeping soundly. “Wake up, my
son. I have tragic news for you.” Ahaz put on a sad voice.

“What is it, my father? What has happened?”

“YHWH has spoken to me, my son. I love you dearly,
but YHWH told me to sacrifice you on His altar, just as he
requested of Abraham our father. I do not know if He will
deliver you as he did Isaac, but I must obey Him.”

For a moment, Hezekiah was speechless. Something
about thatdidn’tsmell quite right to him, but he had barely
awakened and could not yet trust his senses. Finally,
“Okay my father, if you're sure that’s what YHWH wants.
ButIneed tosay good-bye to Miriam first.” They went next
door, but Miriam was not there. So they left the palace by
the king’s secret passage and headed toward the southern
peak of the Mount of Olives, where the pagans worshiped.

Finally awake, Hezekiah began thinking along the way.
Why had his father been so dark and angry lately? Was this
really the voice of YHWH talking to him? Or was it the voice
of the adversary? And why were they going up the Mount of
Olives? That was where Ahaz maintained his Assyrian altar
to Nisroch. Hezekiah sensed an oppression in his soul.
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The moon had set. The night was intensely dark, two
hours before the dawn. “Meaning no disrespect, Father,
but if I am to be sacrificed like Isaac, I would like to know
why. Why in the dark of night? Isaac’s was at high noon.
And why here, rather than on YHWH's altar as you said?”

“No, Hezekiah. Surely you know that human sacrifice
is prohibited in YHWH’s house. That is why YHWH had
Abraham prepare Isaac’s sacrifice on Mount Moriah.”

“Then let’s go to Mount Moriah. I'm young and strong.
I'll help you carry the wood and rebuild the altar there.”

“No. There’s no time. YHWH insisted it be done here,
right now. We will do it my... er... His way.”

Hezekiah caught the hesitation and the inconsistency.
“Idon’tbelieve that was YHWH atall, Father. Imust talk to
Miriam before we go any further. As a prophetess, she will
know if it was really the voice of YHWH.”

Ahaz signaled his guards. They grabbed Hezekiah and
tied him with the rope. Then they half led, half dragged
him to the temple at the top, where they bound him to the
altar of Nisroch. The priests were all asleep, but he knew
how to do this. Ahaz picked up the flint knife they always
used there. He was caught with a compelling sense of
urgency. He could not wait for a priest, or anything else. It
had to be done right now, by the flickering light of the few
candles still burning.

Lying on that pagan altar, Hezekiah looked up into his
father’s face. In the dim light it appeared cruel, even
demonic. Now he knew this was not right. He felt a creepy
loathing. He struggled to free himself, but the rope held
fast. He began to call out to YHWH, as Miriam had taught
him. His prayers joined those ascending to God from
Isaiah-Alysa and Miriam. The angels fluttered their wings
to blow out the candles. Except for some glowing sticks of
incense, the temple was plunged into blackness.

Ahaz still knew where his son was by the feel and sound
of his struggles. He held the sharp stone knife high in both
hands. He uttered the terrible incantation dedicating his
son to Nisroch, and then plunged the knife down toward
Hezekiah’s heart. Except the sharp knife hit the rope going
across Hezekiah'’s chest. It nearly severed the rope, but did
not quite penetrate his chest. Ahaz felt with one hand,
swore a vile oath, and raised the knife to try again.

The knife had knocked the wind out of Hezekiah. He
gasped, then frantically lunged at the rope. The weakened
strand parted, and he managed to slip off to the side just as
the stone knife came down for a second time. It hit, stone
upon stone, and shattered into a zillion sharp shards of
flint. One of them pierced the king’s hand. He cried out
with another vile oath. “I broke the knife! He’s getting
loose! Guards, get him! Quickly, youfools! Youslay him!”

What happened next was unthinkable. However, in the
darkness, odd things sometimes occur beyond our ken.
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Ahaz leaned forward across the stone altar, feeling for his
son, who had slipped part-way down the other side. Still
bound hand and foot, he was helpless, so Ahaz struggled to
pull him back on top. His guards had their orders. Swords
drawn, two ran for the door to prevent his escape, and two
rushed for the altar to slay him. They could not see, but
with their hands they found a struggling body on top of the
altar, right where they had tied Hezekiah. Without a
moment’s hesitation they both thrust their swords
through his chest. “We got him sir! ... uh... Sir?”

Butalas, the body on the altar was that of Ahaz. The feel
of his royal robes told the tale. Hezekiah heard the death
gurgle and felt his father’s grip loosen, and he realized
what had happened. “Now you’ve done it! My father the
king is dead, at your hands. I am now the king. Untie me,
and serve me as you have served my father, and I promise
you all will go well with you. But if you try to slay me also,
you cannot escape. All shall discover that you have slain
the king and his son. Your lives will be forfeit.”

Shocked at what they had done, the guards all agreed.
Still under cover of darkness, they returned to the palace
by the secret passage without anyone else awakening.
Along the way, Hezekiah swore the guards to total silence
about their part in the affair, to which, frankly, they were
only too happy to agree.

So the next morning, when the tragic news came from
the temple on Mount Olivet, Hezekiah and the guards
appeared as mystified as any. But strangely, no one seemed
inclined to do much mourning for the angry, sullen king
that Ahaz had become. They buried him in Jerusalem, but
not with the tombs of the kings, for over the last two years
everyone in Judah had grown to hate him. They crowned
Hezekiah king in his place, with great joy and many oaths
of fealty. Hezekiah’s first official act after the coronation
was to demand an investigation of the pagan priests and
the temples on the Mount of Olives. Of course they had no
defense. “I was sound asleep. I didn’t hear anything,” was
not considered a defense in those days. So King Hezekiah
ordered them all slain, their pagan temples torn down,
theiraltars and idols destroyed, and their Asherim burned.

But he didn’t stop there. Miriam had taught him well.
Since his own mother was dead, he officially appointed
Miriam as the queen mother. Then, still in his first week,
Hezekiah commanded that the temple of Solomon be
cleansed of the pagan altars and idolatrous paraphernalia
that Ahaz had brought there. He ordered the Levitical
priests to purify the temple and all the holy furnishings of
YHWH. “Hurry, for it is already the 8th of Nisan, and the
law of YHWH says to celebrate the Passover on the 14th.”

But it was too much, too soon. By the time they got rid
of the false priests who had been in control, and then got
the temple cleaned out and sanctified, a week had passed.
Many of the priests had been so busy they hadn’t yet had
time to consecrate themselves.

Chapter 3 ~ Hezekiah’s Reforms

CHAPTER 3 — HEZEKIAH’S REFORMS

It was the third year since Israel’s King Hoshea had
returned from Babylon. All his plans were going down the
tubes. Hisalliances — Egypt had turned out to be a bust, but
the one with King Ahaz was to have been the cornerstone
of his coalition. Now Ahaz was gone, so suddenly it made
his head spin. So Hoshea visited Hezekiah at Jerusalem.

After the normal polite political maneuverings and
flattery, Hoshea assured Hezekiah of his desire for peace,
and brought up the subject of Israel’s alliance with his
father Ahaz, for mutual protection against the Assyrian
and Babylonian threats, of course.

Hezekiah’s answer surprised him. “I'm notatall against
alliances. We're brothers. I hope we’ll always be at peace
with each other. But alliances can be good or they can be
harmful. I will not enter into an agreement lightly, for if I
agree to something, I intend to keep my word! And right
now, Isimply don’t have the time to devote to developing a
mutually beneficial agreement. Don’t you know it’s time to
celebrate the Passover? Doesn’t Israel celebrate Passover?
My father never did, but I intend to. I have studied it in the
Law of YHWH, and His law is my law.”

Thus Hoshea was politely put off, and Hezekiah again
concentrated on preparing for the celebration. That night
the high priest came to tell the king that the temple was
finally cleansed and ready. They were now three days late,
but King Hezekiah decided to go ahead with the Passover
anyway. “Send out messengers throughout Jerusalem.
Proclaim the good news, that we will assemble for the
Passover tomorrow morning.” It was Nisan 17, 716 BC.

Hezekiah gotup very early the next morning, to be sure
all was in readiness. He sent callers to every apartment in
the palace, as well as to the houses of the nobles and elders
of the city, ordering them to assemble at the temple. At
eight AM sharp the priests began the sacrifices: first the sin
offerings for their atonement, then the burnt offerings and
the incense offerings, accompanied by the musicians.

Hezekiah had been well-trained, for Miriam his tutor
had insisted he memorize the laws of YHWH. He led the
celebration just as David the king had commanded. He
was assisted by Gad and Nathan (his seer and his prophet)
for the order of the worship was at the command of YHWH
through His prophets. As the fragrance of the incense and
burnt offerings arose, the Levitical musicians played their
harps, lyres, and cymbals, the priests blew their trumpets,
the choir sang the Psalms of David and Asaph, and the
people all bowed in worship and shouted in praise.

After four hours of joyous, heartfelt worship, Hezekiah
addressed the assembly. “Now that we have consecrated
ourselves, come forward, those who have brought gifts
and thank offerings to YHWH.” He was amazed at the
response, for the abundance of the freewill offerings was
totally overwhelming.
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In fact, the Levitical priests who had managed to purify
themselves in time were too few to handle the huge influx
of burnt offerings, peace offerings, and love offerings from
the people. Their brothers the Levites who were not priests
volunteered to assist them. Together, they pulled it off.
The people feasted together with intense joy that evening,
as had not been done before in their lifetimes.

But Hezekiah wasn’t satisfied. It had happened so fast,
that the people in the surrounding towns and farms had
not had time to come. So he called for Isaiah and Alysa.
“We were late, to begin with. Then it was all over so fast.
Many of my people did not get to share in our joy.”

“You were not late, O King. You were nearly a month
early. From the time of the Exodus, Mars passed overhead
during the Passover, so we always knew the right month.
But the Earthquake in the days of King Uzziah changed
everything. The Mars flyby no longer takes place in the
month of Nisan. Now it comes early. That’s because our
solar year is longer. It no longer matches our lunar year.
But if you add a month to our calendar, you will find that
Nisan matches the seasons again. So we can have a second
Passover at the beginning of spring where it belongs.”

He was right. Hezekiah was astounded when he sat
down and did the math. The resonance of the planets
which had locked them into such consistent timing had
already begun to unravel. Earth no longer orbited Sol in a
precise 360 day solar year, nor did earth’s moon make a
precise 30 day month. Chronos no longer kept perfect
time. They knew it, because the predicted catastrophes in
720 BChad not happened, even though Jupiter and Saturn
were both lined up. Mars came near Earth too early.

Everything was out of sync. During the very close pass
which had caused ‘the Earthquake’ in 750 BC, Mars had
stolen energy from Venus and Earth, and had speeded up.
Its 720 day orbit was now down to 719 5. Mars was still
resonant, barely, but in 716 BC the infamous Mars flyby
came in Adar instead of Nisan. On the other hand, Earth
had slowed. Our perfect 360 day year was nearly 361. That
extra day per year had shifted the seasons forward a month
over the last 34 years. Our 360 day calendar had gotten
behind, putting the Spring Feasts before springtime.

So Hezekiah inserted a ‘Second Adar’ month into the
calendar and sent word throughout the land for everyone
to assemble on the new Nisan 14th for another Passover
celebration. He even invited the remnants of Israel who
had notyetbeen deported. “O sons of Israel, return now to
YHWH, the God of Abraham, that He may also return to
those of you who have escaped the kings of Assyria. Do not
be like your fathers, who were unfaithful to YHWH so that
He made them a horror, as you see. Yield to YHWH. Come
to the temple which He consecrated forever. Serve YHWH
your God, that His burning anger may turn away from you
and from your captive brothers. For YHWH is gracious
and compassionate. He wants to show you mercy.”
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Sadly, Hoshea and most of his nobles, as well as most of
the leaders of the tribes, were suspicious of Hezekiah’s
motives. They mocked his messengers. “Ha! He thinks his
gods are better than ours! He doesn’t know that it is our
prayers to the Baals that have kept Mars from harming us.
And he’s trying to convert us? Next he’ll want to take over
the kingdom!” Even to the last, they were not repentant.

But not all the men of Israel were so arrogant. A few
from Asher, Manasseh, Zebulun, and Issachar, and even a
few peasants from Ephraim, eagerly brought their families
to the temple in Jerusalem to worship. Logos was pleased,
for even in judgment He desires mercy.

Jerusalem was abuzz with excitement. The people had
experienced a taste of glory the previous month. Now they
wanted all the land to experience it with them. So they
cleansed, not just the temple, but the whole city. Every
house was inspected. Every idol and Asherah pole, every
pagan altar or shrine, was either smashed or burned in the
Kidron Valley. The Levites and priests finished their own
rites of purification, and then taught the people to purify
themselves and their homes according to the law.

This month, they were on time. On the 14th of the
month, every home invited as many guests as they could
hold. They slew the Passover lamb and sprinkled its blood
on the doorposts as the priests had told them. Then they
ate the Passover together with their brothers from all of
Judah and Israel.

As with every home in Jerusalem, the great hall in the
palace was full to overflowing with those who had come to
share the Passover with the king. But alas, the word began
to circulate around the palace that many who had come
from northern Israel had not purified themselves. They
had not repented of their sins. They had not gotten rid of
the leaven. Some had even had sexual relations with their
wives that week. Tension began to build, and the joy was
extinguished throughout the dining hall. A few even got
sick, vomiting up their dinner. Some got angry.

King Hezekiah stood up and signalled for silence. “The
Law of God says that this is supposed to be a day of joy and
celebration! Let there be no condemnation against those
who didn’t understand how to prepare. YHWH is a good
God, a God of mercy and compassion. He understands. He
will always forgive our sins of ignorance, I know. Let us
call upon Him now.” He lifted his eyes and arms toward
the heavens and cried out, “O YHWH, God of Abraham,
Isaac, and Israel. Pardon, we pray, the sin of ignorance of
those who have not purified themselves according to the
rules of the temple.” He smiled and sat down. That was all
it took. YHWH heard. He healed those who had gotten
sick, and restored the joy to their celebration. Afterwards,
the priests instructed the newcomers, and from then on
they kept themselves pure. Thus they celebrated the Feast
of Unleavened Bread with great joy, for seven days, exactly
as commanded in the Law of Moses.
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There had notbeen anything to compare with itin their
lifetimes. Nobody wanted to go home! They certainly had
plenty of food, for Hezekiah and the princes of Judah had
contributed 2000 bulls and over 17,000 sheep, besides all
the lambs and the freewill offerings that the people had
brought. So they decided to celebrate another seven days.
Nothing like this had occurred since the days of Solomon!
It was during this time that Agur ben Jakeh presented what
we know as the final two chapters of Proverbs. (Agur had
compiled these previously unpublished proverbs of King
Solomon. In them he spoke of Solomon as King Lemuel,
‘Devoted to God’.) Thus there was great joy in Jerusalem.
Every day, the priests made atonement for themselves and
the people, and blessed the people. Everyone responded
with songs, shouts, and loud praises to YHWH their God.
Their prayers ascended like sweet-smelling incense to the
Ark of the Covenant in the most holy place, where the
Almighty is enthroned in heaven. He too rejoiced.

They had to get home. Their animals and chores
awaited them. But who wants to return to mucking a
donkey stall when you feel so-0-0-0 clean? Some of them
got together on a self-appointed mission. Why can’t the
entire land be as clean as Jerusalem? So groups of men
ganged together to travel through other cities of Judah.
They broke down the pagan altars and obelisks, cut down
the Asherim, pulled down the pagan temples, burned the
idols, and destroyed any traces of idolatry they found.

Strangely, without any knowledge of what the men of
Judah were doing, the men of Israel who had come to the
Feast got the same idea. But they had a bigger task ahead of
them, because Israel was more heavily involved in idolatry
than Judah had ever been. They traveled only in the dead
of night, tearing down the pagan temples while the priests
of Astarte and Baal were all asleep in their homes. They
skipped the area right around Samaria; they knew they’'d
be caught and slain the first night. But they cleaned up
quite a few villages in Ephraim and Manasseh before they
were rounded up and slain. Sadly, their wives, children,
and sympathetic friends were also hunted down and slain
without mercy. Their goods were stolen and their estates
confiscated and given to those who supported Astarte and
the Baals. Within a month, not one soul who had gone
down to the Feast with Hezekiah remained alive in Israel.

Thus it was a large group of men, women, and children
who arrived in Sheol and washed in the stream at the same
time. Logos welcomed them joyously, His face shining
like the sun in its strength. After the warm greetings and
introductions with their ancestors were past, Logos taught
them about Himself and His ways, for they were mostly
ignorant of the laws of YHWH as given by Moses. This took
days (or eons — time moves differently in the heavenlies).
Many questions came up, such as, “Lord, why, so soon
after we repented and were cleansed, were we mercilessly
slaughtered? It was horrible! We thought You would bless
us for repenting and working to cleanse our land.”

Chapter 3 ~ Hezekiah’s Reforms

“Ahh, My child. T have blessed you. Greatly. Beyond
your imagining. But My ways are not your ways. For I have
devoted Israel to destruction. Only in mercy did I issue
one last invitation to repent and be saved, that you be not
swept away in the flood tide of Israel’s sins. All you who
have responded to My invitation are blessed forever to
dwell with Me. But alas! Woe upon those who remain in
Israel! For I have turned My back against it. They shall see
such horrors as mankind has never seen before. Yes, even
those drowned in the Flood and even those slain in the
Earthquake will look down in horror to concede how
blessed they are in comparison to Israel in her final days!”

Indeed, as they now peered down across their home-
land, it was very dark. Violence ruled. Every man preyed
upon his neighbor. Gross idolatry was accepted, even
demanded. Immorality was the norm as well. Israel was
Satan’s playground, and there was no restraint. Everything
good was despised. Every kind of evil filled the land.
“Look no further!” Logos called them back to Himself.
“They all have chosen darkness, so darkness they shall be
given. Be grateful that you have to bear their sin no more.”

In 716 BC at Sais (west of Tanis), TefnakhtI claimed the
throne of Egypt. He began the 24th Dynasty. He rounded
up the other local Pharaohs to fight Piye. He determined to
be the strong Pharaoh Egypt needed to face the Nubian
threat up south. Thenin 714 BC the tragedy they all feared
came to pass. Piye marched north from Napata with his
mighty Nubian warriors and conquered Thebes and
Karnak, bringing his 25th ‘Nubian’ Dynasty into Egypt.
Piye installed his brother Shabaka as the high priest of
Amun. The Nubians became devout worshipers of Amun.

After gaining control, Piye was kind to the Egyptians.
He restored Osorkon 111 as a high priest of Amun. He also
let Tefnakht continue ruling Sais, under his own overlord
Ammeris the Nubian, beginning the 26th ‘Saite’ Dynasty.

Piye ruled at Thebes for eight years. He, Shabaka, and
Ammeris at Sais, continued to consolidate Egypt under
Nubian reign by making reluctant ‘allies’ of the Egyptian
rulers: Tefnakht at Sais, Peftjauabast at Herakleopolis,
Nimlot at Hermopolis, and Ahmose at Abydos. But you
know how it is with these forced alliances; as soon as they
get a chance, they will turn against their new masters.

The situation for Assyria was as chaotic as for Egypt.
Shalmaneser V had proven to be weak. His general Sargon
continued to lose annual battles with Merodach-baladan
and the Chaldean princes of Babylonia. Disgusted with the
whole thing, Shalmaneser finally went back to the Levant
to reestablish his authority there. He again subdued Syria
and Hamath, then moved south to reconquer Phoenicia
and Philistia. Everywhere he went they quickly bowed,
swore allegiance, and paid their tribute as if they cared, but
why had they not been paying it for the previous five
years?! He didn’t realize it was because Hoshea had
returned to Israel and made all those alliances against him.
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CHAPTER 4 — THE DISPERSION OF ISRAEL

In 713 BC, Shalmaneser captured a messenger headed
from Israel to Egypt, whom he tortured until he found the
truth. Hoshea had made alliances with all the surrounding
nations and had organized a form of ‘passive resistance’.
He knew they were not strong enough to defeat Assyria in
battle. But he had instructed all his allies to just ‘drag their
feet’. “Be ready with your tribute, but don’t send it. Wait
until Shalmaneser himself comes to collect it! He’s a weak
king, tied up in squabbles with Babylon, and he may not
come here for years!” Shalmaneser was furious. Now he
knew why his flow of tribute had stopped. And after all the
years Hoshea had been in his court swearing allegiance
and begging for an army to retake the throne of Israel!
Now to discover Hoshea turning his vassals against him,
buying off his governors in his western provinces, and
encouraging everyone, even Egypt, to rebel against him!
Shaking with rage, Shalmaneser returned to Assyria to
prepare for the showdown.

General Sargon IT had just lost to Merodach-baladan in
Babylon, again, followed by another major defeat against
Babylon’s allies, the Elamites at Der. He was despondent
and discouraged. From the historical records we conclude
that Sargon was one of the greatest military commanders
that ever lived. But we forget that Assyria only records its
victories. Their historians would never embarrass their
own king by taking note of his defeats. But Sargon had just
had nine years of nothing but defeats. Or at best, partial
and temporary victories on which he was never quite able
to capitalize. You won't find that in the history books,
though they do admit that even after all Sargon’s attacks,
Merodach-baladan was still in power and had gained the
fear and respect of the entire civilized world!

Shalmaneser was frosted at being called weak. “Sargon,
let’s join forces in the Levant. We'll show the world who’s
weak! You're like a son to me. I made you co-regent
because I intend for you to have the kingdom when I am
gone. So you suffered a few defeats. I'll show you how it’s
done. Together, we can’t lose! I have confidence in you.
Once you gain a little confidence in yourself, I bet youw'll
begin to win every battle. You'll be feared the world over.”

So their combined armies descended upon tiny Israel.
In the spring of 712 BC they surrounded Samaria and
began building siege works against it. By that fall they had
the land locked up tight, and foolish King Hoshea was
sealed up in Samaria like a mouse in a bottle.

Now where were all his allies? And what would become
of his now infamous ‘passive resistance’? Hoshea tried
everything. He wrote nice letters, sent tribute, promised
allegiance, offered compromises (he was good at that). But
all to no avail. King Shalmaneser was not interested in a
compromise. Hoshea was the instigator of all the trouble
he had been having, and Shalmaneser was going to teach
him a lesson that the world would never forget!
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Now Hoshea regretted not pursuing that alliance with
Hezekiah. He had gone to him several times after that
famous Passover of 716 BC. Hezekiah had readily agreed
to the ‘passive resistance’, and swore he would not give
Assyria one thin dime of tribute. He had kept his word, too.
Butas many times as Hoshea came calling, he could not get
Hezekiah to agree to a military alliance. Judah had the best
army in the Levant! Hoshea wanted Hezekiah to combine
their two armies when the Assyrians came. But Hezekiah
only answered, “Israel has become very wicked and is
under YHWH’s judgment. I can not commit my army to
help you unless you first repent and get right with God,
and second clean out the idolatry and immorality in Israel.
Why should my army be wiped out trying to defend you,
when the very hand of God is against you? I do not want to
be found to be fighting against God!” Hoshea had tried
multiple times, and had even attempted some superficial
reforms to convince Hezekiah of his sincerity, but he had
still failed to get that military alliance.

Now he was too late. He ground his teeth in anger. His
only consolation was that now Hezekiah would be wiped
out, too, for the Assyrians had very long memories. It may
take a few years, but in time they would certainly repay
Hezekiah for stopping Judah’s flow of tribute, especially
after his father, Ahaz, had submitted so wholeheartedly to
Tiglath-pileser.

Still, he wrote letter after letter to Hezekiah, pleading
for some kind of military intervention. Most of his letters
did not get through the blockade, and the messengers were
tortured and slain. But when one got through, Hezekiah
only responded as before, “Repent, and return to YHWH.
He won’t allow me to aid you. Only He can help you now.”

Sadly, Hoshea could not hear that word. His heart was
hard and cold to God. He raged and swore, and ultimately
sacrificed his firstborn son to the planetary gods on the
wall of Samaria. The Assyrians didn’t care. They laughed at
him as his son was dying. Then their own wizards reversed
the curse, to make it bounce back against Israel.

Sargon was ecstatic. Finally, a real victory! And it was
so easy! They hardly had to do any fighting at all; just
slowly, methodically, surround the enemy and crush the
life out of them. Sargon was learning. He realized that he
had always been too impatient. Youth is like that. When
you attack an enemy who is protected behind fortified
walls, you had better be patient, or expect to lose a lot of
men! No wonder Merodach-baladan had always beaten
him back!

So, it might be a few years before Hoshea is starved out.
Sargon (still impatient) decided to take advantage of the
time. He absolutely hated waiting! Maintaining a siege is
about as fun as watching paint dry. He took his half of the
army and headed back to Babylon to try his new battle
techniques on Merodach-baladan, leaving his beloved
benefactor Shalmaneser V to finish the siege of Samaria.
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AsTsaid, Merodach-baladan had been having problems
of his own. He had abused his allies. He had lied, cheated,
and double-crossed them. He had made promises he had
no intention of ever keeping. He had failed to send them
military aid (such as when Assyria attacked Hoshea).
Now, some had deserted him. Others had double-crossed
him in return, or were conspiring together against him.
After that last victory against Sargon, they had expected
some rewards for their labors. When they didn’t get it,
many had packed up and gone home. So when Sargon’s
army returned suddenly to Babylon, Merodach-baladan
was caught unprepared. He abandoned the great city of
Babylon, and fled into the Chaldean swamplands.

Sargon was stunned. It had all happened so fast. After
nine years of defeats, finally the gods were with him. He
crowned himself king of Babylon in the late fall of 712 BC
and spent a year establishing his power there. Then in
early 710 BC he returned with his army to the Levant to see
how the siege of Samaria was coming.

Again, the brilliant military genius that we have in our
minds from the history books failed us. Sargon screwed
up. He should not have left Babylon without first ensuring
that Merodach-baladan was eliminated, permanently!
Allowing him to escape with his army was a major tactical
error, as we shall see. Merodach-baladan merely regained
control over the southern Chaldean states of Babylonia
and began preparing to return to Babylon itself one day.

Still, King Sargon I1 returned to the Levant in triumph,
wearing the crown of the king of Babylon. He drove before
him thousands of Chaldean captives, as was the Assyrian
custom. But his joy was short-lived. From a distance, the
siege of Samaria seemed to be holding just fine. The city
and the palace were still bottled up tight. But when he
reached the tents of the commanders, King Shalmaneser
was not there. Sargon soon learned the sad tale.

Just after he had left with his half of the army, King
Hoshea had tried to take advantage of his departure.
Hoshea had amassed his army just inside the city gates,
with orders to strike at midnight. The attack had been
aimed for the tents of the kings and commanders, knowing
that if they slew the leaders, the battle would be over.

It had nearly succeeded. Shalmaneser, Sargon’s friend
and benefactor, had died in the melee. So had his general
and some of his favorite commanders. Only the bravery of
the king’s elite guard had stopped it from becoming a rout.

Sargon called the remnants of the elite guard before
him. He honored them, promoting them all. Never let it be
said that Sargon did not appreciate his brave soldiers! He
appointed one of them, a huge bear of a man named Ulaf,
to replace his favorite commanding general who had died.

Normally the Assyrians don’t go in much for mourning
the dead. But Sargon was deeply shaken by his loss, more
than any ancient history account will admit.

Chapter 4 ~ The Dispersion of Israel

History records a few months delay before Sargon
moved into Samaria for the kill. But there was no need to
delay. Hoshea’s forces had been decimated in theirill-fated
attack, leaving nothing left to defend the starving city.
With the arrival of Sargon, they could have walked into
Samaria whenever they wished. But Sargon was mourning.
That two month delay was the time it took for his wrath
against King Hoshea to finally overcame his despondency
at losing Shalmaneser and his commanders.

General Ulaf came hesitantly to Sargon in his tent. “Sir?
The Israelites are starving. We don’t want them too weak,
or the slaves we take might not survive the trip to Assyria.
I think we should move in now. I'm ready.”

King Sargon stood and shook off his moody lethargy.
His heart had turned cold, but his eyes blazed with fire.
“General Ulaf! You and I are of one mind. Attack at dawn.
Show no mercy. Slay all who are too weak to travel. Take
the maidens and all the plunder you wish. Bring Hoshea in
chains before me. Take captive the strong young men and
their wives. They will pay for the death of Shalmaneser!”

It was over almost before it began. King Hoshea had no
resistance left. Samaria and all that was left of Israel fell
before the Assyrian onslaught. Sargon’s word was carried
out. 27,290 of the strongest young men, together with
their wives and little ones, were taken captive. All the rest
were slain, except some peasants left to till the fields. The
city of Samaria was made the capital of a new Assyrian
province. The victorious General Ulaf was appointed as its
new governor, to rule in the lavish palace originally built
by Omri. The Babylonian captives, together with an equal
number of Aramaeans which Shalmaneser had taken in
Hamath on his way to Israel, were released to occupy the
homes and farms of Israel and bring their increase to the
new governor of Samaria. They are known in the Bible as
Samaritans, and are still despised and hated by Israelis.

And the captives of Israel? They wearily began their
march north, Hoshea dragging his chains behind him, all
driven by the victorious Assyrian king, Sargon. He knew
better than to just slay them. Men represent much labor,
which equals much tribute for Assyria. That was why he
left them their wives and little ones. They would work
hard to protect them. Butin his fierce anger he determined
that they would never again rise against him. He ruthlessly
splitup the clans, leaving some in SW Anatolia at Halah by
the Khabur River (the former territory of the Mitanni),
others in SE Anatolia in the new provinces Tiglath-Pileser
had taken from the Hittite kings, others in Urartu, others
atMt. Sahand near Lake Van, others in districts of Assyria,
and others yet in Media to fill the homes and farms left by
the Medes he had captured and brought into the Levant.

Thus the dispersion of Israel was complete, and the ten
northern tribes of Israel were scattered among nations,
even beyond the Euphrates. They became known as the
Diaspora, and the ‘ten lost tribes’, unto this very day.
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And King Hoshea? After all his plans for power and
glory, after all his schemes, all his promises to the kings of
the earth, all his alliances and counter-alliances — Hoshea
was brought into the court in the grand palace of Calah at
Nineveh. There he was made sport for the nobles. When
they tired of him they put out his eyes and chained him to
the back wall. He was given a fan, and spent the rest of his
miserable days cooling the king on his throne. But did
Hoshea ever repent? Did he even hear the warnings given
by Hezekiah and all who warned before him? No. His spirit
was cold and dead even while he lived. Logos’ back was
turned against him and against Israel so He could not hear
their cries, just as He had promised in the Law of Moses.

And what of the ten tribes of Israel now scattered to the
nations? They were despised, abused, and persecuted in
every nation to which they had been taken. They were
hated just like Israelites would later hate the Samaritans.
Truly those who had celebrated the Passover in 716 BC
were blessed to have been slain.

I know, it has been a big chore keeping track of Egypt’s
Pharaohs. But one duty of a historian is to fit his story into
the context of the surrounding kings and the times of their
reigns. Especially since so few seem to understand how the
chaotic Third Intermediate Period (TIP) all fits together,
I feel I must address it.

This is an especially confusing time. But as it turns out,
Tefnakht I managed to tie it together a bit. By 712 BC, as
Shalmaneser V and Sargon II were besieging Samaria,
Tefnakht I at Sais had made secret military alliances with
the two other Pharaohs of the north: Shoshenk IV at Tanis
and Bubastis, and Iuput (son of Pedubast I) at Leontopolis.
But up south, Piye was busy making alliances as well. He
had proven himself aggressive and strong. Co-ruling with
his brother Shabaka, he had extended Nubian influence
over everything from Napata to Sais in the Nile Delta.

And he showed no signs of stopping there. He claimed
to be the rightful ruler of all Egypt! He had thoroughly
adopted the Amun cult at Thebes — so much so he had his
soldiers cleanse and dedicate themselves to Amun before a
battle. In addition to Osorkon III at Thebes (of the 22nd
‘Libyan’ Dynasty), Piye and Shabaka now had control over
Ahmose of Abydos, Nimlot of Hermopolis, Peftjauabast at
Herakleopolis, and Tefnakht of Sais, all ‘cooperating’ with
them as allies (or more accurately, as vassals) by 711 BC.

With the aggressive Assyrians on their front doorstep
in the Levant, the Pharaohs of the north did not like the
Nubians biting their rear. Tefnakht decided it was time to
implement his plan. He first slew Ammeris the Nubian,
then led the three northern armies to Herakleopolis. King
Peftjauabast and his army gladly joined their coalition.
There they scored an initial victory against the Nubians
holding the city. They marched on south to Hermopolis.
Nimlot also was only too eager to double-cross his former
master Piye. That's how it is with forced alliances.
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Ahmose heard they were coming and got ready to join
them in Abydos. Butsadly, the coalition never made it that
far. Before his death, Ammeris had discovered Tefnakht’s
plotand sent word to Piye. He mustered his forces and led
them north, easily crushing the rebellious army at Abydos
on his way. He killed King Ahmose. He had just concluded
the battle and taken control of Abydos, when the coalition
of northern kings came into sight along the river road.
They had been marching double time, to reach Abydos
before Piye, hoping to confront the Nubians with Ahmose
by their side. It quickly became clear that they had failed.
They were too late. Now they had no chance whatsoever of
defeating Piye and his mighty Nubian warriors.

TefnakhtIwas strong and brave, but he was not stupid.
His five armies were strung out for ten miles down river,
exhausted from days of marching. And there was Piye,
waiting for him with a smug smile on his face, his army as
fresh as daisies. It was time for a quick change of strategy.

So Tefnakht called a halt to the march, and gathered the
five kings under him with their aides. Together they rode
under banners of truce to meet with Piye. He graciously
received them. He wanted them as allies, not enemies! He
dictated the terms of peace. His generous terms allowed
the northern kings to return to govern their own cities, but
required that they swear to submit to Nubian rule over all
Egypt and never attempt to muster their armies against
him again. Piye was really quite pleasant about it all.

Sadly, bold Shoshenk IV mistook his pleasant attitude
for weakness, and stood against him, wanting to hold out
for more favorable terms. Without batting an eye, Piye
waived his arm to his guards, and before they could utter
another word, Shoshenk IV was slain. Needless to say, the
other kings signed the surrender. Their armies were given
food and water. After a few days rest the defeated armies
trudged home, never having fought a single stroke.

Piye should have slain Tefnakht, too, for he had killed
Ammeris. Instead, he merely deposed him and promoted
his son, General Bakenranef, to take his place at Sais. With
Shoshenk 1V also dead, his son Shoshenk V ruled in his
place at Tanis and Bubastis. By 710 BC when Hoshea was
hauled off to Nineveh, Egypt had finally settled down,
with the Nubian invaders supreme over Egypt. But as you
can see, all of King Hoshea’s grandiose plans for military
alliances with Shoshenk IV and Osorkon III to defend the
Levant against the Assyrians had been hopeless from the
start. The power of the northern Pharaohs was broken.

But Piye gave them a lot of freedom. Perhaps he was a
bitnaive. Or possibly he was just being nice. Some feel that
hereally believed all that hype about his worship of the sun
god Amun, trusting that because Amun was on his side, he
could never lose! Did he really think the kings of the north
would keep their promises? Ha! You know that at the first
opportunity they will plot together for another attack against
these arrogant, smug, black invaders at Thebes!

God’s Plan of the Ages ~ Volume Four



CHAPTER 5 — GOOD KING HEZEKIAH

Hezekiah’s intuition about Israel had proven correct.
He was glad that he had never promised to help defend
wicked Hoshea against the Assyrians. Israel was gone;
completely, utterly gone. King Hezekiah knew that he also
would have been wiped out if he had tried to interfere.
However, he also had refused to pay tribute to the kings of
Assyria, yet they had ignored him. Why? He had mustered
his army. He was all ready to defend Judah if the Assyrians
attacked, but they had never even glanced his way.

Then, barely two days after the Assyrians had left the
Levant, the Philistines attacked Judah. They had expected
Judah to be badly weakened by Assyria and vulnerable,
and had been preparing for their surprise attack ever since
the Assyrians had moved through Philistia. Of course,
Judah wasnot weakened atall. The attackers were roundly
defeated. They fled in shame back to Gaza and Gath.

Hezekiah called for Isaiah and Alysa. “Why did I not
have to fight Assyria? Why did they not attack me? And
why was my victory over the Philistines so easy?”

Isaiah just started to laugh, so Alysa responded, “Don’t
you even remember all that you did in the first five years of
your rule? You started by slaying the idolatrous priests on
the Mount of Olives, cleansing the temple of Solomon, and
bringing all Judah together for the most glorious, uplifting
worship in my lifetime. You then went romping through
the land tearing down pagan altars and temples, slaying
the pagan priests, and cutting down their Asherah poles.
You even broke apart the bronze serpent, Nehushtan,
when you discovered the people worshiping it.”

Isaiah stopped his laughter long enough to add, “Did
you not understand that YHWH protects you from Assyria
when your heart is wholly His? Indeed, He has more than
mere protection. He has a reward for you!”

“Reward? YHWH’s protection is reward enough. He
has made me very rich. I have need of nothing.”

Isaiah was laughing again. It was starting to get on
Hezekiah’s nerves. “Al'right already! What’s so funny?”

Isaiah nodded to Alysa. She smiled sweetly. “My dear
King Hezekiah. Sometimes you are absolutely brilliant.
And other times you are just clueless! How can we not
laugh? Need of nothing? Indeed! A ruler must have a wife!
A king must have an heir! This is the sixth year of your
reign. You have neither! Have you no desire? Would you
allow the royal line of David to die out?”

“Well, no, of course not. I'd love to have a wife. But I've
been so busy... I've had no time to pick one.”

“YHWH has already selected her. In fact, He created her
especially for you. It’s only up to you to accept her.”

Ever the practical and efficient one, Hezekiah smiled
his agreement. “Oh. That's great! T accept.”

Chapter 5 ~ Good King Hezekiah

“Don’t you even want to meet her before you decide?”

“Whatever for? YHWH has never given me anything
but good. I entirely trust Him in this. Plan the wedding for
next month. Let all Judah be invited.”

Now the laughter exploded in the heavenlies as well.
Logos could not contain His delight. “Did you see that?”
He called to Gavriel. “Many have placed their trust in Me,
but none so wholeheartedly as My son Hezekiah!”

So, as with Uzziah his great-grandfather, Hezekiah did
not see his wife’s face or know her name until he lifted the
veil for his very first kiss at their wedding. And just as with
Uzziah, his new wife was all that he could ever have hoped
or dreamed. Truly, YHWH can be trusted to do all things
well for those who love Him and keep His Law.

Her name was Hefzibah, meaning ‘my delightis in her’.
She truly fit her name! The joy of YHWH poured forth
from her in everything she did. She was effervescent,
enthusiastic, and eager to love and serve her new husband
and everyone else around, as well as in her worship to
YHWH. They married in 710 BC, four months after Israel’s
dispersion. By the spring of 708 BC, when King Hezekiah
was 28, their first child was born; a son. A perfect heir.
When they dedicated him to YHWH, they named him
Manasseh (‘cause to forget’), for Hezekiah said, “YHWH
has caused us to forget the wicked rule of my father Ahaz,
and has given us peace and joy on all sides.”

In 706 BC, Kashta died. Piye rushed back to Napata to
take over his father’s throne. His brother Shabaka took his
throne at Thebes, because Piye’s two sons, Shebitku and
Taharqa, were still too young to rule. Shabaka was strong
and smart. He restored Osorkon I11 as high priest of Amun
under himself. He assigned Pimay, a son of Shoshenk III,
to be his puppet Pharaoh at Tanis. Iuput at Leontopolis
and Shoshenk V at Bubastis were likewise forced to swear
submission. Then he went to Sais to check on Bakenranef.

The feudal lords, furious that young Bakenranef had
freed the peasants and annulled their debts, accused him
of trying to start an insurrection. Shabaka had him burned
at the stake, and restored Tefnakht I in his place.

Assyrian King Sargon II had found his stride. All it took
was a few good wins under his belt, and all those defeats
were forgotten. He spent those years winning victory after
victory, barely going back to Assyria between campaigns.
He was born to war, and now he wanted to do nothingelse.
So we finally see the Sargon of history: the greatest military
genius in his generation. Although history records only
his victories, yet put yourself back into 710 BC. The word
had gotten out about his nine years of defeats. The world
thought he was weak. After Shalmaneser’s death, all his
vassals tried to capitalize on Assyria’s seeming weakness.
Rebellion after rebellion sprang up for Sargon to quell.
And quell them he did. By 704 BC there was not left aman
in his far-flung empire who did not rightly fear him!
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The first to rebel against him was King Ilu-bi’di of
Hamath on the Orontes River. Sargon had hardly reached
Assyria with the Israeli captives when word came of the
rebellion. Ilu-bi’di had persuaded the kings of Arpad,
Damascus, Phoenicia, and Philistia that now was the right
time (710 BC) to throw off the Assyrian yoke.

Sargon was no longer hesitant and indecisive! The day
he heard the news, he turned his forces around and
marched for Hamath, determined to reach King Ilu-bi’di
before his allies could join him. He was successful, easily
overwhelming and scattering Ilu-bi’di’s forces at Qarqar.
He reestablished Assyrian control at Arpad, Hamath,
Simyra, and Damascus, then immediately went southwest
toward the sea. There he cruised slowly south along the
Via Maris, crushing any resistance in his path through
Phoenicia. King Lamanni of Ashdod put up a fight, but
soon he was fleeing toward Egypt. All along the way, he
spread the warning to prepare for the Assyrians. Pharaoh
Shabaka gave King Lamanni refuge up south in Thebes.

King Hanno of Gaza heard Lamanni’s warning. Afraid,
he sent an urgent plea to Egypt for assistance. Shoshenk V
also heard the warning. By the time he got Hanno’s plea, he
had already mobilized the four Egyptian armies of Tanis,
Bubastis, Leontopolis, and Sais (mostly the same armies
who had never gotten to fight Piye back in 712 BC). They
marched north even as Sargon was attacking Gaza.

Once again victory was easy, and sweet. Sargon was
beginning to really enjoy this! King Hanno was sent in
chains back to Assyria. Sargon and his now invincible
army continued on south. They met the Egyptian forces
eighteen miles south of Gaza at the sleepy little seacoast
town of Raphia (modern Rafah).

The four Egyptian armies were commanded by General
Seveh. They formed a formidable force; well-trained and
determined to defend their borders against the Assyrian
invaders. For the first time since Samaria, Sargon began to
have doubts. Then he recalled Shalmaneser’s trust in him,
“Ibelieve inyou, Sargon! Once you gain alittle confidence
in yourself, I bet you’ll begin to win every battle! You will
be feared the world over!” Again his anger rose as he
remembered Hoshea’s forces breaking out of Samaria and
killing his friend and benefactor. And these Egyptians are
the very ones with whom Hoshea had conspired against him!

Sargon’s face hardened in resolve as he ordered his
warriors into a full frontal assault. It was a bold move,
some would say foolhardy, against these well-prepared
Egyptians. Indeed, it seemed downright stupid at first, for
the Egyptian archers were the best in the world. Sargon
personally led the attack, inspiring his men with utter
disregard for his own safety. With his chariot and two
white horses, he charged through the hail of arrows. One
horse was down. He cut it loose and continued with the
other, right into the enemy line. With his men falling like
flies all around him, their assault never faltered.
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Now Sargon’s chariot is on its side. A wheel is smashed,
and the king is thrown onto the ground. A dozen Egyptian
warriors surround him with their short swords. But Sargon
comes up swinging, a fearless smile on his face and fire in his
eyes. He runs directly toward his enemies, ignoring his own
unprotected back. Slashing his way through them, he cuts his
horse free with two swift strokes and mounts it bareback with
a mighty leap. His white stallion raises up on his hind legs
with an ear splitting whinny, nostrils flaring, pawing the air,
as his master holds his sword high and shouts the battle cry.

The Egyptians were not used to such bravery against
them. It reminded them of their ignoble defeat at Abydos.
Suddenly fear and panic filled them. They turned to flee.
Within minutes it was all over, and General Seveh was
sounding retreat and hoisting the white flag of surrender.

Sargon was generous with Seveh. He knew of Egypt’s
defeat by the Nubians in the south, and frankly he never
expected this much of an army left. He made Seveh swear
to keep his forces south of the ‘Brook of Egypt’ (Wadi
el’Arish), and told him, “Go back home. Protect your own
country. I do not want Egypt. I only attacked you because
you assisted in the rebellion of my vassals in the Levant.
Never do that again, and I will leave Egypt in peace.”

Then, flush with his unbroken string of victories, King
Sargon returned to Samaria, to oversee rebuilding it as his
capital city in the west, the seat of the province he now
dubbed Samerina. His army, which had suffered more
dead and injured than he knew, relaxed to tend its
wounded and recover its strength.

For the third time, the Assyrians had ignored Judah.
Hezekiah was awed, and humbled. He poured out his heart
in gratefulness to YHWH. Isaiah and Alysa came to visit
him again. “YHWH hears your prayers, and is pleased. Itis
appropriate to express your gratefulness to Sargon as well.
He is just up in Samaria. Testify to him of the goodness of
YHWH. God will go with you and bless your efforts.”

Hearing the news of Sargon’srecent victories, Hezekiah
was tempted to fear. But then, “YHWH is my protection.
Whom shall I fear? He is the strength of my life. Of whom
shall I be afraid? I have placed my strength in Him. If He
wants me to visit Sargon, I gladly do so!” Isaiah-Alysa was
pleased. Logos shouted for joy at His son’s growing faith.

So Hezekiah took a gift and traveled north to Samaria
with his elite guard. Sargon received him in the grand hall
of Omri’s palace. After the usual interchange of formalities
between visiting kings, Hezekiah got to the point.

“O mighty Sargon, your amazing victories against all
the kings of Syria, Anatolia, Phoenicia, Philistia, Israel,
and even Egypt have not escaped my notice. Truly, Assyria
is foremost among the nations and you are the foremost of
all the Assyrian kings. I wish to express my gratefulness
that you have chosen to spare my small country. I wish to
negotiate an alliance of peaceful trade along our borders.”
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Sargon was mystified. “Tell me about your nation.
What cities? How many people? The size of your army?
How long has your dynasty ruled? Who are your gods?
Tell me of your history, everything.”

Hezekiah jumped at the chance, for heloved the history
of Judah and the over 300 year reign of the house of David.
He shared of the ancient holy city Jerusalem, the reigns of
David and Solomon, and the great temple of Solomon. He
told of YHWH, God of Israel, and how He cared for them
when they were true to Him, but abandoned Israel when
they forsook Him. “You conquered Samaria and deported
Israel because they had forsaken the God of our fathers.
But we in Judah have not forsaken Him. YHWH continues
to be our protection each day!” Hezekiah waxed eloquent
in his praise of YHWH, realizing this is why he had come.

Sargon let him talk. For two hours he barely said a word
except to encourage him when he ran down. Supper time
came. Sargon invited Hezekiah to eat beside him. He was
intrigued by YHWH and Hezekiah’s obvious love for Him.

After supper, they sat around the great stone fireplace
as Hezekiah continued to share. Finally Sargon reached
out to touch Hezekiah’s shoulder. “Your God YHWH must
be powerful indeed! Thank you for telling me about Him.
Now I know why I didn’t...” he hesitated, but Hezekiah’s
total openness with him had disarmed him. “...why I
never even saw you on the southern border of Samaria!
Your God put a shield about you! I never knew you were
there. If T had known, I certainly would have attacked you.
For it would have been very foolish of me to take my army
back to Assyria, leaving behind an army as large as yours.
Samerina would have been defenseless against you.”

“YHWH is not just my God, or the God of my fathers.
He is also God of all the earth, for He made it and sustains it
by the Word of His Power. The gods of all the other nations
must ultimately bow to Him. I know that...”

“No, no, my friend. The gods of the Assyrians bow to no
one!” Sargon interrupted and laughed good-naturedly.
Hezekiah realized that he had gone too far, too fast. He
suddenly discerned the nature of the battle here, and
prayed that Sargon’s eyes would be opened.

In the heavenlies every eye was on him, both of angels
and demons. Sargon had reached his time of decision. He
was not drunk, though the evening wines had loosened
him up a bit. For Hezekiah had quoted to him from the
Proverbs of Solomon: “Itis not for kings to drink wine, nor
for rulers to desire strong drink, lest they become drunk,
forget what is decreed, and pervert the rights of the poor.”

Sargon listened intently to Hezekiah, vowing, “If I did
not have the gods of my fathers, I would want YHWH as
my God, for I've never before heard of a god who loves his
people; who cares for them, leads them, and gives them
wisdom. My gods make me victorious in battle. But they
are neither comfort to my soul nor guidance in my life.”

Chapter 5 ~ Good King Hezekiah

Suddenly an idea popped into Hezekiah’s head. “You
know, we have prophets in Judah who tell us what YHWH
wants. I can introduce you to...”

“No, no. Never mind that. We have prophets too, and
wizards and soothsayers. You obviously know this YHWH
very well. You tell me what He wants of me.”

Knowing he was no prophet, King Hezekiah was stuck.
“Help, Lord! What do I say?” he prayed. Into his mind
popped the obvious, “What is first and foremost on his
mind and heart? Talk about that.”

“Uh, your battles... your recent glorious victories...
was there never a time when you had doubts?” Hezekiah
saw the briefnod of ascentand plunged on, trusting he was
on the right track. “A time when you faced overwhelming
odds, when death itselfstared you in the face? A time when
you were beaten down, then again, and then a third time,
so you reckoned yourself as a dead man? Yet you stood up
and fought on, to rise up and gain the victory?”

Sargon had shut his eyes, reliving the vivid memory of
his recent battle at Raphia. Hezekiah saw it. Now he knew.

The Spirit filled him as he opened his mouth again. He
shifted into first-person and prophesied, “I was with you
then, for I love you! I covered you from forty arrows that
had your name on them. I protected you from ten swords
swinging toward your neck. I guarded your back while
you cut your horse free. I glued you to his back when you
leaped upon him to rise and claim your victory. Moreover,
I gaveyou grace to treat the Egyptians kindly, and not push
your advantage to their destruction, for I love them as well.
Now I have brought youback to Samaria, and have sent my
son Hezekiah to teach you of Me and My ways.”

Sargon was astounded. With sweat beading across his
brow, he asked, “How did you know all this? Itis as if you
were there! Are you yourself a prophet?”

Hezekiah shook his head. “Certainly not. But if YHWH
wishes to speak through me, who am I to restrain Him?”

Sargon bowed his head, and for a long moment there
was silence. The angels crowded around to witness his
moment of decision. But Satan, too, was there, yelling in
his ear. He put it off. “YHWH your God is mighty indeed!
I would learn more of Him and His ways. But not tonight.
We both have much to do tomorrow. Let us retire,”

The next morning they signed a peace treaty between
their two nations and Hezekiah left for home. His time of
decision past, Sargon said no more about it. Though in his
heart he longed for YHWH, yet he decided it was just not
practical for a king of Assyria to worship another nation’s
gods. What would he say to his people? His generals? His
soldiers before whom he prays to the Assyrian gods before
each battle? But all his life he treasured his evening with
Hezekiah in his heart. Perhaps someday he will meet this
unique God of Israel under better circumstances.
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Sargon left to quell uprisings in Urartu as far north as
Lake Urmiah. Thenitwas off to Anatolia to enforce hisrule
of the barbarians in Cappadocia. The following year it was
back to Carchemish to once again subdue the remnants of
the Hittite rebels there. Then it was farther north into
Armenia. Then west to Que in eastern Cilicia.

While there, he heard news that Azuri, king of Ashdod,
had rebelled. He sent his Tartan (second in command) to
depose him and put on the throne someone who will pay
him tribute. But the people of Ashdod rejected their new
Assyrian puppet ruler. So Sargon himself came down and
conquered Ashdod and Gath. He executed their leaders
and deposed those rebellious Philistines to Assyria. He
resettled the area with some captives he had taken from
Anatolia, and installed his own military commanders
Mitinti and Sillibel as the new kings of Ashdod and Gath.

When the dust there had settled, he headed up the hill
toward Jerusalem. Hezekiah welcomed him, hoping to
talk with him again about YHWH. But Sargon had made up
his mind. “YHWH is great for you, and I am glad for the
diversion. There is a peace here that I feel nowhere else.
But my gods have worked for me and I will continue to
serve them. However, I must say, if I am ever defeated in
battle, I'll surely try calling on your YHWH,”

Once again, the Spirit of YHWH filled Hezekiah, and he
prophesied, “No, O King, you will never again be defeated
in battle, for My hand is with you and My love covers you.
Yet if you will not accept My love, if you continue to give
yourself to My adversary, My covering will eventually be
removed. Then your life will be cut short, not in battle, but
by a senseless, drunken fit of anger by one of your own
friends. After you, your son will rule in your place.”

Sargon heard the prophecy, but he only latched on to
the parts he liked, such as never being defeated in battle,
and his son ruling in his place after him. However, he did
stop drinking so much, and tried to stay away from
drunks. He went back to Nineveh, where he procured a
large estate on the Tigris River at the foot of Mount Musri,
north of the metropolis. There, with the wealth he was
receiving in tribute, he began building a new palace. Then
he began training his son, Sennacherib, to rule after him.

In 706 BC, the mistakes of his past returned to haunt
him. Merodach-baladan teamed up with the Elamites to
retake Babylon, and they declared their independence.
He should have slain him while he was weak. Now they have
an almost invincible force and are holed up in the mightiest
fortified city in the world. Sargon’s shoulders sagged with
the news. Flashbacks of his nine long years of defeats
flitted through his mind, and the panic began to rise. But
then he remembered Hezekiah’s prophecy. He will not be
defeated in battle! He bowed his head and breathed a
prayer. “O YHWH, God of Hezekiah, if You really love me
like he said, if You are really covering me with Your love,
then protect me now! I put my life in Your hands.”
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A shout of victory rang through the heavens, but at the
same time, there was a scream of rage from the adversary.
“That’s not fair! He chose me! You tricked him with that
bogus prophecy of Hezekiah’s! He’s no prophet! You can’t
cover Sargon with Your love! His choice was made for me
long ago. You're cheating! Violating Your own word...”

It took him a while to run down, for when Satan gets
angry (which seems to be much of the time) he gets talky.
But finally he paused long enough for Logos to answer.
“My beloved adversary, after all these years, you still do
not understand. My love covers all, even those under My
wrath. Even My judgment is given in love, in the hopes
that some will repent and return to Me. You thought you
were blessing your son Sargon with victories, yet just a
tiny seed planted by my son Hezekiah, and now Sargon
attributes all those victories to Me. He is learning to trust
Me and give Me glory. Who knows? Perhaps he may yet
repent, turn to Me, and be saved from the wrath to come.
His choice is not made til it'’s made.”

So Sargon gathered his army and marched to Babylon,
confident that he could not be defeated. King Merodach-
baladan was just as sure that no army under heaven could
drive him out of that fortress. And he was prepared for a
siege just as long as the hated Assyrians cared to make it.

But Sargon had learned a thing or two since his initial
lessons with Shalmaneser. He was no longer so impetuous
or impatient. He marched right past Babylon, waving and
smiling to Merodach-baladan as he went by. Then he
attacked the Elamites on their own turf, soundly defeating
them, since much of their army was helping in the defense
of Babylon. Sargon continued around all the city-states of
the Chaldean princes, mopping up all the resistance in
Babylon’s back yard, conscripting warriors and gathering
Elamite and Chaldean princes as he went.

Finally, with the subdued kings and princes and their
soldiers in front, Sargon headed back up to Babylon. He
put his captured enemies up against the wall, between his
army and the great city. Now Sargon shouted up to King
Merodach-baladan on the wall, “I had mercy on you, and
allowed you to live when last I conquered Babylon. But
you have rebelled against me. Therefore I have captured all
your princes, your leaders, your mighty men, as you see
here before you. So I give you a choice once again. Submit
to me, and I will again have mercy, slaying only the rebels
among you. All who submitI will send home to your wives
and little ones, and will allow your own princes to rule
over you under my authority. Resist me, and I will slay you
all, one by one, beginning with those in front of me.”

Of course they refused his offer, for Merodach-baladan
knew he could win the conflict. But when Sargon began
killing the Elamite and Chaldean princes in front of his
combined armies on the walls, an outcry was raised from
his own men. “Sir! Those are our brothers and sons!
You've got to save them! You can’t let him do that!”
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Suddenly Merodach-baladan realized his defeat. You
can’t win a battle when your own people turn against you.
He excused himself, gathered his elite guard, and snuck
out the back door. So much for building coalitions with
un-trustworthy, ungrateful people. Everyone hated him
anyway. The only reason they had agreed to the coalition
was that they hated Assyria even more. But Sargon had
promised to treat them well. As soon as they found that
Merodach-baladan had fled, they surrendered the city and
hailed Sargon as their new king. Once more, victory was
easy, and oh so sweet!

Sargon remained in Babylon for several years. He kept
his promises to his captives. Those who refused to submit,
he summarily slew. But those who vowed allegiance, he
senthome with gifts, even restoring them to their previous
places ofauthority and honoring them before their people.

These were the glory years of Assyria. Sargon’s palace at
Mount Musri was on schedule. Elam, the Chaldean states,
the Medes, Syrians, Anatolians, Urartu, Scythians, and all
the nations of the Levant — everyone was sending tribute.
Heassigned an army under the command of his Tartan and
sent him all around the borders of his far-flung empire,
ensuring that the fear of Assyria was on everyone’s mind,
and their tribute in their hands. Sargon settled down and
took a wife for Sennacherib his heir: the beautiful and
proud Princess Tashmetum-sharrat. Life was good.

One minor exchange during this time is of note. Prince
Sennacherib came to his father one day, saying, “I've been
going over the receipts. We are getting tribute from every
nation and province in Asia Minor and the Levant, except
Judah. Why are we getting no tribute from Hezekiah?”

“Now, son, relax. Hezekiah is my friend. You don’t take
tribute from your friends. Besides, his God is strong and
would probably defeat us. So just forget it.”

But Sennacherib could not forget. He ground his teeth
in anger. When my old man is gone, he’ll have no friends!
Thenwe'll see how strong is Hezekiah’s God! I will get double
tribute from Judah to make up for all my father gave away!

Sadly, Sargon 11 got proud. He had so much potential!
And he knew the truth! But in the end, he considered that
it was by the power of his own might and the favor of the
Assyrian gods that he had gained control over much of the
civilized world. Thus he forgot YHWH and the prophecy
Hezekiah had spoken for him. YHWH sadly withdrew His
covering. Now when nations and provinces rebelled, he
just sent his Tartan out after them. Sargon stayed behind,
eating, drinking, and celebrating his many victories.

In early 704 BC, the palace at Mount Musri was nearly
tinished. He named it Dur-Sharrukin (House of Sargon).
He sent his court there in advance, to plan a big celebration
to his greatness and glory. That summer he would install
himself as the first world-potentate on his glorious new
throne, and dedicate his new palace to the gods of Assyria.

Chapter 5 ~ Good King Hezekiah

He never got to enjoy his new palace. He and the nobles
of the land were partying one evening in Babylon, and they
got into a drunken brawl. Before it was over, Sargon, the
mightiest military ruler of ancient history, was stabbed by
one of his closest friends. Liquor does that, you know.

Sargon fell to the floor, blood spurting from an artery.
The brawl froze in mid-swing, and his friend screamed for
a physician, but it was too late. The legendary Sargon,
invincible in battle, feared and respected the world over,
died there on the barroom floor, still in his prime of life,
a senseless, needless, bloody tragedy.

Sennacherib was not there. He and Tashmetum-sharrat
were celebrating the first birthday of their son and heir,
Ashur-nadin-shumi. When they returned to the palace
and heard the news of Sargon’s death, Sennacherib was
secretly glad. His father was too soft, too merciful, too kind.
Now the world will again learn to fear Assyria!

But this one thing Sennacherib did for his father. He
instructed the scribes and historians, “Write not that my
father died at the hand of his friend. Instead, write that he
was on campaign, engaging the... ah, say the Cimmerians
to the far north. Say they were attacking his vassals the
Urartu, whom he had come to protect. Write that he was
slain in battle, a glorious battle, in which the Cimmerians
were driven back and utterly defeated! That is how he
would like to be remembered, for he was a great warrior.
Nobody really knows what’s going on with the barbarian
Cimmerians anyway, so nobody will be able to contradict
your story. Oh, and write that he granted me charge over
the kingdom while he was gone.”

Sennacherib took his father’s crown and throne in a
hurried ceremony the next day. But when they got to the
part about crowning him ‘the king of Assyria, the king of
Babylon...” he interrupted, whipping out a little gold
crownlet he had made for the occasion. “No. I am not the
king of Babylon. I am the king of Assyria.” he shouted,
placing the crownlet on his infant son. “My son and heir,
Prince Ashur-nadin-shumi, is now your king of Babylon!”
Everyone laughed and thought, “How cute!” but nobody
took him seriously. That infuriated him, for he was quite
serious. This turned out to be a huge mistake. Sennacherib
was young. He didn’t realize that stupid has consequences.
He was determined that the world would fear him more
than his father, yet he was so concerned about training his
baby to be a king and getting everyone to take the infant
coronation seriously, that he let the kingdom slide.

Merodach-baladan started traveling the countryside
once again, pointing out how soft the new Assyrian king
was and inciting the Chaldeans and Elamites into renewed
hatred of the Assyrians. “Sennacherib is crazy!” he swore.
“Sargon was kind to you, but his son is a fool. He cares
nothing for you or for the great land of your fathers. He
cares for nothing but trying to make his baby into a king.
Join me, and we shall drive him back up to Nineveh!”
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So again the much-abused allies were snookered into
joining forces with Merodach-baladan. They had friends
inside Babylon. They entered the city by stealth and took
over before Sennacherib even knew what happened. His
army was out on patrols with the Tartan. He barely was
able to escape with his family and his elite personal guard.
He fled to the old palace at Calah to plan his revenge.

It took Sennacherib nine months to gather his forces
and prepare an attack. He remembered how his father had
done it, and made his plans accordingly. He first crushed
the rebellious nearby cities of Kish and Cutha and took
their leaders captive. Then he paraded them before the
walls of Babylon, killing one each hour and proclaiming,
“Thus shall be done to the one who rebels against me!”

The demoralized city was taken within the month and
poor Merodach-baladan fled one more time, to regather
his forces and try again later. He was blind in the spirit
realm, and had no clue that the God of the Universe was
against him and had never called him to be king. From his
youth he was committed to the ways of the adversary.

Sennacherib was not so kind as his father. He tortured
and slew all the rebellious leaders. Indeed, he tried to slay
Merodach-baladan as well, but was unable to locate him
among the marshes of the lower Tigris / Euphrates flood
plain. So in rage he traveled through the Chaldean cities
and towns, ruthlessly killing, raping, and plundering. He
himself claimed to have taken 75 cities and 400 towns and
hamlets. He placed a puppet ruler, a Babylonian nobleman
by the name of Bel-ibni, in charge at the city of Babylon,
and bitterly returned to Calah. Babylon was no longer a
fun place for him. He planned to return only after his son
was a bit older and actually ready to rule the great city.

It was no surprise that Bel-ibni turned out to be a better
actor than a puppet king. His oath of allegiance fooled
Sennacherib into thinking that he would remain loyal to
Assyria. But secretly, he plotted to restore the kingdom to
Merodach-baladan again. The ancient, noble Babylonians
had hated those upstart Assyrians before, but Sennacherib
now had truly earned their undying wrath. Bel-ibni sent
false assurances of his submission to King Sennacherib.
But in reality he invited Merodach-baladan to return to
Babylon, which he gladly did in 702 BC.

Sennacherib was not really paying attention. His focus
was now upon Judah. He remembered his vow to make the
nations fear him, and it all started by teaching Hezekiah a
lesson he could never forget! He sent a letter to Hezekiah.
“I'm sure you heard how cruelly I treated the Babylonians
when theyrebelled against me. Well, the same will happen
toyou, if you do not submit. I hereby assign your tribute to
be 2500 pounds of gold plus 25,000 pounds of sliver. I will
receive it by the end of this year, or I will come against
Judah and take everything I please. My father had mercy,
but his day is past. I will be doubly hard upon you to make
up for all the years he did not collect our tribute.”
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CHAPTER 6 — BATTLE IN THE HEAVENLIES

For the first time in his life, Hezekiah fell prey to fear.
He had indeed heard of Sennacherib’s extreme cruelty. But
there was just no way he could raise that huge burden of
tribute! Why, it was more gold and silver than he had in
the entire kingdom! He sent a message for Isaiah, asking if
he should call on Egyptand Nubia for help against Assyria.

Isaiah was on an extended (three year) fast. Not a fast
from food, but a fast from clothes and shoes! He had
started that back in 705 BC when Sargon’s Tartan had
come and conquered Ashdod and Gath. He responded to
King Hezekiah’s message with a prophecy from YHWH:
“Even as my servant Isaiah has gone naked and barefoot
these three years as a sign against Egypt and Nubia, so the
king of Assyria will chase away the warriors of Egypt and
Nubia, naked and barefoot, to the total shame of Egypt.
Then the inhabitants of the coastlands of the Levant will
bewail their fate, for if the ones they trusted for help are so
badly devastated, how much more shall they themselves
be devastated by the king of Assyria?!”

I guess that’s a ‘no’, Hezekiah thought. But Isaiah never
said that I can’t at least warn the Egyptians. So he sent four
messages, one each to Tefnakht I at Sais, Pimay at Tanis,
Shoshenk V at Bubastis, and Iuput of Leontopolis, to warn
them about an Assyrian campaign in the Levant.

702 BC was a bad time for Egypt. Shabaka was ruling
from Thebes with a rather heavy hand, acting as if Nubia
already owned all of Egypt. He treated the many northern
Pharaohs like his own children — like naughty children
who needed to be kept in line and disciplined when they
misbehaved. He established garrisons at Herakleopolis,
Hermopolis, and Memphis, from which he kepta close eye
on all those rebellious northern Pharaohs and city kings.

They plotted against him in secret, determined to drive
him from Egypt. But secrets were impossible to hide from
Shabaka. His spies and informers were everywhere. He
knew their plans. As they gathered their armies to drive
the Nubians back south, Shabaka sent a message to his
brother Piye, who wassstill ruling at Napata. Piye could not
leave Nubia, but he mustered his powerful army of huge
Nubian warriors and sent them north toward Thebes.

Hezekiah’s messages reached Egypt too late. The four
armies of the northern kings had already left for Thebes.
When his couriers returned with the bad news, Hezekiah
cried out, and then bit his tongue. He had been counting
on assistance from the Egyptians more than he realized.

And that just happened to be the moment that Isaiah-
Alysashowed up in his doorway, striding in unannounced
(for he had given them free access to his throne anytime).
Hezekiah was caught red-faced and ashamed. “Did you
hear what my messengers just told me?” he asked meekly.
“I sent them to Egypt to, ahh... warn the Pharaohs of the
coming Assyrian threat.”
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“I did not hear that,” Isaiah growled. “But I heard the
cry that escaped your lips as they delivered their message.
Thus I understand that you placed your trust in Egypt
even after my prophecy. YHWH is displeased. He had
hoped that you could trust Him wholeheartedly.”

“Well, I guessitdoesn’t really matter anymore, because
the Egyptians aren’t coming. They’re all headed up south
to battle the Nubians — that's what my messengers told me
justbeforeyou came. So all T haveleftis to trustin YHWH.”

“It certainly does matter! The Egyptians could all be on
the moon and you might still be trusting them in your
heart. But YHWH sees hearts. He wants your heart pure
toward Him, for He loves you. So I assure you of this: the
Egyptians will indeed come! Then you will have another
opportunity to decide whether you will place your trust in
them or in YHWH God of Israel. Choose wisely, O King!”

He turned to leave, but King Hezekiah called to him,
“Wait! lam trying to trust YHWH, but I fear the Assyrians!
King Sennacherib sent me a threatening letter demanding
a huge tribute! Huge! I cannot possibly pay all he...”

Alysa interrupted the king. “Why do you care what he
threatens or how much he demands? He is not your lord.
Fear only YHWH. Obey Him, O King, and He will protect
you from Sennacherib and his threats.”

Then she too turned and walked out, arm in arm with
Isaiah, like two star-struck lovers strolling from the palace
without another care in the world.

The northern coalition of Pharaohs, led by Tefnakht I,
reached Hermopolis. There they learned that Shabaka had
gotten wind of their secret plans. He and Piye’s warriors
were already marching to meet them. They talked with
Nimlot (king of Hermopolis), who was only too glad to
break his alliance with Shabaka and join them against him.
They all agreed that Hermopolis was as good a place as any
to stage the big showdown. This time they would not be
caught exhausted and all strung out along the river! So the
four armies, plus the added recruits from Hermopolis and
from King Peftjauabast of Herakleopolis, refreshed them-
selves and dug in to prepare for the Nubians.

The two Nubian armies arrived in 702 BC, confidentin
the righteousness of their cause and the blessing of Amun
upon them. The coalition of the northern Pharaohs had
prepared well, but after a siege of five months, their power
was broken. They fled north to Herakleopolis, where they
staged another battle, but again were soundly defeated.
Iuput was killed. They fled again, scattering to Lisht,
Dashur, the Faium, Memphis, and all across the Delta.
Shabaka was persistent. Eventually the remnants were
rounded up and brought to kneel and swear fealty before
the Nubian monarch — except Tefnakht I and his personal
guard. They had escaped clear back to an island near Sais,
licking their wounds. Tefnakht I then wrote an eloquent
appeal for a truce (which was basically a surrender).

Chapter 6 ~ Battle in the Heavenlies

Shabaka actually forgave all the rebellious Pharaohs
and allowed them to return to their respective city-states,
humbled, but still relatively free to rule in their own areas.
Thus Shabaka and his 25th ‘Nubian’ Dynasty once again
ruled supreme over the majority of Egypt.

Shabaka sent Piye’s Nubian warriors back to Thebes.
They needed to return to Napata right away. But Shabaka
had a big problem. While returning the Pharaohs to their
respective cities, he discovered one of the messages from
Hezekiah warning of the Assyrian military campaign into
the Levant. So Shabaka sternly admonished Shoshenk V
(at Bubastis, where they had discovered the message),
“You should be protecting our borders instead of fighting
me. Notify the other kings of the north and get your armies
back together. Let Assyria take the Levant, but at all costs
they must never be permitted to gain a toehold in Egypt!
I'll leave you half of my army. Combined with your four
armies, it will be enough to prevent Sennacherib from
crossing the Brook of Egypt. I'll leave my nephew Taharqa
as your general, and each of you kings will answer to him.
He will report back to me. If you are faithful in this, I will
reward you. Butifyou try to double-cross me, I will punish
you severely. Do you understand?”

Shoshenk V understood. He hated submitting to young
Taharqa, who was barely twenty and had never before
commanded an army, but he was grateful for the powerful
Nubian warriors that Shabaka left. He obeyed, gathering
the armies of the northern kings once again. (With Iuput’s
death, his son Shoshenk VI led the army of Leontopolis.)
Once they were on the move toward Philistia, Shoshenk V
understood why Shabaka had placed Taharqa in charge.
He was gigantic! A head taller than the average Egyptian!
He had a commanding presence, a regal air. The Nubian
warriors all loved the young prince. They’d do anything
for him, even gladly give their lives for him. The others saw
it too, and soon, to everyone’s surprise, the five armies
were moving together as one under Taharqa.

Shoshenk V pondered from his chariot as he watched
them march. How did Shabaka do that? How did he take
armies that had so recently been fighting each other to the
death, and weld them together into an effective fighting
unit? He had just commanded, and expected to be obeyed.
Was he just naive? Or was that the mark of a great leader,
that he expected the very best of those he led?

Regardless of how he did it, it worked. Shoshenk V
knew they could turn back the Assyrians. They reached
the Brook of Egypt, which Shabaka had said to defend atall
costs. There they refreshed themselves and waited, for
Sennacherib had not yet arrived.

Sennacherib waited, preparing, until the end of the
year (703 BC). When he did not receive King Hezekiah’s
tribute (as he expected, for he knew it was way more than
the king of Judah could bear), he resolutely headed toward
the Levant.
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He had prepared all year for this campaign. It would
wrap up a lot of loose ends, besides making an example of
Hezekiah. His father Sargon had been too generous. Too
soft. Too friendly and easy going with those he conquered.
Sennacherib will show the world how Assyria is to be feared!

King Sennacherib traveled rapidly through his vassal
provinces in Syria and Hamath, for they had remained in
submission to Assyria. He reached the west coast at Arvad,
where he was well-received and given the tribute due. This
was repeated as he headed south along the coastline
though Byblos, down to Sidon.

But alas, King Luli of Sidon had not only rebelled, he
had taken his family and fled the country. Sennacherib
quickly subdued and cruelly plundered the cities of Sidon,
placed his own puppet ruler over them, and assigned an
even greater tribute burden than before.

Sennacherib’s harshness had its desired effect, as he
found continuing south along the coastline. The kings
eagerly paid their tribute and submitted, hoping to save
their cities from such a fate. No one could stop the mighty
Assyrian juggernaut. Ammon, Moab, and Edom sent their
tribute from afar, even before the Assyrians reached them.

Now, don’t forget the Egyptian armies, waiting at the
Brook of Egypt (Wadi el’Arish). Remember whatItold you
about young commanders’ impetuosity and impatience?
Sargon learned the lesson the hard way. Young Taharqa
was about to learn it, too. He quickly decided that sitting
there watching the stream flow by was no fun. He took out
King Hezekiah’s message and read it over again. Then he
called the four Egyptian kings together. “Hezekiah wants
to stop the Assyrians as much as we do. We've got time.
Let’s head on up toward Jerusalem and see if he wants to
combine his armies with ours.”

Since he was in charge, they did just that. They moved
up the coast. At Ashkelon, King Tsidqa had heard the news
from the north and had mustered his fine army. He was
eager for any help he could get against the Assyrians. But
Ashdod and Gath, on the other hand, had been conquered
by Sargon in 705 BC. Their kings Sillibel and Mitinti were
faithful to Assyria, so Taharqa just passed between them.

They reached Eltekeh, a small village on the wadi that
leads through the Valley of Aijalon and on up to Jerusalem.
There they left the four Egyptian armies to rest, while
Taharqa led his half-army of Nubian warriors upland.
Their first stop was at Ekron, where Taharqa discovered
King Padi to be an Assyrian sympathizer. Padi had been
established by Sargon, and had been regularly sending
tribute. His citizens hated him, so he was easily deposed by
Taharqa’s warriors and taken in chains up to Jerusalem.
There Taharqa asked for an audience with King Hezekiah.

Hezekiah got the message, “The Egyptian and Nubian
kings are here to see you, O King. They desire to form an
alliance with you against the Assyrian threat.”

34

Isaiah’s prophecy flashed across his mind. He had been
warned that he would have a second temptation to trustin
Egypt. But he remembered the earlier prophecy. Pictures
of Isaiah — no, of Egypt and Nubia! — fleeing naked and
barefoot before the forces of Assyria swam through his
mind. He knew what he must do. He prayed, “Thank you,
YHWH, for giving me those warnings through Isaiah and
Alysa. Tam determined! I will put my trustin You and only
You. I will not join my armies with the kings of Egypt and
Nubia, no matter how much they try to tempt me.” As he
went to the throne room to receive his guests, the heavenly
host cheered at his victory of faith!

As expected, young Taharqa tried to get him to commit
his army with theirs. Hezekiah responded, “I am on your
side, and I wish you well, for I hate the Assyrians as much
as you. But no. My protection is from YHWH my God, the
one true God over all the earth. For the moment, He has
not permitted me to join my army with yours. But I will
certainly remain in prayer for you, and will bring my army
down to your aid the very moment my God permits it.”

“What kind of a compromise is that?” Gavriel asked
Logos. “Is he going to trust You, or is he going to try to talk
You into using the arm of the flesh?”

Logos gave a big sigh. “I've prepared him. I've worked
with him. I've given him every warning. But no. You're
right. He’s hedging his bets. He still fears Assyria more
than Me. We'll keep interceding. He may yet determine to
rest his faith fully in Me.”

“What shall we do to teach him to trust You?”

“We shall surround him with his enemies, even up to
his very gates, until he finally realizes that he has no one
left to trust but Me.”

“Good!” Tahargaresponded. “Then we will expect you
there if we get ourselves in trouble. We have brought you
King Padi of Ekron. Keep him in your dungeon, for he’s an
Assyrian puppet and he would stab us in the back. All the
rest of Philistia is on our side except Gath and Ashdod. We
must now get back to Eltekeh, for I hear that Sennacherib
has reached Joppa. We must be ready for him.”

After he left, King Hezekiah gave a speech at the gate.
“Be strong and courageous!” he commanded. “Do not fear
or be dismayed because of the king of Assyria, or because
of the multitude of his army, for He thatis with usis greater
than they that are with him. He has nothing but the arm of
flesh. But we have with us YHWH Elohim, the living and
true God of all the earth! He will help us and fight for us!”
Thus he encouraged the people. But he prepared as well.
He strengthened the walls and towers. He made sure the
fortified cities on his western border were ready. He made
uncountable weapons and shields. He blocked off the
springs of water in all the surrounding areas, saying, “Why
should the Assyrians come and find abundant water?” He
determined to trust God, but not presume upon Him.

God’s Plan of the Ages ~ Volume Four



But Jerusalem itself was vulnerable. Its primary water
supply, the ancient Gihon Spring, was just outside the city
gates. Hezekiah wasted no time. He put great stone slabs
over the spring so it could not be reached from outside the
walls. He put hundreds of men to work carving a tunnel
through the bedrock into the city, now called the tunnel of
Siloam. The boring of the tunnel was completed at break-
neck speed by workers cutting from both ends at the same
time, in a wondrous feat of engineering, meeting precisely
at the middle. He made an underground reservoir at the
end of the tunnel. From there, the water finally flowed into
alovely poolin the city, now known as the Pool of Siloam.

Logos shook His head. “Still hedging his bets. My son
thinks he is just being prudent, but I see his heart. He
trusts more in his preparations than he does in Me. Worse,
he is becoming proud of his accomplishments. But he will
have a pure heart toward Me before the year is out. I know
his heart and will keep up the pressure until he does.”

Hezekiah was visibly shaken when he got finally the
news from Joppa. Sennacherib had already besieged the
great city and conquered it, and all the surrounding towns
as well: Bene-barak, Azor, and Bethdagon. Then he had
gone down to Eltekeh and taken it without even a fight!
Where are the Egyptians? Taharqa said they were camped at
Eltekeh! Now the Assyrians were coming upland toward
Jerusalem. It seemed nothing could stop them!

Hezekiah became more and more terrified as he heard
each day’s news of Sennacherib’s progress. City after city
fell easily before him, in a steady march toward Jerusalem.
Gibbethon, Gezer, Timnah, Azekah, and Beth-shemesh,
strongly fortified cities, bowed to the Assyrian juggernaut.
But why had he skipped Ekron? And where was Taharqa?
Hezekiah didn’t know. Not knowing terrified him.

But we know! This was where young Taharqa made his
mistake. He figured that Sennacherib would come up the
valley to the first strongly fortified city, Ekron, find out
that the city (with Taharqa’s help) had rebelled against
him and deposed his King Padi, and attack the city. Beinga
shrewd commander, Taharqa had gathered all his armies
there and placed them in hiding, so when the Assyrians
attacked, they could jump out from hiding and overwhelm
the surprised attackers. But puppet King Padi of Ekron had
been faithfully paying his tribute. Sennacherib had no
desire to attack a city that paid its dues. He didn’t know
Padi had been deposed. He went around the city, leaving
Taharqga and his hidden troops scratching their heads.

Hezekiah realized he was still trusting in the Egyptians.
Now that they seemed to have dropped off the face of the
planet, he felt naked before the Assyrians. Yes, his army
was mustered and ready, but they were as frightened as he.
He knew they didn’t have a chance. He cried out to YHWH
but got no answer. He called for Isaiah and Alysa but they
couldn’t be found either. Where are they when he needs
them? What had they said about Egyptians on the moon?

Chapter 6 ~ Battle in the Heavenlies

Each day, the reports got worse. Libnah capitulated
without a fight. And Ashkelon, mighty Ashkelon! King
Tsidqa had been banking on the Egyptians to help him,
but they never returned. His walls were breached, his fine
army slaughtered, his city plundered, and an Assyrian
puppet government set up in his place. Tsidqa and his
nobles were chained and deported to Assyria. Hezekiah
was terrified! He cried; prayed; beseeched the heavens!
But they were as brass. Hezekiah was alone in his agony.

Now the Assyrians turned back up the main highway
toward Ekron. Taharqa was ready. Finally it was time to
put his plan into action. But no. As he came to Gath, King
Sennacherib turned right, past Libnah toward Lachish.
The other kings wanted to rush out of hiding and attack his
rear, but Taharqa said no, they would lose the element of
surprise. He was a bit pigheaded (as young commanders
often are) and was determined to see his own plan
through. He knew that Sennacherib would soon find out
about the deposed King Padi. He settled back again to wait.

Hezekiah didn’t know any of that. All he knew was that
an invincible Assyrian army was now besieging Lachish,
the last of the mighty citiesalong Judah’s borders which he
had worked so hard to fortify to protect Jerusalem and the
rest of Judah. He panicked. He frantically ordered his men
to collectall the gold and silver they could find, both in his
own palace and in the great temple of Solomon. They even
cut off the gold from the doors and stripped the gold from
the furnishings. It wasn’t enough, but it would have to do.
It was all the gold in the city (except for a small amount
Hezekiah secretly set aside for himself for emergencies).
He sentit to Sennacherib with the message, “I have sinned,
O King! Please forgive me! Here is my gift. It is all my gold
and silver. Withdraw from me, I pray, and whatever else
youimpose uponme, [ will bear.” Hezekiah wept as he saw
it going toward Lachish, for he already regretted his own
lack of faith. He cried out to God for mercy.

Again Logos was disgusted with him. “What good does
Hezekiah think that will do? Does he think he can buy My
protection with gold stolen from My house? His lips call to
Me, but his actions belie his words. Yet he shall learn to
trust Me, for he is My son.”

King Sennacherib sent a brief response to Hezekiah:
“The tribute you gave is much too little, and much too late.
You will pay the penalty of all who rebel against me, and
more also, for you gave nothing to my father.”

Knowing it is usually better to fight with words than
swords, Hezekiah quickly penned a thoughtful answer.
“Your father Sargon was my friend. He trusted me, and I
did him no wrong. He learned that our God YHWH is
strong to protect us. Why now have you turned against
me? If you come against us, you shall surely be defeated,
for our God has sent the mighty armies of the Egyptians to
aid us. You may take all the cities of Philistia, but if you try
to take Jerusalem, the Holy City, you shall fail.”
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Sennacherib was just finishing the siegeworks around
Lachish. So he sent his Tartan (second in command) along
with half his army up the hill toward Jerusalem. One of his
chief officers, whom I shall call Rabshakeh (‘chief officer’),
came near the city gates and waved Hezekiah’s letter to the
people on top of the wall. “Tell Hezekiah,” he shouted in
Hebrew, “that the great king, Sennacherib king of Assyria,
says, ‘What is this confidence you have? On whom do you
rely that you have rebelled against me? You rely on Egypt?
That stalk of crushed reed? Ha! If a man leans on it, it will
pierce his hand! So is Pharaoh king of Egypt, and any who
rely on him. Or do you rely on YHWH your God? Don’t
you know that Hezekiah has torn down His altars and
worship centers to leave only a single altar in Jerusalem?
That is why YHWH Himself told me to come against this
land to destroy it. For I have YHWH’s approval to come
against Judah.” He continued to blather on like that.

Two scribes on the wall, Eliakim and Shebnah, looked
at each other in deep concern. Rabshakeh was clearly
lying, but the people might believe him and turn against
Hezekiah. Eliakim shouted down to Rabshakeh, “Please,
sir. Speak to us in Aramaic [Syrian], for we understand it.
But don’t use Hebrew in the hearing of the people on the
wall. The common people can’t understand such things.”

Rabshakeh laughed. “Has my master sent me only to
you and your master, and not to these on the wall who are
doomed to eat their own dung and drink their own urine?”

So he shouted out in Hebrew even louder than before,
“Hear, O you people, what Sennacherib the great king of
Assyriahas tosay to you! ‘Donotlet Hezekiah deceive you,
for he will not be able to deliver you from my hand. Nor let
Hezekiah make you trust in YHWH. Has any one of the
gods of the nations been able to deliver them from my
hand? Where are the gods of Hamath and Arpad? Where
are the gods of Arvad, Byblos, Sidon, or Joppa? Even
Israel’'s God YHWH could not deliver Samaria from my
hand! So why should He deliver Jerusalem from my hand?
Therefore, make your peace with me. Come out of the city.
Surrender, you and your families. I will take you away
from here to a good land, like your own land. A land of
grain and wine, a land of bread and vineyards, a land of
olive trees and honey, that you may live and not die.”

And all that time, as Rabshakeh talked, laughed, and
mocked the men of Judah, the Tartan was busy with his
army laying siegeworks against Jerusalem. He worked like
he had done this a hundred times before — perhaps he had.
The Assyrians, in their arrogant confidence, believed they
only needed half their army to conquer the ancient city of
Jerusalem. Nothing in the world could stop them.

The people on the wall remained silent as they had been
commanded. Many of them still had their trustin YHWH,
especially the army commanders there. But Eliakim and
Shebnah were mortified. They tore their clothes in despair
as they went to pass the word to King Hezekiah.
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Hezekiah likewise tore his clothes in anguish as he
heard the message. He commanded everyone in the palace
to clothe himself only in sackcloth. “Go!” he told Eliakim.
“Find Isaiah, at all costs! Say to him, ‘This is the day of
distress, rebuke, and rejection. Children have come to
birth but there is no strength to deliver. Intercede for us!
Perhaps your God will hear the words of Rabshakeh,
which his master has sent to reproach the living God, and
will rebuke him.”

Then, clothed in torn sackcloth, with ashes upon his
head, King Hezekiah left the palace. He did not take the
king’s secret passageway to the temple. He trudged the
streets like a commoner, entering the temple courtyard
like any other peasant. There he threw himself down in
front of the altar of burnt offering, prostrating himself in
the agony of his soul from noon until evening.

We must leave Hezekiah there and return to Taharqa.
He was still hiding with his armies in Ekron, but he was
getting impatient. As much as he wanted to remain in
ambush, he finally began to realize that he had screwed up.
All the other cities of the Levant were being conquered by
Sennacherib, yet he still had left Ekron alone. But then
Taharqa heard the big news that the Assyrian forces were
divided; half still at Lachish, and half sent up to Jerusalem.
This was his chance to draw Sennacherib into his ambush.
Besides, the king of Libnah had surrendered to Assyria too
quickly — he needed to be punished!

So Taharqa left the Egyptian armies hidden in Ekron
and took his Nubian half-army up to Libnah (just north of
Lachish). They welcomed him into the city. Finally they
had a defense against the Assyrians! But the first thing
Taharqa did is to execute the cowardly king of Libnah.
“You have one of the strongest cities in the Levant. Why
did you give in to Sennacherib so quickly? You are not fit
tobe king. I shall appoint one of your servants to be king in
your place. The least of them is braver than you!”

Taharqa then quickly organized the Libnites to work
with his Nubians to defend the city against the attack he
knew was coming. Sure enough, he had finally caught the
attention of Sennacherib. Now the king of Assyria knew
where the Egyptians were. He left a small force to man the
siegeworks at Lachish and brought his main force to attack
Libnah. Taharqa just laughed at him. The Assyrians were
no match for his Nubians! Every time they attacked, their
losses were five or ten times his! At this rate, within the
week their mighty army will be in shambles.

Having finally met his match, Sennacherib called off
the attacks and sent for help from his Tartan at Jerusalem.
As the Assyrians packed up to leave Jerusalem, Rabshakeh
wrote a long letter to Hezekiah, putting in writing all the
taunts he had been shouting to the people on the wall and
mocking Hezekiah and YHWH. He warned him that the
Assyrians would be back, as soon as they disposed of the
Egyptians at Libnah, which wouldn’t take long.
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Still clothed in sackcloth, Hezekiah trudged back to the
temple with Rabshakeh’s letter. Now he too knew where
the Egyptians were. They were not on the moon. They
were right next door! He was sorely tempted to root for
them, to pray for them, to beseech YHWH to make good
use of the Egyptians to deliver him from the Assyrians.
The Assyrians are so scared they’re massing all their forces.
If only the Egyptians would prevail and the Assyrians would
be sent away from the Levant in defeat!

Logos and the heavenly host watched intently above
the city as Hezekiah trudged to the temple. Their focus was
broken as Satan butted in. “Ha! You see, I've won already!
After all this, he still doesn’t trust You. He is bound and
determined to put his trust in his gold, or in the Egyptian
armies. He’ll never really trust You! Take away his money,
or send the Egyptian armies home, and he will just find
something else to trust. His walls, or his own army. This is
why You can’t win. You're just Spirit. He can’t touch, taste,
or feel You. You're no help in times of trouble. You are...”

“Shut up and listen!” Logos commanded, stunning the
angels with His abruptness. Hezekiah fell prostrate in
front of the altar of burnt offering, with Rabshakeh’s letter
spread out on the dirt before him. In the agony of his soul
he prayed, “O YHWH, King of heaven and earth, God of
Israel, who is enthroned above the heavens, even above
the highest angels! You are the only God. You are over all
the kingdoms of the earth, for You made heaven and earth.
I worship You. I place my trust in You. Now hear, I pray,
what the king of Assyria has been saying about You, and
see here what Rabshakeh has written about You. For they
have blasphemed the holy name of YHWH and poured out
reproach against the living God of Israel. Truly, the kings
of Assyria have devastated the nations and conquered
their people and their lands. They have crushed their gods,
and cast them into the fire, for they were not gods atall, but
only wood or stone, the work of men’s hands. So now, O
YHWH our God, deliver us by Your great power, we pray,
so all the kingdoms of the earth will know that You are
God, the true God of all the earth, and You alone!”

There was a holy hush in the heavenlies. Satan slunk off
in defeat and a broad smile warmed the brightly glowing
face of the Almighty. “He did it,” Logos said quietly. “He
didit. He chose to trust Me. Nota word of complaint. Nota
word about Egypt. Not a word to request more gold or
silver to give the Assyrians. Not a word about strength for
his armies or for the walls of his fortress!” Logos stood tall,
thrust His arms high, and shouted, “He did it, Father! Did
You hear him? He trusts Us! No longer caring for himself,
he is only concerned for the honor of Our holy name!”
Finally a great shout arose from the throats of a zillion
watching angels, as the magnitude of the victory became
clear. “My son! O My son! I knew you could do it! O my
beloved son Hezekiah!” Beside Himself with joy, Logos
went dancing about the heavenlies with the angelic host.
Satan was astounded, asit was beyond his comprehension.

Chapter 6 ~ Battle in the Heavenlies

Hezekiah heard the commotion, only faintly, for he
dwelt in a different realm. But he could sense the joy, the
peace. He entered into the victory. He left the letter there
spread out before the altar, and returned to his palace. “Itis
done,” he told his court simply. “YHWH has heard. And
He has given us the victory. Praise His holy name forever!”
He ordered his military commanders on the wall to stand
down. The army of Judah would not need to fight today.

Satan howled in rage. He was so close! He was sure that
Hezekiah had only chosen to trust YHWH because the
Egyptians showed up and the Assyrians left Jerusalem. He
vowed, “I will not lose this trophy! Hezekiah won’t be so
quick to trust YHWH when the Egyptians are destroyed
and the Assyriansreturn!” He assigned all his demons toiit.

Finally Taharqa had them right where he wanted them.
This time they will be defeated, once for all. Now, to draw
them into his ambush! He waited until the Assyrian forces
(now combined into one army) were nearly upon Libnah,
then, in a brilliant move calculated for maximum effect, he
sent his Nubians fleeing out the back gate toward Ekron.
“Run like wild men! Make it look like you have panicked,”
he told them. “Run all the way down to Ekron. Draw the
Assyrians into our ambush. Don’t turn to fight until our
Egyptian forces there rise up out of hiding to join you!”

It was a good plan, for the Nubians, besides being great
warriors, are superb actors. They ran like the wind, arms
flailing, even dropping weapons and shields behind them.
The Assyrians were snookered. Laughing scornfully, they
skirted Libnah and gave chase.

Sadly, the four Egyptian armies waiting in ambush at
Ekron were snookered as well. They saw the brave Nubian
forces running in panic down the hill toward the city, with
the entire Assyrian army in full chase behind them, and
they all joined the panic. Directly disobeying Taharqa’s
command to remain concealed until the Assyrians were
upon them, they burst from hiding to flee the city, heading
back down the valley toward Eltekeh. “No! No!” screamed
Taharqa. “Turnand fight, you fools! We have the victory!”
But try to tell that to 200,000 panicked, fleeing men! They
rushed down the hill, discarding all their armor, weapons,
boots, and even their clothing along the way. By the time
they reached the sea they were defenseless, naked, and
barefoot, exactly as Isaiah had prophesied.

They were quickly surrounded by the Assyrians. But
Sennacherib and his men were having laughing fits. They
had not had this much fun in a long time, and were in a
good mood. Sennacherib told the five embarrassed kings
tobow before him. After aspate of well-deserved mocking,
he told them, “If you have any real men among you, send
them back up the hill to gather your clothes and weapons.
Then dress yourselves so you don’t bring shame upon your
ancestors, and return to Egypt. I give you that in exchange
for the entertainment you have given me. Only never cross
the Brook of Egypt again, or you shall die.”
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What else could Taharqa do? He gave his word, and the
Assyrians left them to gather and sort out their stuff. After
a few days, they returned to Egypt, trying desperately to
restore a little dignity to their bearing. They consoled
themselves that even though they hadn’t been able to help
anyone in the Levant, at least they had accomplished their
primary mission, to keep the Assyrians out of Egypt.

Hezekiah soon heard the tragic news that the Egyptians
had been routed. He remembered Isaiah’s prophecy. Satan
fought, swore, screamed, and pouted, but all Hezekiah
said was, “I am sorry for them. I'm sure they did their best.
Butour trustis notin the Egyptians. Itis in YHWH, God of
Hosts. He shall yet deliver us!” Every time he said it, waves
of peace, grace, and faith flowed from above. His entire
kingdom was encouraged by his attitude.

Now a message came from Isaiah-Alysa. “This is what
YHWH God of Israel says: ‘Because you have prayed to Me
about Sennacherib, and given the honor to My holy name,
I have heard your prayer. Therefore I pronounce this curse
against Assyria: “She despised and mocked you, O virgin
daughter of Zion. She shook her head and berated you, O
daughter of Jerusalem. But against whom did her reproach
blaspheme? And against whom did she raise her voice?
Against the Holy One of Israel! Have you not heard? It was
Iwhodidit! LongagoIplannedit. NowIhave broughtitto
pass, that he would turn those fortified cities into heaps of
ruin. That is why their warriors were short of strength.
That is why they were dismayed and put to shame. But I
know you, Sennacherib! I know your sitting down, your
going out, your coming in, and your raging against Me!
Your arrogance has reached My ears. Therefore I will put
My hook in your nose, and My bridle in your lips, and will
turn you back the way you came. For L have sworn that you
shall not come into My Holy City, nor shoot an arrow into
it, nor throw up a mound against it. But by the way you
came, so shall youreturn home. For I shall defend this city,
to save it for My name’s sake, and for My servant David’s
sake.” Thus the survivors of Judah shall take root, and bear
fruit.” The zeal of YHWH of hosts shall perform this.”

What an encouragement! It came at just the right time.
Hezekiah felt a surge of peace and joy such as he had not
felt since that first threatening letter from Sennacherib. He
lay the message beside his bed. He would sleep well tonight.

But Satan was determined that he would not. He went
raging to Logos. “Of course he says that he trusts You, with
the Assyrians gone. But let him still say he trusts You with
Sennacherib attacking Jerusalem! Let him say it while the
siegeworks are built high against the walls, while the
arrows are raining down, while the walls are battered and
broken, and while the Assyrians are flooding through the
breach! Then, and only then, will I concede that You have
truly won the love and trust of Your son Hezekiah.”

“I cannot allow that, for I have already given My Word
through Isaiah-Alysa that none of that will happen.”
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“Then give me permission to gather the Assyrians
around the city, to see if he still fears them. And let me
bring Mars closer than usual, to see if he fears that. Also,
grant me permission to harm his body, for I know that in
his fear and pain he will surely curse You to Your face!”

Logos paused, stroking the pure white beard over His
chin. In His great love for His son, He wanted to allow him
no more pain than absolutely necessary for his perfecting.
But the Great Controversy was not yet settled. Logos knew
that King Hezekiah’s choice was made, unalterably fixed
in eternity with the Father. But the gathered heavenly
host, angels and demons alike, didn’t yet know that. They
needed to see that His Plan of the Ages was truly working
and His Bride was truly maturing into the perfection and
beauty of holiness as the Father had ordained.

Satan saw His hesitation and pounced on it. “Aha! You
don’tdare! You expect yourson to trust You, but Youdon’t
yettrust him! You are afraid! You are afraid he will fail You
and You will have to start all over again, as You have so
many times before. I'd say Your grand victory celebration
the other day was a bit premature!

“I am willing to bet that he will fail my little test. In fact,
I will wager my entire career on it! If he passes, I vow to
hang up my adversary badge and take up knitting. Butif he
fails and succumbs to fear, or curses You and turns to the
physicians, then You have to... You have to...” He wanted
to just have Logos bow down to him and acknowledge his
victory. He has always longed for Logos to worship him as
the god of this cosmos. But he knew Logos would never go
for it. That would break YHWH’s eternal Word and the
universe would cease to exist. So instead, Satan finished,
“...to grant me the perpetual right to harm Your Bride
without first having to get Your permission!”

A gasp went through the heavenly host. Satan suddenly
realized how bold had been his wager. But Logos didn’t bat
an eye. “If he fails, I give you the right to harm My Bride
without My permission, only you may not take her life. But
if he passes your test, I want something more substantial
than just your promise to hang up your adversary badge,
for Tknow that you do not keep your promises. So instead,
if he passes your test, I get to take away your toys. You will
no longer be able to use Mars, Venus, or any of the other
planets to torment My precious ones. I shall permanently
move them all farther from Earth, beyond your control.”

Now Satan was the one hesitating! He loved his toys.
He delighted in the torment he caused with them, and the
fear and worship he gained through them. But wait...
could Logos even pull that off? Satan and his host were nearly
as strong as the angelic host. Whatever they pushed aside, he
could turn around and push right back. Ah... why worry?
He will simply see to it that Hezekiah does not pass his test. It
will be so painful, so terrifying, that no one on earth could
ever pass it! “Done!” he agreed, jutting out his chin as he
stalked off to prepare.
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You see, Satan had a plan. He’'d been working at it ever
since October 30, 752 BC when Venus had first battled
Mars, causing the great Earthquake. He'd gotten them to
interact every ten years since then. Their orbits were now
distorted almost beyond resonance — they weren’t even
coming near Earth anymore. But they were finally lined up
for what he wanted! On March 1st, Satan intended to
slingshot Mars around Venus toward Earth. Maybe he
could cause Mars to collide and wipe out all life on Earth!
Then if he did fail with Hezekiah, it wouldn’t matter, as he
would no longer need his toys. Satan grinned. At least the
earthquakes ought to exceed those of the Earthquake of
750 BC. It would throw both Mars and Venus into sharp
new catastrophic orbits. And most importantly, it would
certainly frighten old Hezekiah into howling hysterics.

The people were not ready for this. In 701 BC Jupiter
was in Virgo and Saturn in Libra — not the traditionally
dangerous Aquarius or Leo. And it was a Jubilee, when
Venus was nearby, normally pulling Mars farther from
Earth. In addition, Earth had lagged Mars by three weeks
during the October flyby. It wasn’t even close! So nobody
expected Mars to be dangerous on the outbound flyby in
March. Even the astrologers had relaxed a bit and begun to
hope that the worst was past. All their calculations said
Mars would cross Earth’s orbit a full three weeks before
Earth got there. They didn’t realize how badly its orbit had
been distorted. Satan laughed at their ignorance.

Mars approached Venus. Satan double-checked the
lineup — it was perfect. On March 1 shortly before sunrise,
Satan gave Mars the final push to slingshot around Venus.
Mars swung around to an exact intercept course with
Earth. It was perfect! Satan and his host shouted a mighty
cheer! (The Babylonian Magi saw and wrote about this
close encounter, though it could not be seen in Israel.)

The Assyrians had been busy mopping up at Ekron and
Libnah, and hadn’t finished the siege at Lachish. When
they awoke that morning, before Mars rose, Satan revealed
his plan to their high priest of Baal, who immediately told
Sennacherib. “Baal has turned toward Earth. But do not
fear him! He hears your prayers. He has turned for your
sake. You must bring all your armies around Jerusalem
before you sleep tonight, or you will fail in your quest. For
this is the night that Mars will come close to aid you.”

“Aid me? How close? What will Baal do for me?”

“Very close! But do not fear. His earthquakes will bring
down the walls of Jerusalem for you, if you are there.”

That was good enough for superstitious Sennacherib.
He left Libnah and Lachish immediately, and soon his
armies were beginning to surrounded the Holy City. It was
pretty clear they intended to attack the next morning.
Hezekiah was praying, recalling God’s promise.

At 9 AM, the terrifying silhouette of Mars began to rise
over the eastern hills. It rushed at them, eating up the sun.

Chapter 6 ~ Battle in the Heavenlies

It was aiming right toward them, growing larger by the
minute! This was all new. The people were petrified. Even
their astrologers were stunned. They didn’t know what to
expect, and not knowing was the worst. The hills around
Jerusalem litup. Static sparkled from every rock and bush.
The earth began to writhe and undulate. Thunder and
lightning crashed continuously all around the city.

The terrified Judeans came crying to Hezekiah, but he
boldly encouraged them. “Be of good cheer! YHWH will
fight for us! He promised through Isaiah that they won’tbe
able to send so much as an arrow into the city! And as for
their false god Mars, do not fear it! YHWH who created the
cosmos only brings Mars close to distress the Assyrians!”

Logos beamed with delight. His son was doing well. But
Satan had just begun to fight. Over the years he had gotten
very good at this. Besides, he had Logos’ permission to test
Hezekiah. This day will be a dilly!

Satan had one more task. He was not going to forget it.
Part of his test was to assault Hezekiah’s body, painfully.
He pondered how best to do it. Broken leg? Infection? Nah.
It has to be something that will add to his fear and cause him
to curse God. A coronary! Very painful. Easy to cause under
such conditions. And it certainly will add to Hezekiah’s fear!
Satan routed the static streaming from Hezekiah’s golden
throne right through his heart muscle, to interfere with the
normal electric pulses pacing his heart.

Satan laughed. The old fool should have known better
than to sit on a gold-plated throne during a close Mars flyby!
But as I said, nobody expected this to be a dangerous year.
Hezekiah’s heart muscle began to fibrillate badly, causing
excruciating pain in his chest. He gasped for breath.

Now to put the icing on the cake. Satan had thought of
everything. He planted fear in Isaiah and Alysa and urged
them to rush to Hezekiah’s throne room. The intense fear
was foreign to them, and they bowed in prayer instead, but
Logos was not answering. So they hurried to Hezekiah’s
side. It didn’t take a lot of discernment to see what had
happened. “I'm sorry, O King. It's been a fearful morning,
hasn’t it. You've had a massive coronary. There’s nothing
we can do. Give us your last words to set your house in
order, for you shall not survive the week.” Alysa was very
sympathetic. Isaiah kept praying, but there was still no
response from the heavenlies.

The doctors came. They laid the king on a mat behind
the throne and ran their tests. Alysa rubbed Hezekiah’s
chest, while the doctors finally nodded their heads at her
diagnosis and left, one by one.

But Isaiah was upset. Something was very wrong here.
Why could he not hear the voice of YHWH? He left the
great room and walked into the middle court where the
elders and advisors usually work. They were all in the
great room, so their desks were empty. Coming in the far
door was a blind woman who looked to be 80 years old.
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Tapping with her white cane, she rushed up to Isaiah,
dodging tables. “I am Jerusha, the widow of Uzziah the
king,” she claimed. “Iam come down from Ramah because
I'veseena critical battle in the heavenlies right now. I want
to be near my king to witness his mighty victory.”

“I'm sorry, old woman. You are too late,” Isaiah said
gently. (Remember, ‘old woman’ was a respectful term in
those days, honoring to the elderly.) “Hezekiah justhad a
bad coronary. He’s dying. Alysa and I have been praying,
but YHWH has said nothing to us about it.”

“Mmm... Yes, he is dying. I see that. But now he has a
choice to make, does he not? Let us intercede that he
choose wisely.” They bowed to pray together.

Hezekiah did indeed have a choice to make. The stage
was all set, and the heavenly host, angels and demons
alike, were staring intently down to that mat behind the
throne. With the Assyrian army surrounding Jerusalem,
Mars on a collision course with Earth, the ground shaking
so hard people’s dentures were flying out, thunder and
lightning exploding continuously, static sparkling over
everything, the intense pain, like a two ton weight on his
chest, his breath coming in quick gasps that seemed to get
no oxygen into his bloodstream, and his vision dimming
with a dirty herd of demons demanding that he give up,
curse God, and die — King Hezekiah did indeed have a
choice to make! What is he going to do? Alysa is no help.
She’s just sobbing quietly, still rubbing my heart, her eyes
closed in tears. Isaiah is gone. How could he leave me at a
time like this? Manasseh, my heir, is out there watching the
show. I'm not sure what I would tell him anyway; he’s only
seven. My scribes and advisors are here, but what can I do
besides remind them where I put my will? Curse God and die.
Curse God and die. Curse God and... Why in heaven’s name
does that stupid phrase keep ringing in my brain?

Hezekiah turned away from all his advisors and friends
and stared at the rough bricks on the wall. With his tears
flowing profusely, he slowly and deliberately began to
pray. “O YHWH Elohim, God of Israel, my God, the One in
whom I put my trust. Remember now, I beseech You, how
I have walked before You in the integrity of my heart and
done what is right in Your sight all the days of my life. I
have honored Your holy name before all the people. I have
been zealous to guard Your reputation before the nations.
Yet for all that, I have gotten proud, and have placed my
trustin people or in things instead of in You alone. For that
I repent. My sins, my self-centeredness and faithlessness,
are ever before me. Cleanse me now, by the blood of the
lamb. Prepare me to live forever with You. For though You
slay me, yet shallI trust You. And though I dieinagony, yet
I know that in You I even now have perfect healing.”

Then he relaxed and turned back toward Alysa. “You
may dry your tears, my dear. Itis finished. I'm ready to die,
or ready to live, or ready to do whatever YHWH my King
asks of me, for I am His, and I know He loves me.”
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Jerusha grabbed Isaiah with a fierce grip that startled
him. “Isaiah! Do you see it? We have the victory! Hezekiah
has chosen the high road, the way of faith! The demons
flee. The earth is saved!”

“Uh... No,Idon’tsee a thing. The earth is saved? What
in the world are you looking at, anyway?”

“Oh, you don’t need to see. Just go tell Hezekiah, ‘Thus
says YHWH, the God of your father David, “I have heard
your prayer and seen your tears. Now behold, I will heal
you. On the third day, you will be well enough to walk into
the temple. In addition, I will add fifteen years to your life.
Moreover, I will deliver you and this city from the power
of Assyria, for I will defend Jerusalem, My Holy City, for
My own name’s sake and for My servant David’s sake.””

“Okay, but... why don’t you just come tell him...”

“Hurry! Run! Before his body dies!” Isaiah ran. “And
put a poultice of mashed figs on his chest to restore the
heart muscles,” Jerusha called as Isaiah raced down the
aisles and through the door to the great hall.

Realizing he had lost his wager, Satan quickly changed
plans and tried to slay Hezekiah. But Isaiah was just in
time. At the Word of YHWH, Satan slunk away in defeat.
All the observing angels were dancing and celebrating with
Logos through the heavenlies. They weren’t watching him.
Maybe he lost the battle, but he could still win the war. Satan
and his host zipped up to his beloved Mars to confirm the
collision. Logos said He would move all his toys farther from
Earth, but He hasn’t yet. This could be his last chance.

Recalculating the new course of Mars, Satan screamed
in delight! It was aimed right at Israel, to impact in less
than six hours! He left to find Logos to crow about his
victory, then returned. He was not stupid. Too many times
before, he had stopped to celebrate before the victory was
actually accomplished. Now he totally focused on the task
at hand. He must guide Mars all the way in until...

“Begone, Satan!” Michael the archangel bellowed in a
thunderous roar. “You have lost your wager! You have no
more authority over this planet! Release it this instant or
you shall find yourself bound in the pit this very day!” His
sword drawn high over his head, it was clear Michael
meant business.

Satan backed away, suddenly frightened of this shining
angel who had been created a lesser being than himself.
“Noneed to getso testy,” he whined. “I'm all finished here.
You'll see. I won’t need Mars any more. For it shall collide
with Earth and destroy all life!”

Satan fled, taking his demons with him, to watch the
catastrophe from afar. Surely all the angels of the heavenly
host cannot undo what he had accomplished. He watched
the angels scatter at Michael’s command, frantic, like ants
when a giant has stepped onto their ant hill. There was no
way, no way in heaven, they could ever recover in time.
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Isaiah passed along Jerusha’s message, really the Word
of YHWH, to Hezekiah. Then he got busy rubbing the
poultice of figs over his king’s chest. He should have
thought of that. Figs are unusually high in potassium,
which absorbs right through the skin and can quickly
restore regular heart function. Hezekiah’s pale blue skin
slowly regained its normal reddish olive color. The frantic
panting stopped, and Hezekiah gulped deep breaths of
life-giving air, returning strength to his muscles.

Hezekiah smiled at Isaiah. Now it seemed like he might
live, but he knew the law. “Thank you for your generous
prophecy. But since it is a prophecy of good, it must be
tested before it can be accepted, according to the law.
What is the proof? What is the sign that YHWH will heal
me, so I can walk to the temple on the third day?”

Alysa laughed. Now she knew her king would recover
with no mental impairment. Before Isaiah could answer,
Alysablurted out blithely, “Itis good, O King! You choose
the proof. Shall the shadow on the royal sundial jump
forward ten degrees, or jump backward ten degrees?”

“Ha! That’s easy. It's March. Only in the October flybys
does the shadow go back. In March flybys it always goes
forward if it moves at all. So this time, let it jump back ten
degrees. Then all the earth shall know that YHWH has
worked a mighty miracle on my behalf!”

Isaiah stared, astounded. His wife was laughing light-
heartedly and hugging the king. He had indeed asked a
difficult sign! Can YHWH even do that? It had not moved
that far since the Flood, when earth’s crust spun so wildly,
or since the long day of Joshua, when the crust broke free
to float backwards. And it had never moved backwards on
a March flyby, not in recorded history. Isaiah left and
retired to his ‘king’s prophet’ apartment. There he prayed
for YHWH to vindicate His Word through Alysa.

Michael had duplicated Satan’s shirt-tail calculations
to find that he was exactly correct. Mars was on a perfect
interception course toward Earth. That would cause the
extinction of all life, leaving him unable to protect the
Bride. Therefore, Mars must be moved. But how? All the
heavenly host were not now sufficient to accelerate Mars
forward into its proper orbit in time to miss Earth, and
there was no planet in front to help pull it forward.

But Venus was behind. Mars had already past it, but its
moon, Mercury, was circling around. With a little help it
might get there soon enough to help pull Mars back. A risky
gamble, but it seemed the only way. He gave the orders.

Hezekiah was better. He was carried upstairs to his own
bed and propped up to see out the windows. Mars was just
setting below the Western Sea at 5 PM. Normally, its face
was black, but now Mars was a brilliant, growing crescent.
It was as large as anyone had ever seen it and still getting
larger. But Hezekiah refused to entertain fear. Instead, he
put his total trust in YHWH. He rejoiced and worshiped.

Chapter 6 ~ Battle in the Heavenlies

That evening at 6 PM, as the shadow was getting long
on Hezekiah’s sundial, Mars reached its closest approach.
Hezekiah was expecting this, so he was watching closely.
There was a sharp joltas the grounded crustal plates broke
free of the sub-crust mantle and began skating across the
subterranean ocean, driven by huge geomagnetic, electro-
static, and gravitational forces between Earth and Mars.

“It’'s happening!” Hezekiah squealed, pointing out his
window. “Look! Look!” Within only twenty minutes, the
shadow on his sundial drifted backwards ten degrees (net
gain of an hour), before the crust again grounded with a
rumble. Though still quite weak, Hezekiah was giddy with
glee. He had seen it! Never again could he doubt the power
and glory of YHWH his God! He put his astronomers to
work calculating what that huge crustal shift would mean
for Judah and how far they would be from the new equator.

His beloved wife Hefzibah tended him that night. He
was able to relax and sleep peacefully, though for others it
was a long and terrifying night. Mars’ closest approach in
March used to be at midnight on the far side of Earth, but
the timing was off. This night, Mars rose again at 9 PM
(which was now 8 PM due to the gain of the hour). It was
now huge, full, and bright, and stayed that way all night. It
seemed to hang right over Earth instead of moving quickly
past as in a normal flyby. At least it was slowly receding.

Then at midnight (which was now 11 PM), a powerful
arc, the infamous ‘sword of YHWH’, leapt back from its
magneto-tail to rake the land, plowing right through the
ranks of the Assyrians preparing for their dawn assault!

At 6 AM Mars set, over 160,000 miles away and slowly
getting farther. Its magneto-tail could no longer reach
them. The danger had passed. Hezekiah awoke at sunrise,
7 AM. (His sundial didn’t need resetting, but all the clocks
thathadn’tbeensetback read 8 AM.) His servants told him
about the devastation of the Assyrians. Their iron armor
had attracted the electrical discharge from Mars, leaving
the city untouched, butslaying 185,000 Assyrian soldiers!

The earthquakes had been bad. Jerusalem had many
old stone houses which could not withstand the shocks
and had collapsed. But the good news — first, all the major
structures, the palace, temple, and city walls, survived just
fine, as they had been designed to withstand such huge
earthquakes; and second, most of the people of the city
had been on the walls watching the spectacular display all
night, and thus survived when their homes collapsed. Few
in Judah or Jerusalem were injured and none had died.
King Hezekiah praised YHWH at the news.

About then, another report came to Hezekiah. “O King,
live forever! Sennacherib king of Assyria is at the city gate.
He desires audience with you, O King.”

“Oh, no!” Hezekiah said. “I can’t let him see me like
this! I'm too weak. I can’t even stand without feeling faint.
He just wants to discover our weaknesses and injuries.”
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Hefzibah readily agreed, but Alysa did not. “Not so,
O King. If you will meet with King Sennacherib, YHWH
will be honored. For His great power is made perfect in
your weakness. As you humble yourself, YHWH’s mighty
name will be revered among the nations.”

Hezekiah closed his eyes and bit his lip. How much
more must he be humbled? But he knew deep down that
Alysawasright. “Okay. 'm still too weak to properly siton
my throne, and I would just look silly with you guys trying
to prop me up. So if I'm going to humble myself, I may as
well go all the way. Bring Sennacherib into my bedroom.”

So the mighty king of Assyria was led into Hezekiah’s
bedroom. It took a minute for them both to get over the
embarrassment. After a few awkward starts and clearing
his throat, Sennacherib managed to voice his condolences,
“Iam truly sorry to hear of your sickness, Hezekiah. T hope
you get well soon. You have been a worthy adversary...”

“Aw... belay that! 'm not your adversary! When did I
ever attack you? I would much rather be your friend and
ally, as I was with your father Sargon.”

“That’s not what I meant, Hezekiah. It is... well, it’s
your God! I've never seen anything like it! My priest swore
that Mars would fight for us, but your God... He... T've
never seen anything like it! He was everywhere! I should
never have attacked you. Now half my men are dead and
the rest are terrified of you. We didn’t expect Mars so near,
sowe didn’t take precautions. My men still had their armor
on,and... well... we won’t make that mistake again! We're
heading home. I want you to know that. As soon as we
bury our dead and recover our strength. I would be most
grateful if you would not attack us while we pack up, for
you would certainly overwhelm us. I swear that, as long as
I am king of Assyria, we shall never again attack Judah.”

“Thank you for coming to tell me. You are free to leave.
I would never hit a man while he is down.”

“My men have brought your gift, all of it. I must return
it, for it belongs to your God and has become a curse to me.
Please accept it with my apologies. Pray for me, I beg you,
that His curse be lifted.” He hesitated only a moment
before continuing, his face turning a bit red. “I... uh...
have added a small gift of my own, to assure you of my
sincerity. Just 500 pounds of gold and 5000 of silver.”

Hezekiah smiled. This was turning out better than he
thought. “I accept, my friend. Thank you. I will pray for
you as you ask.” He glanced at Alysa. She nodded but kept
mum. No Assyrian king wants a prophecy from a woman.
She was hoping for Hezekiah to tell him about YHWH, but
he missed it. “I, uh... also have something I must return to
you. I did not capture him. The Egyptians captured him
and brought him to me after taking Ekron. I kept him safe
foryou.” He told his servants to dress King Padi in his royal
robes and bring him. He was glad that he had never abused
him like kings often do to captured kings.
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Sennacherib stood to go. “Thank you, Hezekiah. Good
luck! I hope you get well soon!” He turned away.

But Alysa knew the conversation wasn’t finished.
“Wait, O King. Live forever! My king Hezekiah is well
already, though still weak. Yesterday he suffered a fatal
heart attack. He was teetering on death’s door. His skin
was blue-gray, his pulse raced, his breath came in gasps,
smelling of death. Then he humbled himself...”

She stopped, for Hezekiah had finally caught on. “Yes, I
humbled myself before our God, YHWH, and He granted
me fifteen more years, and said that I will be strong enough
to worship in His temple day after tomorrow. I invite you
to join me. Though you would not be permitted in the
inner court, I would stand with you in the court of the
nations. I want to introduce you to YHWH our God.”

A broad smile crossed King Sennacherib’s face. “I was
hoping you would ask. I would love to see this God of
yours up close. I've never seen anything like it!”

“Meet me here this Sabbath, by 10 AM. I will be well,
and will personally walk with you to the temple.”

That day was a flurry of activity at the temple, as the
gold that Hezekiah had taken was restored; door knobs,
furnishings, dishes and utensils; it was all there from what
King Sennacherib had returned. And at the same time,
Hezekiah ordered that medicines and supplies — anything
they needed — be taken out to the stricken Assyrian army.
No king was more generous to his attackers.

That evening Mars rose again, well before sunset when
it should have been on the opposite side of Earth. It had
changed phase, just a bit, but was still nearly ‘full’. It had
definitely crossed Earth’s orbit, butit was on amuch closer
trajectory than on any previous flyby. It was nearly as big
as when it had set! This was unprecedented. Previously
Mars would always shrink into the distance within one day
after a flyby. Let me describe the intricate course Mars had
been threading during this flyby. [See diagram, page 313.]

When Mars had swung around Venus toward Earth, it
had pulled Venus out of resonance, When Michael had
directed his angels to rush Mercury into the fray, Mars had
grabbed the tiny planet to hurl it away from Venus on its
own. The trajectory of Mars (which is twice as massive)
didn’t change as much, but it was enough. Astrologers in
many nations had seen the flyby in their darkened sun-
mirrors. Mercury had ‘saved the Earth’, pulling back on
Mars and thus re-aiming its course to miss Earth. From
that day Mercury has been worshiped among the nations
as the healer. Thus Mars flew behind Earth, far closer than
normal for an ‘off year’ flyby, crossing our orbit after Earth
had passed by. At ten times the mass of Mars, Earth has lots
of pull. But this time it yanked Mars the opposite way.
Instead of pulling Mars back into its resonant orbit, it bent
Mars’ orbit the opposite direction, to slingshot around the
night side of Earth for the first time ever.
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That slingshot effect stole energy from Earth, slowing
Earth down to nearly a 365 day year and speeding Mars up
to a 688 day year (near what they are today). Earth pulled
Mars into a more-circular orbit, which no longer crossed
orbits with any other planet. Mercury sailed off on its own,
eventually achieving a zippy 82 day orbit around Sol (near
what it is today). The resonance of the planets unraveled.
The scene was spectacular in the extreme. For the first
time the Red Planet remained immense and near ‘full’ for
several nights after the flyby, until Earth released its grip.
Itwas described by the ancientsasa golden orb blazing like
the sun as it hung so enormous and menacing in the sky.

Only one thing they still had to fear: its moons! Mars’
previous orbit had reached the asteroid belt. It had picked
up rocks both large (like Phobos and Deimos) and small.
As it passed, Earth reeled in a small rock — only about one
by two miles across. It began a death spiral to the ground.

“Shall we stop it?” Michael asked.

“No,” Logos responded. “That much I have left for
Satan. For he has occasion against the Mycenaean peoples
for their gross idolatry and immorality.”

Almost immediately Satan was there. “Did I just hear
my name being taken in vain?” he called.

“Not at all, my beloved adversary. I have a gift for you.
Though you have lost the use of the major planets in
accord with the terms of our agreement, yet I give you one
small asteroid-moon to do with as you choose. It is your
consolation prize, for the valiant effort you made in testing
My son Hezekiah. Use it wisely, as it may be your last for a
long time. And no, you do not have permission to use it to
harm any against whom you have no occasion.”

“Valiant effort? Consolation prize? Huh! Whatare You
trying to pull? You don’t give consolation prizes.”

“Actually I do. Though finding something you will
appreciate that doesn’t violate My nature is difficult. But it
is certainly within My nature to express gratefulness to any
who benefit Me, as you have.”

“I? Benefit You? You're crazy! I threw everything I had
against You and against Your blessed son! I still can’t
believe I failed! After that, I really ought to hang up my
adversary badge and take up knitting!”

“I agree. Yet you have made a fine adversary and I am
grateful. I cannot countenance evil. However, it is in being
exposed to and tempted by evil that My Bride is tested. She
needs to be proven! All the universe is watching to see if
My Plan of the Ages will succeed or fail. It is at the heart of
the Great Controversy, whether in the long run your ways
or My ways will prove the best. This day you tempted My
son to the ultimate extreme of human endurance, yet he
chose My good and rejected your evil. Now there is no
longer any doubt in the eyes of the angelic host that My
Plan of the Ages shall succeed. I thank you.”

Chapter 6 ~ Battle in the Heavenlies

“Bah! ThenIrefuse. Iwill have nothing more to do with
evil. Why should I help You?”

“My beloved Lucifer! I am so delighted to hear it! You
really are willing to give up evil to acknowledge My ways of
righteousness? I gladly accept your repentance! Come
learn of Me! I will teach you...”

“No! You... You... [The word he wanted to use just
wouldn’t come out, or none of the alternates he picked, so
he just went on.] I despise Your ways of righteousness.
Andlamnotrepenting. I just won't tempt Your Bride with
evil anymore, that’s all I meant.”

Logos nodded, a slight smile playing at the corners of
His lips. “Good! Good! Thank you! Now that your testing
is finished, my son Hezekiah shall flourish abundantly,
without any further downward pull of evil.”

“Wait a minute! You can’t have it both ways! Do You
want me to continue the temptations of your Bride, or do
You not? And don’t try to trick me!”

“Idon’t trick, and I cannot lie. I do want you to test, to
tempt My Bride, My son, all My servants, for they must be
tested to be purified. And I desperately do not want you to
test them, for I grieve for them! Every pain, every anguish,
falls upon Me. You've no idea the agony I went through as
you nearly stopped the heart of my son Hezekiah!”

Satan just stood there with his mouth half open. So
Logos continued, “Now, do you want my little gift, or shall
I let it splash harmlessly into the sea?”

Satan tookit. He was appalled, furious at the magnitude
of his loss. It was entirely his own choice to use it to wipe
out the wicked Mycenaean culture. He had occasion! He
brought the rock in a blazing arc over the Peloponnesian
Peninsula. The intense heat set everything on fire and left
the countryside bare and desolate. 90% of the Mycenaeans
died. Their ancient culture never recovered, and many of
their towns remain charred rock to this day. Once again
the angels were awed that Satan would choose so readily to
do the will of Logos while trying to do the exact opposite.

Isaiah-Alysa’s communion with Logos was restored.
They wanted to know, “Why could we not reach You,
Lord? When Hezekiah needed Your Word the most, why
did our prayers seem shunted off to Never-Never-Land?”

“My beloved, I am always with you. I always hear your
prayers. But Hezekiah was being tested. He is My son! The
most severe test of all for a son is when the Father’s voice
cannot be heard, the life-giving Word is cut off, and the
Revelatory Spirit hides His face. I had to withdraw from
you then. You would have negated the results of his test.”

“Oh... Did he pass the test?”

“Yes! My son has humbled himself before Me. He trusts
Me like none other before him. He is perfect, in body, soul,
and spirit — perfect in faith. I am very pleased.”

43



Sabbath morning arrived. Though feeling stronger
each day, Hezekiah was still weak. Yet he had assurance
from the Word of YHWH through Isaiah (and Jerusha)
that he would be well enough to go worship in the temple.
Besides, he had promised Sennacherib. So he willed his
body out of bed and forced himself to eat a little breakfast.

The expected report came, “King Sennacherib is at the
gate with a few of his officers and guards.”

“Letthemin. 'mready.” Hezekiah stood up, surprising
himself that he didn’t faint and keel over. Walking slowly,
he made it to the throne room and greeted Sennacherib.
Suddenly a surge of strength flowed through him as he
quoted from Psalm 122: “I was glad when they said unto
me, let us go up to the house of YHWH, to give thanks to
His holy name!” He threw his shoulders back like the great
king he was, and strode off with King Sennacherib toward
Solomon’s temple. He was completely well, and knew it.

When they reached the temple, which was but a short
walk through the king’s secret passageway, the priests
welcomed them in. Hezekiah had not asked for entrance
for the Assyrians, for he knew they were not permitted
beyond the court of the nations. But the priests must have
forgotten. Perhaps YHWH made them forget, or blinded
their eyes. They quickly ushered them all right up to the
front, where the king always stood, showing Sennacherib
the same honor as King Hezekiah himself.

The worship was glorious. During the sacrifices, the
smoke and incense seemed to brighten into the Shekina
Glory of God. His presence was felt even more strongly as
the priests sang the Hallel, accompanied by the musicians.
Psalms were sung with the people all lustily joining in, and
Hezekiah was delighted to see Sennacherib getting into it
as well, humming along with them.

But as the high priest brought the exhortation, which
was on personal holiness this time, Hezekiah could see
that Sennacherib was pricked in the heart. Tears ran down
his cheeks. Assyrian kings don’t cry — at least, not in front
of anyone. But Sennacherib didn’t even hide it. Hezekiah
was almost glad when the priest finally pronounced the
Aaronic Benediction and they returned to the palace.

All during the noon meal and late into the afternoon
Sennacherib plied Hezekiah with questions. But finally, he
stood to leave. “This day has been most instructive and
beneficial, truly a delight. I've never seen anything like it.
Judah is blessed to have such a fascinating — and good -
God. But I must go. My people expect me to worship our
gods with them on the day of the sun. And especially after
what has happened to them, I dare not disappoint them.”

“O King,” Hezekiah stood to face him. “Their gods are
defeated. That is because they are not gods at all, but just
passing planets, or carvings of wood or stone, or castings
of gold or silver. Surely your people can see that now!
Teach them about YHWH, and His Sabbaths.”
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After a whole day of enthusiastic eagerness, now King
Sennacherib began to back-pedal. “Oh, I couldn’t do that.
At least, not right away. They are confused and hurting
enough already. But I will certainly tell everyone how sick
you were, and about your amazing recovery!” He thanked
his host and made a hurried exit.

As he promised, Sennacherib did tell everyone about
Hezekiah'’s sickness and miraculous healing. All the rest of
that year, the kings of surrounding nations sent get-well
cards and gifts. Some gifts were quite substantial, since
everyone was grateful that the aggressive Assyrians had
finally been given their comeuppance. King Hezekiah and
all Judah became rich. Never was aland so blessed by God.

Satan was miffed that any nation should be so blessed.
Again and again he came to Logos for permission to ‘test’
the people of Judah (now that he knew how it hurt Logos).
But Logos just grinned and responded, “My son Hezekiah
is perfect in every way. He needs no further testing now.”

Toward the end of that year, another in a long line of
delegations from the kings of the nations came calling at
Hezekiah’s palace, bringing gifts and condolences for his
sickness. This group came from far-off Babylon, where
Assyrian puppet King Bel-ibni was sending submissive-
sounding letters to Calah, as King Merodach-baladan was
actually on the throne. King Hezekiah received the rather
lavish gift and read the accompanying letter. After the
usual fluff about being sorry that he had been sick, happy
that he was well, and delighted at his victory over the
Assyrians, King Merodach-baladan got down to business.

“As you may have heard, the Assyrians claim Babylon.
But like you, I and the Chaldean princes of the land do not
want Sennacherib ruling over us. We don’t like paying his
tribute or bowing to his gods. He thinks Assyria has some
right to our land, but the proud and ancient kingdom of
Babylon was strong long before Assyria even existed! Just
like you, we believe that we should have the right to rule
our own country as we see fit. Now that you, O mighty
King Hezekiah, have shown the world that Assyria can be
defeated, we would be most honored if you would join
with us and all free nations of the world in an alliance
against the wicked Assyrian’s aggression.”

The letter went on like that for several pages, praising
Hezekiah’s wisdom and power. It detailed how such an
alliance would save the world, and all the kings of the
nations would be so grateful to him. Yes, there was a lot of
butter in there, as letters to kings are apt to have. Now,
Hezekiah understood that his defeat of Assyria was not
due to his own wisdom or power, but it was still nice to be
appreciated. He entertained the delegation royally that
night. The next morning he sat down to write a careful
answer to Merodach-baladan, agreeing with his proposed
alliance. Then, before sending the delegation home, he
showed them though his palace, his treasures, his
defenses, his armor and weapons, everything.
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Satan came laughing to Logos. “I thought You said Your
son was perfect in every way. He is weak! Look how easily
he fell to my temptations to pride. It exposes how foolish
and self-consumed he is! Besides, he completely failed in
converting Sennacherib to You. He is not worthy to be
Your son. You ought to let me destroy him!”

Logos’ eyes were wet with tears. But He patiently
answered Satan. “Hezekiah did asIled him. Sennacherib’s
choice to reject Me was his own. I am sorry for him, for he
chose you, not really realizing all the suffering that will
entail. But Hezekiah is not My son because he is worthy.
Heis My son because thatis what I made him to be. Iwould
no more let you destroy him than I would let my angels
destroy you when you fell to the temptation to pride. You,
too, were perfectin every way. I am glad to hear you finally
acknowledge that pride results in becoming foolish and
self-consumed. However, you were not weak. You were
the mightiest of My creation! Can you not now cut My son
a little slack here? Yes, he became proud. But I shall teach
him. I shall work with him, until he learns from whom his
strength and wisdom comes. What about you, My beloved
Lucifer? How long will it be before you learn, before you
are able to bow to Me and acknowledge where your...”

But at the reminder of his original name, Satan fled in
anger and pride. Foolish indeed! How dare Logos call him
such names! And he had every right to be self-consumed. He
was the greatest of all the creation! Everyone else ought to
worship him! He determined to stop coming to Logos at
all. Logos seemed to have a shrewd way of turning his own
words against him. He went off to see what he could do to
ensure that Sennacherib remained fully his.

That delegation from Babylon was disguised as simple
traders traveling through Assyria on the King’s Highway
beside the Euphrates. They had nearly reached Babylon.
Satan quickly alerted some Assyrian custom’s officials and
inspired them to be more thorough than usual. They
found Hezekiah’s letter,and a copy of Merodach-baladan’s
letter that King Hezekiah had signed. This was treason!
They brought the delegation before King Sennacherib.

Itdidn’t take awhole lot for Satan to inflame the heart of
Sennacherib with rage. This, after all Hezekiah had said
about holding nothing against him! Well, his God YHWH
may be protecting him, but He is surely not protecting
Merodach-baladan! King Sennacherib burned the letters
and executed the entire Babylonian delegation. The next
year his restored army marched to Babylon once again.

And again, Merodach-baladan was caught unprepared.
He had been busy sending letters and making alliances,
but his own military forces were in disarray. Many of his
oft-abused commanders hated him and were ready to stab
him in the back, and he didn’t have time to call for his allies
to come to his aid. He fled to Elam, badly injuring himself
with his own sword in his haste. Logos wondered that he
could suffer so much and still not learn any wisdom.

Chapter 6 ~ Battle in the Heavenlies

The traitor Bel-ibni was deposed and taken to Assyriain
disgrace. He lived in a dungeon in Calah the rest of his life.
Sennacherib crowned his own son, Ashur-nadin-shumi,
as the king of Babylon in his place. He had been wanting to
do this for a long time, anyway. He had been rigorously
training his son for this ever since he was a toddler! It was
now 700 BC and ‘the kid’ was nearly twelve.

Egypt's embarrassing defeat at Eltekeh in 702 BC had
humbled the proud Pharaohs of the Nile Delta. Tefnakht I,
the one who had started the rebellion against Piye, came
home in disgrace. He was later slain by his own officers.
His next living son, Tefnakht IT, was still too young to rule
in his place, so his officers fought each other until 695 BC
when Tefnakht IT could take over as the governor of Sais.
He was weak, and never accomplished much of anything.
Pimay never recovered from the assault upon his pride.
Though he ruled at Tanis for four more years, he never
amounted to a hill of beans. Shoshenk VI came over from
Leontopolis and took over for him at Tanis in 698 BC.
Pimay’s nephew, Shoshenk V, ruled at Bubastis for thirty
more years, but again, what did he accomplish? Nothing.
He died a broken, beaten man. So Shoshenk VI essentially
had control over Egypt’s entire Nile Delta, though most of
the time he still ruled from the big palace at Leontopolis
that his father Iuput built. Up at Thebes, Osorkon III was
getting old and weak. The campaign to the Levant had left
him broken in spirit. His son Takelot IIT was too young, so
like the others, he achieved nothing more for his people.

Taharqa had gone back to work with his uncle Shabaka
at Thebes. He was hailed as a great hero, as he had taken
some of the credit for sending the Assyrians back to their
own country in defeat, and of course conveniently failed to
elaborate on his own defeat at Eltekeh. Only his older
brother Shebitku (who was next in line for the throne at
Thebes) got the full story. He shook his head at Taharqa.
“They should have killed you all! Assyrians are the most
ruthless warriors on the planet! I don’t know why they let
you go. Perhaps it was because I showed deference to King
Sargon the last time he was in the Levant.”

“You did what?!” Their uncle Shabaka overheard.

“Sorry uncle. T know thatit exceeded my authority. But
Sargon had won every battle from Babylon down through
Philistia. I didn’t want any offenses making him angry at
us! You gave refuge in Egypt to King Lamanni of Ashdod
when he was fleeing from Sargon. Do you remember now?
Well, I ordered my guards to extradite him back to Sargon.
Isentarespectful letter along with them, honoring Sargon
for his exploits and thanking him for enforcing the peace.”

“I had forgotten all about Lamanni.”

“Iknow. But I'll bet the Assyrians never attacked Egypt
because of what I did. Don’t you think I will make a good
Pharaoh after you pass on?”

Shabaka, now getting old and tired, had to agree.
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CHAPTER 7—-MANASSEH BECOMES KING, MICAH

Old Shabaka passed on in 698 BC, and Shebitku took
over at Thebes. As far as we know, he did indeed make a
good Pharaoh there. He allowed his little brother Taharqa,
the hero who had kept the Assyrians out of Egypt, a good
deal of authority in a kind of a co-regency for six years. Of
course they both remained under the authority of their
illustrious father Piye, who still ruled at Napata.

The next year TakelotIII, son of Osorkon I1I, was given
akind of co-regency as ruling high priest of Amun with his
aged father at Thebes until his father’s death in 692 BC.

These two co-regencies were the last in ancient Egypt.
But we still have one last co-regency in Judah. In 696 BC,
Hezekiah crowned his son Manasseh to rule with him.
Now, why would a smart king like Hezekiah crown his son
to be his co-regent at the tender age of twelve? Hezekiah’s
heart attack and intimate flirt with death had profoundly
changed him. It was more than just being acutely aware of
his mortality. He now had a bigger vision. He discovered
that even being the king of Judah was but a small thing,
compared to knowing YHWH and walking in His ways.

The change came about like this. After the delegation
from Babylon had left the palace, YHWH had sent Isaiah to
Hezekiah. “Who were those men who just left? Where did
they come from?” He sounded vexed.

“Justambassadors from Merodach-baladan of Babylon.
He sentme alarge gift, for he wanted me to agree to join the
confederation of free nations who are going to stand up to
any further Assyrian aggression. It’s just not right that
Assyria should walk over nation after nation. They have
their own country. They must learn to be content with it.”

“We'll let YHWH decide on the boundaries for Assyria.
What did you show the Babylonians?”

“Oh, I was very open and honest with them. If we are
going to have an alliance of free nations, we’ve got to be...”

“What have they seen in your palace?”

“Uh, everything. All my treasures, my weapons, my
fortifications, my armed forces. There is nothing that I
tried to hide from them. I was very open and...”

“That is foolish, O King. After all you’ve been through,
you still haven’t learned that your strength is not in your
wealth or your military forces. The kings of the earth will
use thatinformation against you. YHWH says that the days
are coming when all that you have shown them shall be
carried away to Babylon, and some of your own sons shall
also be taken in exile, to serve at the palace at Babylon.”

Hezekiah bowed his head in repentance. “O YHWH,
forgive me!” He prayed out loud. “I allowed myself to get
proud again. I'm sorry. Teach me Your ways. Teach me to
remain humble and teachable before Your face always, for
I love You, YHWH my King!”
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The watching heavenly host were awed. Again, Logos
shouted the victory to the Father in eternity, proclaiming
to all the universe, “My son has done it! His choice, now
doubled, is set forever!” Logos then whispered to Isaiah,
who passed it right on to Hezekiah: “YHWH is pleased
with your humble response, O King. He accepts your
repentance and forgives you. And He will answer your
request, for He loves to teach you! He offers you three
choices. Do you wish to be taught through the loss of your
kingdom, your authority? Or do you choose to lose your
mental facilities? To go senile? Or third, do you choose to
lose your physical strength? To be sickly?”

Hezekiah pondered that. What a choice! “Can I not
learn from YHWH without losing something?”

“Yes, you can learn many things about YHWH without
losing anything at all. But He has chosen you to be His son.
He wants you to know more than just things about Him.
He wants you to know Him — to know His wisdom and
character; to learn His ways. Anyone can learn statistics
about Him. Anyone can make lists of all He has done and
all He can do. From the time of our travail in Egypt the
children of Israel have known His mighty acts. Yet their
bodies fell in the wilderness. But Moses was a son in His
house. Moses learned His ways. Moses spoke with Him
face to face as to a friend. Look all that he lost! First his
wealth and power as the next Pharaoh in Egypt, then forty
years in Midian tending sheep and another forty in the
wilderness tending the children of Israel! O King, YHWH
has chosen you as ason in this generation. There is no way
to become a son in His house without losing some things
in this earthly realm, for His house is of the heavenly
realm. Would you notrather lose a few trivial things of this
earth to gain the riches of a son in the highest heaven?”

“Yes, now that you put it that way. But let God choose,
for I want to be His son, whatever the cost.”

“No, O King. He has given you the choice.”

Hezekiah stopped to consider. “If I lose my kingdom,
the lesson will be lost, for the whole point is for me to learn
to remain humble even when I am honored as the king.
And if I lose my mind, how can I teach others what I have
learned? So if I must choose one, I pick the third choice. I
would rather be strong in spirit and weak or sick in body.”

Isaiah nodded. “You have made a wise choice. YHWH
will honor it. He vows that you shall indeed learn all that
He has to teach you, for you are His son, and He loves you.
And that prophecy about Judah being exiled to Babylon?
Well, YHWH is so pleased with you that He has postponed
it. It will not come to pass until one of your descendants
turns away from Him to serve the gods of the nations.”

So from that day forth King Hezekiah grew weak and
sickly in body, even as he grew mighty in spirit. Some said
he had just gotten up too soon after his coronary, but he
saw it as the hand of God upon him.
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The kingdom of Judah prospered abundantly, now
growing in power and influence among the surrounding
nations. Even as Hezekiah grew weak, his kingdom grew
strong. Hezekiah walked slowly, with a cane, though he
was only 32. But his mind was sharper than a tack, and he
remained feared and respected the world over. The people
of Judah all loved him, and served him faithfully. Thus he
was able to accomplish many great public works for them
during his reign.

Butin 696 BC, very aware of his weakness, he crowned
his son Manasseh co-regent and set him on his throne.
Hezekiah no longer needed the glory of sitting on a throne.
Manasseh was a good boy. Hezekiah was very conscious of
that prophecy about Judah being exiled to Babylon after
one of his descendants turned away from YHWH, but it
certainly wouldn’tbe Manasseh! Notif he could helpit. He
worked with him constantly, teaching him the wisdom
and character he had gained over the years.

Yes, Manasseh was a good boy. He was quick to learn,
obedient, respectful, and eager to please. He ought to make
a fine king. Hefzibah, His godly mother, had trained him
well, and now Hezekiah guided him in wisdom and all the
kingly graces as he turned over the various aspects of the
kingdom into his son’s enthusiastic hands. Though only
twelve, Manasseh became his arms and legs as Hezekiah
grew weaker. Never was a father more pleased with his
son. Everyone in Judah was delighted with him.

And while Manasseh took over more and more of the
affairs of the kingdom, his weakened father grew strong in
spirit. With the decision of Hezekiah to learn the ways of
God, Isaiah-Alysa was loosed to prophesy marvelous and
encouraging poems of the incomparable greatness of God
and his promises to His afflicted ones. Poems such as:

“Comfort, O comfort ye My people, says your God.
Speak kindly to Jerusalem. Call out to her, that her warfare
is ended. Her iniquity has been removed. She has already
received from God double for all her sins. The voice of one
calls out, ‘Clear the way for YHWH in the wilderness!
Make smooth in the desert a highway for our God! Let
every valley be lifted up and every mountain be made low.
Let the rough ground become a plain, and the rugged hills
a fertile valley. Then the glory of YHWH will be revealed,
and all flesh shall see it together, for the mouth of YHWH
has spokenit.’ ... All flesh is like grass, and its beauty like
the flower of the field. The grass withers, the flower fades,
when the breath of YHWH blows upon it. Yes, the grass
withers, the flower fades, but the Word of our God abides
forever... Behold, YHWH our God will come with power
and might, bringing His reward with Him. As a shepherd
He shall lead His flock. In His arms He will gather the
lambs and carry them near His heart. He will gently lead
the nursing ewes into green pastures.” (From Isaiah 40.)

Hezekiah memorized each poem and prophecy as it
came to him. Then he meditated on it until the next one.

Chapter 7 ~ Manasseh Becomes King, Micah

We now have all these prophecies in the book of Isaiah,
only because of the carefulness of King Hezekiah to gather
them together. He kept his scribes busy transcribing them,
writing out the verbal ones, binding them together into
booklets, and making copies to distribute. I would love to
quote themall for you, but there are just too many. So I'will
limit myself to just a few of Hezekiah’s favorites, such as:

“Why do you say, O Jacob, and assert, O Israel, My way
is hidden from YHWH! The justice due me escapes the
notice of my God!’? Do you not know? Have you not
heard? The everlasting God, YHWH, almighty Creator of
the Universe, never falls asleep. He never even gets tired.
His understanding is inscrutable. His wisdom is beyond
us. He gives strength to the weary, and power to the weak.
Youths may grow weary, and vigorous men stumble badly,
yet those who wait for YHWH will renew their strength.
They will mount up with wings like eagles. They will run
and not get tired. They will walk and not faint.”

Many of them were prophecies of the coming Messiah.
These delighted Hezekiah no end: “Behold, My Servant,
whom I fully support; My chosen one in whom My soul
delights! T have put My Spirit upon Him. He will bring
forth justice to the nations. He will not cry out, nor raise
His voice in the street. A bruised reed He will not break,
nor extinguish a weakly smoldering wick. Instead, He will
faithfully dispense justice. He won’t be disheartened until
He has established justice on the earth, until even the far-
off coastlands wait expectantly for His Law. For thus says
YHWH Elohim, who created the heavens and stretched
out the stars, who spread out the earth and its offspring,
who gives breath to the people on it, and Spirit to those
who walk in it, Tam YHWH! I have called You to be My
Righteousness! I will also hold You by the hand and watch
over You. For I make You a covenant to My people and a
light to the nations, to open blind eyes, to release prisoners
from the dungeon, to free those who dwell in darkness. I
am YHWH! That is My name! I will not give My glory to
another or My praise to graven images.” (From Isaiah 42.)

“For the Spirit of YHWH Elohim is upon Me, because
He has anointed Me to bring good news to the afflicted.
YHWH has sent Me to bind up the brokenhearted; to
proclaim liberty to captives and freedom to prisoners; to
proclaim the favorable year of YHWH and the day of
vengeance of our God; to comfort those who mourn in
Zion by giving them a garland of grace instead of ashes, the
oil of gladness instead of mourning, the mantle of praise
instead of a fainting spirit! So they will be called oaks of
righteousness planted by YHWH Himself, so He may be
glorified in them. Then they will rebuild the ancient ruins,
restore the past devastations, and repair the ruined cities,
the desolations of many generations. Aliens will pasture
your flocks and foreigners will be your farmers, but you
shall be called priests of YHWH, ministers of our God! You
will eat the wealth of nations, and everlasting joy will fill
your house!”” (From Isaiah 61.)
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Many were prophecies of the nations, conveying God’s
judgment or His blessing depending on how they have
treated His people. Others were just prophecies of Judah,
and Jerusalem, the Holy City. Yet others were prophecies
of the regathering of Israel with Judah into one nation, to
fulfill their original purpose, such as in Isaiah 49:

“Listen to Me, O islands, and pay attention, you far-off
nations. YHWH called me from the womb; He named me
Israel from my mother’s body. He has made my mouth like
a sharp sword, concealed in the shadow of His hand. He
made me like a sharp arrow, concealed in His quiver. Then
He said to me, ‘You, Israel, are My servant in whom I will
show My glory!” But I answered, ‘I fear You have toiled in
vain, for I have spent my strength in vanity and futility.
Now I shall receive only judgment; the justice due me
from YHWH.” YHWH laughed and responded, ‘Not so!
For I formed you from the womb to be My servant! I shall
bring back Jacob, regather Israel, and make you one nation
again, so you shall be glorious in My sight. Butitissucha
small thing for Me to restore the devastated tribes of Jacob
and Israel. So I will also make you as a light to the nations,
so My great salvation may reach to the ends of the earth!””

But Hezekiah’s ‘most favorite’ prophecies were those
that spoke of Messiah’s coming Kingdom: “...the former
troubles are forgotten; they are hid from My sight. For
behold, I renew the heavens and the earth, so the former
things will no longer be remembered. Be glad and rejoice
in what I create! I create Jerusalem for rejoicing, and her
people for gladness. I also will rejoice in Jerusalem, and be
glad in My people. No longer will be heard in her the voice
of weeping, or the sound of crying. No longer will there be
in her one who dies in infancy, or a man who does not live
out his full days. For even the youth shall reach the age of
one hundred! If he does not, he will be thought accursed.
So My people shall build homes and live in them! They
shall plant vineyards and eat their fruit! Never again shall
they build only for another to inhabit, or plant only for
another to steal the harvest. As the lifetime of a tree, so
shall be the lifespan of My people. My chosen ones shall
wear out the work of their hands. They shall not labor in
vain or bear children for calamity, for they are the children
of those blessed by YHWH, including their descendants
for many generations. Then before they even call on Me,
I will answer. I will respond to them while they are still
speaking. The wolf and the lamb shall graze together, and
the lion shall eat straw like the ox, but dust shall be the
serpent’s food. Then they shall do no evil and cause no
harm in all My holy mountain, says YHWH!” (Isaiah 65)

Oh! Did Hezekiah live in those prophecies! In them, he
learned YHWH’s ways, how He thinks, what He loves and
what He hates, to became the son YHWH always wanted.
Thus injustice and evil were banished from the kingdom
ofJudah, and during the fifteen extra years YHWH granted
Hezekiah, peace and righteousness reigned. It was a little
slice of heaven on earth! The people rejoiced.
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Isaiah was now 86 and his wife Alysa 76. Never was a
prophet so well-appreciated in his own time. They were
second in power and honor to the king himself. All the
people of the land loved and respected them. Isaiah
couldn’t understand that, for Logos had commanded him
to “Render the hearts of My people insensitive, their ears
dull, their eyes dim, lest they see with their eyes, hear with
their ears, understand with their hearts, and repent, and be
healed.” But the people were anything but insensitive!

So Isaiah-Alysa questioned YHWH about that. Logos
reminded him of the general insensitivity to His Word
during the times of Kings Ahaz, Hoshea, Pekah, and even
good King Jotham. Then He said, “I left you Hezekiah My
son to encourage you, to prepare you for the tough times
ahead. His son Manasseh will try your soul.”

“Manasseh? You've got to be kidding! Manasseh is a
good boy. He is respectful, obedient, sincere, faithful...”

“I don’t kid. You look at the outside. I see the heart.
Manasseh’s heart is anything but sincere. Warn Hezekiah,
for he is blind to his son’s hard heart and callous spirit.”

Hezekiah'’s reaction was about the same as Isaiah’s. He
couldn’t conceive of his son having a hard heart. Manasseh
was always so quick, so eager to obey. Alysa was the only
one who seemed to sense something wrong. “YHWH
questioned his sincerity. Is it possible that he is eager to
please you and to appear as righteous before the people,
yet has no real love for YHWH in his heart?”

“Well, let’s ask him.” Hezekiah was determined to get
to the bottom of this. They called for Manasseh. Hezekiah
took the lead. “My son, you have been king with me for
two years now. I and all the people of Judah appreciate
your reign. Now that you're fourteen, I want to know how
you feel about it all. Do you like being king? Do you love
the people of the kingdom? Do you love me, and the way
I've taught you to rule? Do you love Hefzibah and the way
she’s taught you to conduct yourself? Do youlove YHWH?
Do you love our worship of Him and dependence upon his
Word? Do you love YHWH’s wisdom and His ways? And
do you love His prophets, like Isaiah and Alysa here?”

Manasseh brightened up with his most winning and
friendly smile. “Of course Dad! Everything you said and
more! YHWH has given me a good life. The best life a boy
could ever have. I'm grateful to Him, and to you all as well.
I'm determined to pursue it and make the most of it. I will
be the best king I canbe.Idetermine to bring honor to your
name and to YHWH’s too, bless His holy name forever!”

There was nothing wrong with that answer. Hezekiah
turned to Isaiah with an Ttold youso!’look on his face. But
Alysa was still suspicious. “Manasseh, we're very glad to
hear your confession. YHWH will honor you always, if you
will keep it. But you said something that I would really like
to have explained. You told your dad, ‘Everything you
said, and more.’ What did you mean by the, ‘and more™?”
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Manasseh gave a courteous bow. “Yes, Ma’am. I love
wisdom! I want to be the best king I can be! I want to learn
everything my parents have to teach me, everything you
and Isaiah have to teach me, and more! For example, I've
been studying the writings of Micah. He was a prophet
from before my father’s reign. I want to learn everything
that God has ever spoken through all His prophets.”

Now Isaiah got suspicious. “Yes. Micah of the School of
Prophets. What are you learning from his writings?”

“Oh! It's been thrilling! Do you have an hour? Back in
the times of Kings Jotham, Ahaz, Hoshea, and Pekah,
Micah was prophesying the destruction and exile of both
Israel and Judah. He said things like, YHWH is coming to
tread on the high places of the earth. The mountains will
melt and the valleys will split, like wax before the fire, like
water rushing downhill, for the rebellion of Jacob and for
the sins of the house of Israel. For what is the rebellion of
Jacobifnot Samaria? And what s the high place of Judah if
notJerusalem? So I will make Samaria a heap of ruins. .. all
her idols will be smashed, her wealth will be burned, and
her statues will be desolate. That's why I lament and wail.
That's why I go barefoot, naked, lamenting like jackals and
mourning like ostriches. For her wound is incurable. And
now it has even come to Judah. It has reached the gates of
My people and on into Jerusalem. Her leaders pronounce
judgment for a bribe. Her priests teach for a price. Her
prophets divine for money. Yet they invoke the name of
YHWH, saying, “YHWH is in our midst! Calamity shall
not come upon us!” Therefore, on account of you, Zion
will become a plowed field, Jerusalem will become a heap
of ruins, and the mountain of Solomon’s glorious temple
will become just another mound in a gloomy forest.’

“But guess what? When wicked old King Ahaz died and
my father took over the throne of Judah, Micah changed
his tune. He began prophesying good for us. He said, ‘It
will come about in the last days. ..’ that's now — the days of
me and my father! ‘That the mountain of YHWH’s holy
temple will be established as the chief of the mountains. It
will be raised above the hills and the peoples will stream to
it. Indeed many nations will say, “Come! Let us go up to
the mountain of YHWH, to the temple of the God of Jacob,
that He may teach us His ways, and that we may walk in His
paths!” For from Zion will go forth His Law, even the
Word of YHWH from Jerusalem. He will judge between
many peoples. He will render just decisions for mighty and
distant nations. Then they will hammer their swords into
plowshares and turn their spears into pruning hooks.
Nation will not lift up sword against nation, and never
again will they train for war. Every man will sit under his
vine or his fig tree, with no one to make them afraid. For
the mouth of YHWH of Hosts has declared it!” Isn’t that
thrilling! That is for now! My dad’s godly rule changed
everything! He concludes, ‘As for us, we will walk in the
name of YHWH our God forever and ever.” That’s us right
now! My rule will be one of total peace and prosperity!”

Chapter 7 ~ Manasseh Becomes King, Micah

Isaiah and Alysalooked at each other. On the one hand,
Manasseh’s studies, and his remarkable memory of what
he studied, was commendable. But they were suspicious.
What was he missing?

Manasseh saw their hesitation and gushed on. “In that
day, declares YHWH, I will assemble the lame and gather
the outcasts, all those whom I've afflicted. I will make the
lame a remnant, and the outcasts a strong nation. And I,
YHWH, will rule over them from now on forever! And as
for you, you watchtower of My flock, you descendant of
the daughter of Zion, unto you it will come. Yes, to you the
former dominion, the kingdom of David, will come to the
daughter of Jerusalem!” Isn’t that just totally cool! The
kingdom of Solomon, Micah calls it the ‘former dominion’,
will return during my reign!” Manasseh was hopping up
and down with glee.

Isaiah did not share his joy. He bowed his head and
closed his eyes. “Uh, Manasseh, maybe you’d better study
thatsome more. I don’t have as good a memory as you, and
I don’t recall exactly, but it seemed to me when I read
Micah’s work that he was talking about Messiah there. And
I think he said it wouldn’t be fulfilled until after the exile.”

Suddenly the Spirit reminded him, and he began to
quote, “Writhe in pain, and labor to give birth, O daughter
of Zion. Now you will leave the Holy City, dwell in the
fields, and go down in exile to Babylon. But from there you
will be rescued; there YHWH will redeem you from the
hand of your enemies. For they do not know the thoughts
of YHWH; they do not understand His purpose. He has
only gathered them together like sheaves to the threshing
floor. So arise, and thresh, daughter of Zion.”

Manasseh’s enthusiasm wasn’t dimmed in the slightest.
“Yes! He is talking about Messiah! Don’t you remember?
He says, ‘As for you Ephrathah, too little to be among the
clans of Judah, yet from you One will go forth forMe tobea
ruler in Israel. His goings forth are from ages past. For He
will wait until the daughter of Zion has given birth. Then
the remnant of His brethren will return to the sons of
Israel. And He will arise and shepherd His flock in the
strength of YHWH, in the majesty of the name of YHWH
His God! He will be honored to the ends of the earth, for
this One shall be our peace.’

“Don’t you see it? I am the One! My mother is the
daughter of Zion who has given birth, to me! Don’t you
know I was born in Ephrathah? And the exile has already
happened - it’s when Israel was conquered by Assyria!
Remember what Micah said, ‘When the Assyrian invades
our land and tramples our citadels, then He will raise
against them seven shepherds, and eight officers, and they
will shepherd the land of Assyria with the sword, even the
land of Nimrod at its gates. And He...” that’s the One, the
Messiah, ‘He will deliver us from the Assyrians!’ Don’t you
see? I am destined to rise up in power and deliver Israel
from the Assyrians! I'm the one who will be their peace!”
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Isaiah-Alysa was stunned. This fourteen-year-old has a
god complex, thinking he’s Messiah? “So, let me get this
straight. You were born in Ephrathah, and your ‘goings
forth are from ages past’. So how old does that make you?”

“Oh, don’t get technical on me. He doesn’t mean that
literally. All that means is that I am of the line of David and
Solomon, the line of Abraham, the line of righteous Heber.
That is certainly ages past.”

“And what about the exile of Judah to Babylon?”

“Again, figurative. Judah represents all of Israel. Israel
was exiled by the Assyrians to many other nations besides
Assyria. They went to Anatolia, Hamath, Urartu, Media,
I'm sure that some of them went to Babylon as well. He just
says Babylon, because that’s about the farthest they went.
WhenIconquer Assyria to end the exile and start the reign
of peace and prosperity, it just means that I will bring them
back from all the nations, even as far off as Babylon.”

Alysaresponded softly. “Manasseh, what else have you
been studying, besides Micah’s prophecies?” She sounded
tired, and maybe a little fearful.

“Oh, many things. If I am to be a great king, as the
prophecies say, I must know... I must understand the
nations, their customs, and their gods. I've only just
begun, really, for I've been having so much fun with
Micah’s prophecies. But I've also briefly looked into the
Assyrian gods which Ahaz, my grandfather, worshiped.
I think I'll study them in depth as soon as I finish with
Micah. But you don’t need to worry about me. I won't fall
prey to ever worshiping them. I just need to know about
them so I will be able to defeat them. Oh, and don’t forget,
I've been studying your and Isaiah’s writings as well. They
are wonderful! I've memorized large portions of them,
like, ‘A Redeemer will come to Zion, to those who turn
from their transgressionsin Jacob, declares YHWH. This s
My covenant with you: My Spirit which is upon you, and
My Words which I have put in your mouth, shall not
depart from you, or from your sons, or from your son’s
sons, from now on forever, declares YHWH. So arise and
shine! For your light has come!’ Did you get that? It is for
rightnow! Like it already happened! ‘Your light has come!
The glory of YHWH has risen upon you. For behold,
darkness will cover the earth. ..’ that is certainly true now!
‘... and deep darkness the peoples. But YHWH will rise
upon you! And nations will come to your light, and kings
to the brightness of your rising! So lift up your eyes round
about, and see! They all gather together, they come to you,
your sons come from afar...’ See! Thatis my regathering of
Israel from exile! “... and your daughters will be carried in
your arms. Then you will see and be radiant. Your heart
will rejoice! The abundance of the sea will be turned to
you. The wealth of nations will come to you. They will
bring you gold and silver, and will bear good news of the
praises of God. I shall glorify My temple in the name of the
Holy One of Israel who has glorified you!"” (Isaiah 59, 60.)
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Isaiah shook his head sadly. Now it all became clear.
“Continue your studies, my boy. But I urge you to skip the
studies of the foreign gods and really concentrate on the
Word of YHWH through Moses and YHWH’s prophets.
You've done well, so far. And you're starting to put it all
together. But I believe you've misunderstood the parts
about the Messiah. You are young; quick to latch on to
parts you like. But I know that Messiah will not come in
your lifetime, for YHWH showed me that one of your dad’s
descendants will turn away from Him, and then Judah will
be exiled to Babylon. I hope that the one who turns away is
notyou, butbe warned. Go study my commission again.
I was sent to ‘render the hearts of My people insensitive,
their ears dull, their eyes dim...” Don’t ever let yourself
become like that. Ask YHWH to show you His truth.”

“Oh, yes, Isaiah. I sure will. Thank you for the warning.
I'll be more cautious. Sure, I know that I'm not the great
Messiah, the one you said would be born of a virgin and
named Immanuel, whom you described as the ‘Wonderful
Counselor, Mighty God, Eternal Father, and Prince of
Peace’. Oh, how I love those prophecies you wrote! But I
would be awfully arrogant to claim to be Him. He is God!

“But the Messiah must have an earthly counterpart, a
human representative. Just like you said, ‘A throne will be
established in righteousness, and a judge from the house
of David will sit there in faithfulness.’ So I am the human
representative, the type of Messiah in my generation, for I
am of the house of David and I rule in righteousness and
faithfulness. I am Messiah’s representative here on earth.
Many of His final prophecies will be fulfilled in my rule!
The greatest ones!” Manasseh bounced up and down,
clapping his hands. “For Zion’s sake I will not keep silent,
and for Jerusalem’s sake I will not keep quiet, until her
righteousness shines like the sun, and her salvation like a
burning torch! The nations shall see your righteousness,
and all the kings of the earth your glory!” (Isaiah 62)

This discussion went on for several more hours, but 'm
goingtoleaveit there, asitreally went no further than that.
Isaiah-Alysa tried again and again, but young Manasseh
was amazing. He knew the prophecies of Isaiah and Micah.
He had a phenomenal memory! But he had concocted this
grand scheme which pointed them all to himself and the
glorious reign he was planning for Israel and Judah.

What was worse, Hezekiah bought it, too. “I'm really
proud of you, my son! Your mother has taught you very
well! I didn’t realize that you knew all those prophecies of
Micah and Isaiah-Alysa. As long as you stick with the
Word of YHWH, you can’t ever go wrong. I will be
delighted if YHWH uses you to bring forth His Kingdom of
righteousness and to restore the sons of Israel to the land.
God bless you, and make His face to shine upon you and
give you peace, as you continue to humbly serve Him.”

“Thank you father, I will!” Manasseh jumped up and
scurried off, just as enthusiastic as ever.
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Suddenly even Hezekiah had a twinge of doubt. What
was it that Isaiah had said... “Anyone can know the acts of
YHWH. Butif you want to know His ways, you have to lose
something ...”? Hezekiah had already discovered that. In
his own weakness and suffering, he had drawn close to
YHWH. He had seen His power and glory. He was learning
His ways through suffering. But his son Manasseh had
never suffered a day in his life. He was a good boy. He had
never even suffered a spanking. He was learning the neat
things that God can do, but he had no clue of God’s ways.

“Pray for his suffering. Release him to God for discipline.
Pray that God will bring him to the end of himself and will
humble him. Whatever it costs, it’s worth it to know YHWH.”

The message was clear in Hezekiah’s mind. He heard it
and knew it was from God. He wrestled with it, but could
not quite allow himself to pray for suffering for his own
son. He was a good boy! Why should he need discipline?
What if YHWH put some terrible injury or deformity on
him because of his own father’s prayer? Hezekiah couldn’t
stand the thought. He trusted YHWH. But not that much!

Ashur-nadin-shumi, son of Sennacherib, was far too
young to make a good king. The advisors his father placed
around him were all ‘yes men’, little more than glorified
baby-sitters. So the Elamites easily captured Babylon and
killed the Assyrian boy-king. They crowned a nobleman
named Nergal-ushezib as the king of Babylon in 694 BC.

King Sennacherib was furious. He attacked in the fall of
693 BC. In a fierce battle near Nippur the Assyrians
defeated and captured Nergal-ushezib. He was taunted
and abused as Assyrians are wont to do, and exiled to
Calah. Sennacherib remained in Babylon for a full year,
cleaning out the rebels and avenging his son’s death.
Before he left, he appointed Chaldean prince Mushezib-
Marduk as a puppet ruler in the place of his slain son.

When Manasseh heard the news, he was grieved for
Babylon. When he got a little older, he vowed, he would
putanend to Assyria’s vile aggression and become a savior
for Babylon, and all the nations.

In 692 BC, Osorkon I1I died at Thebes, at the age of 79.
His oldest son Takelot Il had been co-regent with him for
the last six years, so he tried to struggle on by himself fora
while. But Takelot III had neither the intelligence nor the
inclination to rule. So he bowed out, and his capable little
brother Rudamun became ruling high priest of Amun.

Then in 690 BC the legendary Nubian king Piye died at
Napata after a 30 year reign. Shebitku and Taharqa were
crushed at their father’s death. They ordered a period of
mourning all over Egypt. Then, in a grand ceremony at the
royal city of Memphis, Taharqa was crowned as the next
King-Pharaoh of the Nubians. He hurried up to Napata to
take Piye’s place. Taharqa ruled there for six years. Then
his older brother Shebitku died in 684 BC, and he had to
rush back down north to take over for him in Thebes.

Chapter 7 ~ Manasseh Becomes King, Micah

By 690 BC, ten years after that last catastrophic flyby of
Mars in 701 BC, all the planets had pretty much settled
down into their new orbits. Babylon, China, Egypt, Greece
and the nations of the Levant were recalculating their
calendars due to the change from a 360 day to a 365 day
year. Before, such changes had always been a very big deal;
everyone needed to know when Mars would next become
destructive. But for ten years now, Mars had not shown his
face, nor Venus, nor Mercury. Even the planetary giants
were no longer coming so close. The world’s astronomers
and astrologers finally realized that the resonant system
which had locked the planets into their deadly elliptical
orbits had unraveled. Chronos was no longer keeping
time. Not only had Earth’s day, month, and year changed,
but all the planets had changed. Their orbits were more
circular, slower, closer to the plane of the ecliptic. They
settled into new stable orbital bands (stable with respect to
each other, but all together slowly spiraling toward Sol in
accord with the well-known laws of celestial mechanics
and thermodynamics).

The huge magnetic and static fields protecting Earth
had already noticeably decayed. With each close pass of
Mars, Earth’s magnetic field had been recharged up to
about 30,000 gauss at the equator. With no recharging, it
was now exponentially decaying. Within 2500 years, it
would be down to half a gauss. That is not strong enough
to protect mankind from the harmful radiation from space
which causes cell mutations. This results in more cancers,
inbreeding/birth defects, and a weakened immune system.

Satan of course desperately tried to get his ‘toys’ back.
He was the god of this world! He had been given authority
over the planets! In spite of his lost wager with Logos, he
did everything in his power to regain control of Venus or
Mars. But he simply wasn’t strong enough. He could push
or pull all he wanted, but when he tired, the planet would
return to its stable orbital band. He raged and swore, and
even threatened to make Sol go nova, but in the end, he
had to give up. The Word of Logos held fast; every atom,
every particle in the universe defied him to break it. Just
like the incredible amount of energy required to move an
electron from one shell to another in an atom, the energy
required to move a planet from one stable orbit to the next
turned out to be impossibly huge. He finally had to give up.

In 689 BC, the Chaldean king Mushezib-Marduk (who
had been appointed by Sennacherib) revolted. That was
the last straw. Sennacherib was totally fed up with those
stubborn, rebellious Babylonians. He didn’t mess around.
He swept down with his invincible army, tortured to death
King Mushezib-Marduk and every one of his officers,
commanders, advisors, and friends, wiped out his army,
and then proceeded to level the city and castits rubble into
the sea. He even diverted the Euphrates River so that it
flowed completely over where the great city had once
been. Mighty Babylon was gone. The few who escaped fled
to other towns to tell the tale and bemoan their fate.
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CHAPTER 8 — KING MANASSEH

All this time, young Manasseh was ruling Judah with
his weakened father, good King Hezekiah. Their kingdom
was incredibly blessed, with peace and prosperity across
the land. Righteousness prevailed. Justice ruled. Idolatry
was banned. The worship of YHWH through the God-
ordained Levitical Priesthood was conducted in strict
accord with His laws. King Hezekiah understood YHWH’s
ways! He knew that righteousness exalts a nation, while
immorality and idolatry tear it down. He knew that the
nation is blessed whose God is YHWH. (Things I wish our
leaders in America knew!) Satan found that he could not
touch Judah. Even sickness and poverty were held at bay.

Each year, Logos gave Hezekiah a reminder to pray for
suffering for his son Manasseh, so he would learn to call on
YHWH and hate evil. But Hezekiah kept putting it off.
Nobody else was suffering in his kingdom; why must his son?
Manasseh was such a good boy!

Manasseh continued his studies. Now he knew nearly
all the writings of Moses and the prophets by heart, not to
mention all the Psalms and most of the works of Solomon.
Manasseh was an amazing king! Always kind, considerate,
and wise beyond his years. He was determined he would
be like King Solomon in all his wisdom and the power and
glory of his kingdom, yet like King David in his love for
YHWH and his people, and he already had a pretty good
jump on both! But of course he would never stoop to the
immorality of either. He determined to be faithful to his
wife-to-be all his life, just like his father was to Hefzibah
his mother. In all his vast knowledge of the Scriptures, he
strung together all the best passages and claimed them for
himself. His kingdom will surely be the greatest kingdom the
world has ever known!

Though he remembered the warnings of Isaiah-Alysa,
Manasseh still studied all the gods of the nations. Not to
worship them, of course. Just to understand them so he
could help the nations forsake them and come to YHWH.
In his dream world, everyone would come to love YHWH,
so nations would never go to war again. He discovered that
all the gods of the nations were based on the same things:
the planets that had so recently terrorized theirlives. “This
is the time that Messiah will come!” he excitedly told
Isaiah-Alysa. “He has chosen me to be His spokesman, for I
know what all nations are longing to hear: the planetary
gods who have brought such fear and catastrophe to their
lives are gone, to trouble them no more! Now only YHWH
exists, to love them, heal all their pain and suffering, bless
their lives, and restore them to Himself! Don’t you see it?
Now is the time! T am the one! God has raised me up for
such a time as this!”

Isaiah held his head in his hands, praying, while Alysa
repeated, again, “Manasseh, you have studied God’s deeds
but you still don’t know His ways. Beseech God, that your
eyes and ears be opened, or all is lost!”
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Of course Manasseh knew that to be hogwash. He had a
brilliant, analytical mind and an almost perfect memory.
At the age now of 21, he knew more than any before him
about the ways of God! My eyes are not dull, he thought.
My ears hear everything that YHWH is saying through His
prophets, and Iunderstand it! I've got it all together! Isaiah is
just a doddering old man, kindly, but getting a little senile.
And sentimental Alysa? Ha! What do women know anyway!
Thus Manasseh ignored their warnings.

Those fifteen additional years that YHWH promised to
Hezekiah were nearly up. He was ready to go, and eagerly
looking forward to meeting his Maker face to face.

Hezekiah had one more important task before he died.
He must find a wife, a godly wife, for his son and heir. But
when he broached the subject, for the first time in his life
Manasseh refused him. “Please, father. Don’t get me a wife.
And don’t let Isaiah find me one either. I studied the lives
of Kings David and Solomon. Most of the major problems
they had were because of their wives! If my kingdom will
be greater than David’s or Solomon’s, I've got to take steps
tonever letawoman drag me down. I've decided to remain
celibate, at least until 'm 40. I plan to rule for sixty years,
so that will still give me plenty of time to breed an heir to
carry on the line of David. But I will never allow wicked
women to influence my life like David and Solomon did.”

“Uh, son... what about your mother? Has she not been
good to you — influenced your life for good? A good wife
can do the same. Your mother has blessed me all my life.”

“Well, sure. But there are no other women like my
mom. And I just can’t take the chance of getting one like,
well, like a Jezebel or an Athaliah — or a Delilah!”

“That is why I offered to help you pick one.”

“No, thank you, Dad. I've already decided. I will have
nothing to do with women until my kingdom is firmly
established and I have taken my proper place among the
great kings of the earth.”

“No, son. That’s backwards. You need a good wife now,
while you are yet weak and humble, so she can stand
beside you to help you in your weakness and support you
as you become great. Then when you are great you'll still
appreciate her. If you wait until you're great to take a wife,
in your pride you'll select some haughty, self-centered
princess who will marry you for your power and wealth,
and will have no clue how to actually support you.”

“Aw, Dad! Quit twisting my arm! We've already been
through this. You don’tunderstand! I've got it figured out.
I've studied the past kings of Israel and Judah, so I know!”

Thus, toward the end of 687 BC, Hezekiah died quietly
in his sleep, his body and soul perfected and ready to meet
his Maker, but with his last tasks on earth still left undone.
He never found Manasseh a wife, nor gave God permission
to discipline his son.
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Manasseh ordered a month of mourning throughout
the land. King Hezekiah was buried in highest honors with
the kings of Judah in Jerusalem. Kings of the surrounding
nations all sent their condolences along with delegations
bearing rich gifts, for Hezekiah was greatly loved.

And from the very first delegation from a foreign king,
all of Manasseh’s grand theories about having the perfect
kingdom went flying out the window. For Manasseh had
never been tested. He had never even faced evil, much less
stood againstit. He had never suffered the consequences of
bad choices or stupid decisions. He had been living in a
bubble of his father’s making. All his lofty ideals collapsed
the first time a foreign king offered him a matched set of
solid gold idols and his daughter to ‘add to his harem’.
Manasseh was a good boy, obedient, respectful, kind, and
considerate. He could no more say ‘no’ to such a powerful
potentate than he could slap him in the face!

So he bowed to express his gratefulness, giving due
honor to each visiting lord. He knew how to honor them,
for he had studied their ways and he understood their
gods. He decided to tell them all about YHWH - later. For
now, he setup their gods in prominent places on his palace
shelves to really make them feel at home.

And the princesses! Each one was more lovely, more
seductive, more eager to please him and give him pleasure
than the last! In his head, Manasseh knew it was wrong. He
knew all the trouble it had gotten King Solomon into, for
he had studied him at length and determined to pattern his
ruleafter him —except for the princesses. But the seductive
spirit quickly overwhelmed his head knowledge. He had
no idea the pull of sensuality could be so strong. He was
inflamed with passions beyond his control. Soon he was
regularly sleeping with each of his new princesses.

Like a snowball rolling down hill, Manasseh gathered
momentum with each visiting delegation. By the end of his
first year as sole king, he had doubled his father’s gold and
silver, he had idols and carved images on every shelf in the
palace, and he had six pregnant concubines in his harem.
This from the good son who was so determined to have the
perfect kingdom. He knew so much! But he didn’t know
God. He was indeed a good son! But he wasn’t godly.

Aswith Solomon, his concubines and alliances with the
surrounding nations turned his heart away from following
YHWH. By the second year of his reign, he was rebuilding
the idolatrous worship centers that his father had been so
diligent to get rid of on every hill and under every green
tree. He made altars for all the Baals, set up the carved
Asherim, and worshiped all the host of heaven along with
his new concubines and their fathers. By his third year, he
had put pagan altars in the temple of Solomon. By his
fourth year, he had rebuilt the horrid idols of Chemosh,
disposed of his many unwanted infants by sending them
through the fires to Molech, and sunk to degrading depths
with every form of witchcraft and moral perversion.

Chapter 8 ~ King Manasseh

Isaiah-Alysa had retired after King Hezekiah had died,
but YHWH urged him to make one last prophecy. At the
age of 97 Isaiah was moving slowly, but he made it to the
palace and awaited his turn. All day he waited. Manasseh
was ashamed and didn’t want to see him. But at the end of
the day after everyone else had gone, Isaiah and Alysa
looked like they were going to sleep right there on the hard
courtroom floor, so he relented. He left his throne and
walked to the wall where they were sitting. “Hello, Isaiah
and Alysa. You’ve come to reprimand me, I suppose. God
knows I deserveit. I tried so hard! But I guess I'm no better
than Solomon. At least I understand him better now!” He
rambled on for a while, half apologetic, and half trying to
justify himself, but Isaiah and Alysa just kept silent.

After he finally ran down, Isaiah began. “O King, live
forever. We do not reprimand you. That is God’s job. We
just want to tell you what will happen, so you will learn
wisdom. Every young person makes mistakes early in life.
Wisdom is discovering that everything has its appropriate
consequence, and learning to choose things with good
consequences rather than things with bad consequences.”

“Okay, what are my consequences?” Manasseh sighed,
rather relieved that Isaiah was not going to give him the
harsh tongue-lashing he knew he deserved.

“First, just so you will know this is the Word of YHWH,
for only YHWH can foretell the future, King Sennacherib
will be assassinated by his own sons, and his youngest son
Esarhaddon will take the throne. When that happens,
know that Assyria will come against you, and YHWH will
give them power over you. From that time on, you will pay
tribute to Assyria, and send your wealth, your labors, and
your people as slaves to Nineveh. Then when your riches
are gone, when poverty and sickness stalks the land, you
yourself will be taken away to Babylon with aleather thong
on your nose and bronze chains on your legs.”

Manasseh had expected a reprimand, but this was
totally overwhelming. He was a good boy! He’d never had
a discipline in his life. He’d never suffered so much as an
upset stomach before. Now he was stunned. The silence
lengthened while Manasseh’s face flushed and then turned
cold. Finally, “I don’t believe you. God would never be so
cruel to me. You're just trying to scare me. But your so-
called ‘prophecy’ is a lie. It can’t come true! Babylon is
gone! Sennacherib totally destroyed it!” His anger rising,
Manasseh shouted, “Babylon is no more, you ignoramus!
So just go peddle your lying prophecies somewhere else!
I never want to see your faces again.”

Manasseh turned and strode off. But as he went, Alysa
called out to him entreatingly, “Manasseh, remember the
Word of God which you memorized. ‘A throne will be
established in righteousness...’ If you now repent, Assyria
will have no power over you. As you become righteous,
you will gain power over them, to deliver Israel from their
cruel hand.” But Manasseh only hurried out of earshot.
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Now any restraint that Manasseh had held was erased
in his fury. He swiftly sunk to such moral corruption that I
dare notattempt to describe it, except to affirm the truth of
Holy Scripture that Manasseh misled Judah to do more evil
than all the nations God had displaced before them. God,
the angels, why, even the devils were shocked at how
quickly Manasseh plumbed the depths of wickedness and
moral depravity. The floodgates were opened wide, and
paganism swept in from all sides. The Law of God seemed
to be forgotten. All that was good was now despised, and
the people boasted in what should have been their shame.
The nation groaned under the weight of her sins. The
righteous in Judah hid themselves and cried out to God.

Logos heard their cries. He summoned Satan into His
presence. “My beloved adversary, I see you have decided
to test my Bride with evil, after all. I was getting concerned
that you would not. You waited long enough! Manasseh
certainly needed the testing, didn’t he! I thank you.”

“Oh nuts!” (That was the worst epithet that Satan had
discovered was always available in the presence of Logos.)
“Youare so devious! I thought I was hurting You, and now
You thank me? What sort of a sadist are You, anyway?”

“No, no. 'm not a sadist at all. I merely see through the
suffering to the glory that is yet to be revealed. I'm willing
to face the pain to receive My perfected Bride. I hate the
evil, and the pain that results, but if that is what it takes, so
be it. Thank you for...”

“Your perfected Bride indeed! I'll admit that You won
Hezekiah, but I have his son Manasseh. He will never be
perfected! He is totally mine! I will ‘perfect’ him in evil!”

“We'll see. You have My permission to harm him, only
you may not take his life. Choose wisely the tools you will
use, for according to My prophecy through Isaiah-Alysa
he will...” But at this point Satan fled from Logos. He had
the permission he needed. He would make good use of it!
He didn’t want to hear any further conditions, especially
the tools Logos wanted him to use. He will pick his own
tools. And he will pick the most unlikely tools he can find, just
to cause any prophecies of Isaiah-Alysa to fail.

Satan spent months searching the land for the least
likely one to bring down Manasseh. He was inno hurry. He
enjoyed toying with him as he tempted him into all sorts of
new moral perversions. Manasseh was like a dream come
true. He fell for every one, just like leading a lamb to the
slaughter. Perfected Bride indeed! He was so naive! This one
would become a perfected son of Satan himself.

Satan finally selected Esarhaddon to become his chief
tormentor, the architect of Manasseh’s downfall. There is
no way in Sheol that Isaiah could have predicted that, as
Esarhaddon wasn’t even a king or a military man. In fact,
he was a good boy, just like Manasseh had been! Even
Logos could never have guessed him. Satan had experience
with the good old boys. He knew how to bring them down.
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Esarhaddon was the youngest son of Sennacherib and
hislovely second wife, Syrian Queen Nagqi’a. Sennacherib’s
first queen, Tashmetum-sharrat, had grown resentful and
bitter. Her jealousy spilled over to her sons, Adrammelech
and Sharezer. Their oldest brother (crown prince Ashur-
nadin-shumi) had died, so they expected to rule after their
father. But Queen Tashmetum-sharrat was arrogant and
cold. Sennacherib had grown to hate her. Naqi’a was his
true love. Satan figured he could use that to his advantage.

Next, to pick the location. Not just any city would do.
Satan wanted to make sure that whatever prophecy Isaiah
had given Manasseh could never come to pass, so he had to
pick a city that was most unlikely. Babylon! Of course! It
was not only most unlikely, it was utterly impossible, as it
was completely gone! Nobody could have guessed that!

Now, this would be his masterpiece! Esarhaddon was a
good boy. He had a strong sense of fairness. Satan could
use that to hisadvantage, too. Satan first inspired one of his
own, an old witch who had taken a job in Sennacherib’s
court as an oracle. She came to the court one morning
when Nagqi’a was there with her son Esarhaddon. “Isee by
the power of the gods...” The witch was very good at this,
butIdon’t want to bore you with her lengthy incantations,
“...that the spirit of the great city of Babylon lies troubled
under the Euphrates. A curse rests upon Nineveh for what
Sennacherib has done. Marduk will not be at peace, and
the Euphrates will not cease to flood Assyria each year,
until the walls of mighty Babylon are restored and the
Esagila is rebuilt with Marduk’s temple!”

The Euphrates River had always overflowed its banks
every year, though it seldom flooded the city, for they had
dug channels and built dikes. But it happened that ever
since Sennacherib had wiped out Babylon, the floods had
seemed a little worse than usual. Satan magnified that in
their minds for abit, then he inspired his witch to point her
bony finger directly at young Esarhaddon. “There he is!”
she cackled. “There is the one! Esarhaddon is his name!
He has been appointed by the gods to restore the walls of
Babylon and to rebuild the Esagila and Marduk’s temple!
Only this will finally break the curse over Assyria!”

Esarhaddon was quite delighted with this prophecy. It
appealed to his sense of fairness. He asked his father for
command of the army, to go down and begin rebuilding
Babylon immediately. Sennacherib actually agreed. You
don’t argue with the oracle! Besides, Esarhaddon was his
favorite son. So he appointed him Assyria’s crown prince
(that means his successor to the throne), and authorized
him to take the army to Babylon and begin the project.

But Adrammelech and Sharezer (Sennacherib’s sons
from his chief queen, Tashmetum-sharrat) were furious!
This could cost them their throne! So before Esarhaddon
could even take command of Assyria’s army, they plotted
against him and tried to kill him. But Naqi'a discerned
their intentions and warned him to flee for his life.
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Esarhaddon ended up in Anatolia, on the outer fringe of
the empire, waiting for Sennacherib to deal with his half-
brothers. Surely they would accept their father’s decision.
Over the next year, some of Sennacherib’s forces who were
loyal to him joined him there, but even more remained at
Nineveh and seemed loyal to Adrammelech and Sharezer.

Early in 681 BC when King Sennacherib tried to regain
control from his rebellious sons, they plotted against him
and staged a coup d’état. The remainder of the military
took their side. They were the rightful successors to the
throne! They slew Sennacherib as he worshiped in the
temple of Nisroch his god, and took over the empire.

This caused alot of turmoil. Many people had heard the
oracle, and everyone knew that King Sennacherib had
appointed Esarhaddon as the crown prince. They formed a
secret opposition party, which got word to Esarhaddon
urging him to come back to Assyria without delay. “The
prophecy must be fulfilled! You must become king, and
you must rebuild Babylon or the curse will remain.”

Esarhaddon agreed. In an amazingly swift march, he
brought his loyal men into Nineveh and attacked his half-
brothers. But their spies within Esarhaddon’s camp had
warned them just in time, so for six weeks there was a
vicious and bloody civil war.

Satan loved it. For him, the more blood and gore the
better! Butin the end, he had the Euphrates flood Nineveh
again, badly this time. He filled the land with superstition
that the curse could only be lifted by Esarhaddon. With
the people now on his side, his half-brothers Sharezer and
Adrammelech were forced to flee to Urartu.

Esarhaddon ruthlessly executed their followers and all
their families. Then immediately, before even receiving
his crown, he ordered Babylon rebuilt. All the people were
with him on that one! Within two years they had the river
back in its channel, the rubble cleared away, the Esagila
temple complex rebuilt, and the altars, statues, shrines,
and cult priests of the Assyrian gods restored as before.

Then, ina move calculated to placate both the gods and
all those widespread superstitions, Esarhaddon staged his
coronation at the Esagila, between the temple of Marduk
and Lake Abzu where Enki (Marduk’s father) supposedly
dwelt. Enki was the god of the waters, so the curse on the
Euphrates would be lifted. During the dedication of the
Esagila complex to the gods, Esarhaddon was crowned
king of Assyria and Babylon. He swore to finish rebuilding
Babylon, and spend a third of each year ruling there.

Manasseh heard the news in 680 BC. He had banked his
rebellion against the Word of YHWH through Isaiah on
the fact that Babylon didn’t exist. But now the first half of
old Isaiah’s prophecy was fulfilled and Babylon was being
rebuilt! By the new King Esarhaddon! It had all happened
with stunning swiftness! Manasseh was terrified. Now he
had a choice to make. Angels and demons watched.

Chapter 8 ~ King Manasseh

Manasseh called for Isaiah. Alysa came too, leading
him, for 100-year-old Isaiah was feeble, hard of hearing,
and nearly blind. “Remember that prophecy you made to
me about Esarhaddon and Babylon?” Manasseh began.

“O King, live forever!” Isaiah responded. “Yes, I do
remember. Now all is in place for it to be fulfilled. But do
you remember what Alysa said as you were walking off?”

He didn’t, so Alysa repeated it, adding, “Like your
father, you were born and raised to know YHWH. You
know His Word. You memorized it. Thus you know thata
kingdom is established in righteousness and truth. All the
things that Isaiah said would happen to you, falling under
the power of Esarhaddon, the poverty and sickness, your
capture and ultimate exile to Babylon, will not happen if
you repent now, today, and return to YHWH.”

“Huh. Repent? Whatever does that mean?”

Isaiah took over, leaning heavily on his staff, clouded
eyes staring into space. “It means turning around, O King.
Youwve been pursuing the gods of the nations, which are
not gods at all. And you’ve been worshiping the planets,
which as you know have moved away from Earth and will
never trouble Earth again. You don’t need to placate them
to keep them away. Now it is time to turn around. Get rid
of all the false gods from the land. Cleanse the land, so you
can serve and fear YHWH only, for He created you, and
your life and times are in His loving hands.” He smiled.

The time of decision had come. The Word had never
been more clear to Manasseh. He knew. He understood.
The angels respectfully awaited his decision. But Satan
does not patiently wait. He screamed in Manasseh’s ear,
“The planetary gods only moved away because you served
them so wholeheartedly! They love you! You! Above all
the kings of the earth! You have given perfect service to
Astarte and the Baals! They have rewarded you! The earth
is safe now because of your dedication to the planetary
gods! Don’t now turn against them, or they may return!
Don't listen to the old man. He’s just a fearful, blind fool.
Look how feeble and sickly he is! His God doesn’t care for
him. Kill him, and see if his God protects him. His God is
powerless before you. In you is the true spirit of the gods!”

So Michael responded with Truth in the other ear, for
lies can only be countered with truth. “YHWH loves you,
Manasseh. He created you, and strengthened you, and
made you king over His people Judah. But YHWH hates
your idolatry and immorality. You must give them up to
receive the blessings YHWH has in store for you.”

Manasseh was accustomed to heeding the voice of
Satan. Plus, he didn’t like that voice in his other ear, telling
him to give up his immorality! What would he do with all
his princesses? He loved their seductive allure, the sensual
dances, and the wild midnight romps he had with them. Give
all that up? Never! He made his choice. “Guards! Saw
Isaiah in two. We shall see if YHWH will protect him!”
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Alysa gave a high-pitched shriek and pleaded, “My lord
the king! What has Isaiah ever done against you? He’sbeen
your friend! He has encouraged you, taught you, given you
words of righteousness and truth! Can younotlet him end
his days in peace?”

“Get away from him, or you shall share his fate! T have
nothing against Isaiah, except only this: he has prophesied
against me and my gods! So now we shall see whose gods
are more powerful! If YHWH his God saves him from my
hand, then He is the true God and I will worship Him. But
if YHWH cannot save him from my hand, he shall die, and
I will likewise slay all who still put their trust in YHWH!”

So six burly guards took old Isaiah, stretched him out
onapair of tables, and sawed him in two. Satan ground his
teeth in satisfaction and gathered his commanders around
to drink the blood. Alysa fled the palace and spread the
word across the land, warning faithful believers in YHWH
that a horrible persecution had begun. For, once Isaiah
was slain, Satan’s wrath against true believers flooded in
and overflowed Manasseh’s soul. He gave the orders.

Believers were captured and executed. History records
that for a period of two years, public executions continued
nearly every day. Blood ran red and deep in the land of
Judah. True faith was nearly stamped out. First to be
attacked were the Schools of Prophets and Prophetesses.
Any too old to flee were rounded up and slain, including
even faithful Alysa, Miriam, and Uzziah’s widow Jerusha,
who at the age of 117 still led the Sisters there.

Logos welcomed them all into Sheol with great joy,
where they celebrated His abundant Life and victory over
evil. But Satan came too, boasting of his triumph over
Manasseh. Logos wouldn’tlet him interfere with the party.
He cut him short, saying, “Begone, Satan! You think you
have won over Manasseh, but I swear to you that the seed
of My holy Word within him shall not be denied. My Word
is powerful, sharper than a sword. It will bear fruit at the
proper time. You shall see it, Satan, and despair.”

Then, gathering the heavenly host, He lovingly taught
them, pointing out the holy seed deep within the heart of
Manasseh. “You see! That bright spot, now covered over
with so many dark and bloody deeds. He hid My Word in
his heart! With the help of My precious son Isaiah-Alysa
here, he understood it. He believed it. He received it into
himself. Though a zillion demons cloud his mind, blind
hiseyes, and torment his soul, yet My Word will not return
to Me without accomplishing that for which I sent it!”

He turned to Isaiah-Alysa. “I thank you for remaining
faithful to My Word until death. Though much suffering
remains for him before it becomes evident, you have
achieved a great victory, and have brought salvation to My
servant Manasseh and to all of Judah as a result.”

Michael the archangel dared to question Logos, “My
Lord? What of Manasseh’s freewill choice?”
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Logoslaughed outloud, and Satan, who was still hiding
at the fringes of the party hoping to learn more, shuddered
at that laugh. He could not understand how Manasseh,
after such a clear-cut choice, could ever again escape his
clutches. So he strained his ears to hear as Logos explained
to the group, “You see only Manasseh’s freewill choice,
made with a clear understanding, without coercion. But I
see his heart. Manasseh has never suffered discipline. He
has never been tested. He has seen the consequences of
righteousness, for he saw the rich blessings upon Judah
throughout his father’sreign. Butin his immaturity, he has
no comprehension of the consequences of evil. He still
thinks thatheis invincible and that My blessings can never
cease. Butlet him now experience the full consequences of
the choices he so naively made, and I swear he will turn
again to reconsider the Word I planted within his heart.”
Satan fled. He had heard enough.

Full consequences...? Satan did not want to risk any
chance of losing Manasseh, or Judah. Huh. So he must stop
their torment! It irked him, for it is not his way. Of what
use is owning them, if he cannot torment and kill them?
His greatest delight is drinking the blood of those who
serve him. If it was just Manasseh, he would simply let him
go and torment his people. But aswith all nations, the ruler
represents, or ‘covers’, his people. Whatever Satan does to
one, must touch the other, too. The result is, just because
of the perverse hatred Satan had for Logos, and his intense
desire to do the opposite of what he thought Logos
wanted, both Manasseh and Judah continued to be
blessed. Satan shifted back to his ‘kill ’em with kindness’
tactic he had used so many years ago with Abraham.

Using a vast amount of forced labor from each Assyrian
province, including the Levant, mighty Babylon was soon
complete. It became a thriving metropolis. Esarhaddon
was a strong and energetic king. He had already begun the
military campaigns for which Assyriais famous. By 679 BC
he had defeated all that remained of the Chaldean princes
who had challenged his authority in Babylon. In676 BChe
defeated rebellious King Teushpa, the arrogant new ruler
of the Cimmerians. He drove them out west into northern
Anatolia (where they conquered the Phrygians and stole
their land). Esarhaddon campaigned that fall through the
Urartu and Zagros mountains, to subdue the rebellious
Mannaeans, Scythians, and Medes.

It was during this time that Manasseh exposed a small
twinge of goodness from deep within his soul. Haruz, one
of the refugees from Zebulun who had fled to Judah when
the Assyrians had conquered Israel, arrived in Jerusalem.
He and his family had left everything behind, so now they
were destitute. Manasseh saw Haruz going from shop to
shop through the city, frantically looking for work. There
were a lot of refugees in Jerusalem looking for work. Why
Manasseh should take a fancy to Haruz, he didn’t know,
but it happened. He offered him a job in the palace, “just
until you get settled here among us,” he said.
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Haruz jumped at the chance. “My lord the king! Thatis
so gracious and kind of you! You have my undying loyalty
and gratitude. What would you have me do?”

“Well, what do you like to do? What can you do best? If
you're going to work for me, it may as well be something
you enjoy — something you're good at.”

Haruz stood tall. “Up in Zebulun, O King, I was a chef.
I owned a small restaurant. I love to cook.”

A smile spread across Manasseh’s face. Now he knew
why the gods had led him to Haruz. “Whata coincidence!
I need a good male chef! Tlove to eat the exotic foods from
northern Israel! You have found your way into my heart
already. You may start today. Come! I will introduce you
to my kitchen staff. You have no competition from them,
for nota one of them knows the proper use of good spices!
T have asmall extraroom—Iwantyou to sleep at my palace
until you can afford your own place.”

“Yes, my lord the king! Thank youso much! What shall
I tell my family?”

“Your family? Oh... uh... Tell me about them.”

“Well, there is my wife, Haley. She was injured as we
fled the Assyrians, so she is now an invalid. Then I have a
daughter, Meshullemeth (‘Rewarding’). She takes care of
her motherandI. Sheis areal jewel! So patient and kind!
I guess all parents are proud of their kids. I also have four
fine sons, but the Assyrians took them and their precious
families to God only knows where. I haven’t heard from
them since that day. I pray constantly for them.”

Manasseh was truly touched. Why he should have been
moved by this one tale of woe when there were so many
refugees from Israel who were in even worse trouble, he
didn’t know. “Bring them to the palace tonight. I want to
meet them. If all you say is true, I believe I can find a small
apartment at the palace for you all to stay. I will find work
for them, also. Even your invalid wife will have something
she can do for me. Clerical work, perhaps. I will pay you all
well. Yowll soon be able to afford your own place.”

Theinterview at the palace that night confirmed all that
Haruz had said and more. Manasseh found them a sweet
little apartment, and by the very next day he was enjoying
tastier food! Haley was good at writing and filing historical
notes. She began to get all of Manasseh’s papers in order.
And Meshullemeth! Jewel was the understatement of the
year. She was loving, talented, and always smiling, even
after all the trouble she’d seen. She took good care of her
parents, worked hard, and still had time for encouraging
words or deeds of kindness to everyone around her.

At first Manasseh offered Meshullemeth menial work —
kitchen maid, serving, cleaning. But everything she did
was done so well, so efficiently and thoroughly, and with
such enthusiasm — Manasseh enjoyed having her around,
and soon was assigning service of a more personal nature.

Chapter 8 ~ King Manasseh

Manasseh’s growing attraction for Meshullemeth was
ridiculous, of course. He already had twenty princesses,
daughters of the kings of the surrounding nations, each
one more alluringly beautiful (read: ‘seductive’) than she.
But one day Manasseh was sitting on his throne with a half
dozen princesses lolling about in various stages of undress
trying to arouse his interest in a dance, some music, some
delicacy, or some other sensual thing. And suddenly he
detested the entire charade. There was Meshullemeth,
cleaning the great room as he had commanded her, a light
in her eyes, a smile on her face, a song on her lips, and a
dance in her step. She wasn’t doing it to impress him or
entice him. She was doing it just because that was her.
Grateful, glad to be alive, and eager to serve.

Manasseh’s eyes were opened to a modest inner beauty
thatexceeded the outward seductiveness of his princesses.
Suddenly he realized why he had never been inclined to
choose any of his princesses as his chief wife — his queen.
He had fathered many babies (most sacrificed to Molech),
but so far had no heir, and no queen. He stood up from his
throne. Now that he had a true basis for comparison, he
realized that his princesses were air-heads, lovely sex-pots
with fluff for brains, and jealous, proud, self-centered, lazy
gossips, next to the jewel now working for him.

So that evening King Manasseh called Haruz aside.
After complimenting him on another excellent dinner,
seasoned with the spices that Manasseh had come to love,
he got to the point. “Haruz, my friend, you were correct
when you spoke of your daughter asareal jewel. Why then
is she not married?”

“Alas, my king. She was betrothed when she was small,
but the young man was killed fighting the Assyrians.
Please, don’t tell her. She never knew him — never knew
she was betrothed, for we did not want to trouble her until
time for the wedding. Now she has no one, but she is
happy, for she was expecting no one. She will not trouble
you, O King, nor compete with your princesses. She is
content to serve you and to take care of her parents, now
that we seem to have no sons left.”

“Ah... my friend. How are you doing financially?”

“Very well, my king. I have nearly enough to afford my
own place. We have taken advantage of your hospitality
here at the palace for long enough.”

“mnotsurelcanletyou go. WhatifI officially appoint
you as my head chef, and designate your apartment as the
permanent quarters of my head chef and his family? Of
course, I'll have to double your salary. And TI'll give you a
year’s bonus, in advance. So, what do you think?”

Haruz’ eyes got big. But he was no dummy. “You are too
kind, O King! Iwould love to serve as your head chef, and I
would be most grateful for your gifts. But what would you
require of me, I pray? Surely a king of your great stature
does not desire a common maid like my daughter?”
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“Common maid? Have you looked at my princesses?
Every one of them the daughter of a king, yet every one
lazier, more haughty, and more self-centered than the last.
Fools! Your daughter stands head and shoulders above
them all, a royal queen already, though never a princess.
Yes, I ask your permission to court Meshullemeth!”

Haruz was stunned. He was never expecting this! But
what could he do? Manasseh’s word was law. “My lord the
king! Her mother and Iare honored. ButI would warn you.
Sheis strong of character! She will not take kindly to being
just another of many in your harem. She does not tolerate
being in a circle of gossipy, jealous women! If you ask her,
she is liable to turn her back and flee from you.”

Manasseh laughed. “True, true! Well said, my friend!
Thank you for being forthright with me. Iswear, if she flees
from me, I will not force her. She is a prize worth working
for, worth sacrificing for. I would be willing to give up all
my other princesses for her!”

Bold words, I know, for a young man who has already
plumbed the depths of depravity with his princesses. But
as I said, there was just a spark of goodness deep within.
Satan didn’t know it was there. Thus Satan was utterly
shocked when Manasseh divorced all his princesses and
locked them up in a monastery, every last one.

Satan quickly inspired Manasseh’s chief advisors to
come to him. “Your Majesty! Live forever! You can’t just
divorce them! They are the daughters of the kings of the
nations! What if their fathers hear about it? They will
attack you! You just can’t do it!”

“King Solomon divorced all of his princesses. As I read
his story, not a single king ever attacked him for it. So stop
fretting. As long as I provide and care for them, they’ll be
happy. Their fathers won’t attack me as long as they know
I've got them locked up in my harem.”

The watching angelic host gave a cheer! Out of many
wrong choices, Manasseh had made one good one. A small
step, butatleastit was astep in the right direction. Some of
them had begun to give up hope on Manasseh, even after
what Logos had told them.

So King Manasseh shifted to his best behavior. To wina
jewel, you must behave like a gem. He continued to assign
Meshullemeth tasks close by, working in the same room
with him or attending himself. But, true to his word, he did
not push her. One day Meshullemeth was working in the
area where the princesses had often danced for the king
and played around his throne. Manasseh could see she was
curious. “Yes, my dear? I see a question in your mind.
Please, have no fear of asking me.”

“Oh, no, my lord the king. I would never pry into the
king’s affairs. I am just glad to serve you.”

“Ask. I would have you be at peace with me. You want
to ask about those princesses who used to play here?”
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Meshullemeth stopped what she was doing and looked
into the king’s face. He smiled at her. She saw the love
there, just as if he had written it in a letter. Suddenly it all
became plain to her. She almost turned and ran! She didn’t
even like this lustful, perverse man she served. She feared
him! She served him wholeheartedly because she was that
kind of person. But she no more desired his attentions
than a fly wants to relax upon a spider’s web.

She curtsied. She had been given a command by the
king and she must respond. “Yes, my lord the king. Live
forever!” She thought fast. She could not afford to get this
question wrong. “I've observed the changes around here —
your princesses are gone, and instead you've brought me
close to you though you know I am not a princess. I only
wanted to ask if perhaps you have changed gods? For in
the past, I know that you served all the gods of the nations
whose princesses you loved. Have you now, O King,
decided to forsake all those other gods, and serve only
YHWH, as I and my parents do?”

Her question was brilliantly phrased. It had its desired
effect, turning attention away from herself, toward her
God YHWH. Manasseh wasn’t expecting that. So, she and
her family served YHWH? He hadn’t known, and it startled
him into some serious thinking. It was pretty obvious that
he had not yet forsaken the gods of the nations — theiridols
still cluttered every shelf and corner in the palace.

But was he willing? Manasseh knew that he loved her —
he was willing to give up all his princesses for her! But all
their gods, too? He imagined the palace without all those
idols and images. Then he imagined going throughout
Jerusalem and getting rid of all the cult worship centers,
their priests, their altars, Baal images, and Asherah poles.
Then he pictured having to do that all over Judah. And all
the pagan priests he had hired. The guards he had ordered
to round up and slay all believers in YHWH. The prophets
of YHWH and their families he had slain. What would he
do about them? The implications became overwhelming.
Desperate to hold him, Satan flooded his soul with the
impossibilities of his situation.

But Michael was there too, for this was a critical time of
decision. He gently reminded Manasseh of Isaiah and
Alysa’s prophecies, and of the Word of YHWH he had
memorized in his younger days. He reminded him of his
original commitments, his goal of a perfect kingdom of
righteousness, better than Solomon’s. Meshullemeth was
worth it! A treasure beyond price! Michael insisted it was
not too late to repent and restore the kingdom to YHWH!

Meshullemeth saw the king’s indecision. She realized
that she had come near the throne for just such a time as
this. Now she must decide. Is she willing to risk her life, to
give herself to this awful man, on the slim chance that it may
save Judah from idolatry? It was an easy decision for her,
for her life was not her own. She belonged to YHWH. She
knelt in peace before the king and awaited his answer.
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The battle in the heavenlies was fierce. Satan shouted
lies and moral perversion in one ear while Michael kept
boldly speaking Truth in the other. But Satan had over-
played his hand toying with his son. Manasseh had grown
disgusted with all the moral filth he’d been wallowing in.
He was truly attracted to the clean, inner beauty of this
pure woman kneeling quietly before him. So he made his
decision. “Yes, my dear. I love you! I gave up all my other
princesses for you. I now swear to give up all their gods
too, if you will consent to be my queen.”

Still kneeling, Meshullemeth looked up into the king’s
face again. “I'll consent to be your queen, to love and serve
you all my days, and to bear your sons and daughters...”
she flashed him her most beautiful smile, “when I see the
gods of the nations gone and YHWH alone exalted in
Judah as He was during the righteous reign of Hezekiah,
your honored father.”

Manasseh stood and placed his hands on her shoulders,
returning her smile. “Agreed! My dear, begin planning our
wedding. By the time we marry, the idols will be gone and
YHWH alone will be exalted in Judah. I swear it!”

Satan was appalled! But when, amid the angel’s cheers,
he went whining to Logos, he was only reminded, “I told
you that My Word hidden within him cannot be denied.
You may trick King Manasseh into lusting after your false
pleasures fora time, but his true love shall ultimately be for
Me and My ways — and My precious ones.”

Furious, Satan rushed off to do damage control. Every-
thing he had tried seemed to have backfired! His ‘kill ’em
with kindness’ tactic was a miserable failure — now he
remembered. .. itwasa failure with Abraham and Keturah,
too. Here he had occasion against Manasseh and all Judah,
but he’d been allowing YHWH's blessings to flood the land
for years. That must come to a screeching halt! Now!
However, Satan’s tool of choice, Esarhaddon, was still off
in a far northeastern province of his empire, dealing with
Scythians from Urartu. Satan ground his teeth. He knew
how to get the Assyrians back to the Levant! He inspired
his slaves in Phoenicia to rebel. They didn’t have a chance
against Assyria, as anyone with half a brain would know,
but Satan decided to sacrifice them to bring Esarhaddon.

He had better work fast. Manasseh was ridding the land
ofidols! Satan couldn’tbelieve it! He screamed and pouted
and cried foul, but Logos just smiled and said, “I told you
he was Mine. Is it My fault if you chose to bless him when
you could have been afflicting him? Now that he has
repented, you no longer have occasion against him.”

“No, Logos, no! Notso! Notso! Look at all the idolatry
remaining in the land! I still have time!”

“You are looking at the idols, but I am looking at the
heart. Manasseh has chosen righteousness in his heart.
Your plot to bring Esarhaddon into the Levant to torment
Manasseh has already failed.”

Chapter 8 ~ King Manasseh

Satan frantically tried every trick in the book, but
finally he had to admit that Logos was correct. The evil
king of Sidon, Abdi-Milkutti, continued to thumb his nose
at Assyria, but Esarhaddon ignored him. So the blessings
of YHWH continue to roll across the land, especially at the
palace. For Manasseh had kept his promise. Most of the
idolatry and witchcraft had been cleansed from the land of
Judah, and what little remained was driven underground.
Manasseh issued an official apology to the families of the
slain believers, granting them compensation from the
royal treasury (which had plenty, since the land was so
prosperous). He reinstated the Levitical priesthood and
restored the regular keeping of the Sabbath and all the laws
of Moses which he had memorized when he was young.

Thus the land rejoiced when they gathered for the royal
wedding of King Manasseh and Queen Meshullemeth.
The people loved their new queen! In an amazing turn-
around, the land that was so recently drowning in shame
suddenly recognized and came to love the true beauty of a
pure heart. It never ceased to boggle Satan’s mind to see
how quickly a repentant king improved the hearts of his
people. Oh, those who really belonged to him hadn’t
changed — but they went ‘underground’, to bide their time
in secret until the tide flowed the other way.

Now, I won’t say that the king and his new bride didn’t
have their struggles. It is difficult for a woman to fully love
a man whose heart has already been shredded by other
lovers. And it is even more difficult for a man to love his
bride gently and purely when he so recently was immersed
in such seductive perversions. But they both worked at it.
Logos saw, and was pleased. He blessed their first few
years together, and in 676 BC Meshullemeth joyfully bore
Manasseh a son, a royal heir named Amon (‘Faithful’).
For King Manasseh affirmed, “Though I was faithless, yet
YHWH ever remains faithful. Bless His holy name!”

Logos responded by sending Hilkiah, a young priest
from nearby Anathoth, to the king’s court. He arrived, hat
in hand and head bowed before the king. “O King! Live
forever! YHWH has sent me to tell you that He is pleased
with yourreformsso far,and... well... uh...” he hesitated,
obviously embarrassed and very new at this. “He asks you
to accept me, uh... appoint me as your ‘king’s prophet’ —
uh, you know... Your replacement for Isaiah.”

“You?” Manasseh was understandably a bit skeptical.
“How long have you been a prophet, Hilkiah?”

“Actually, Your Majesty. I... I didn’t even know I was a
prophet until... until He, uh, God told me... this.”

“What were you before you came here?”

Hilkiah looked up and smiled. “I am a Levite, Your
Majesty, of the house of Eleazar. Meshullam my father was
ahigh priest, son of Zadok the high priest. I also have been
studying for the priesthood. I honestly had no desire to be
a prophet, much less the king’s prophet, until today.”
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“Do you have a wife? a family?”

“No sir. Well, not yet sir. I am betrothed to a girl from
Bethel, but I was going to wait to marry her until I finished
my studies and started my work as a priest.”

Manasseh liked him already. This one will be a splendid
improvement over Isaiah. He is young and timid, and will be
easy to control. He rubbed his hands together, grinning.
“So don’t just stand there, young man. Isaiah’s apartment
lies waiting. Go get your girl and marry her, for I won'’t
have a ‘king’s prophet’ who isn’t married. Then bring all
your stuff and take over your duties. I'll pay you well. You
will be my spiritual advisor for every decision I make. I
look forward to receiving the Word of YHWH through
you. Oh, and you can still finish your studies to become a
priest. Anathoth is close enough. I'll probably only need
you here half-time. Thank you for coming, Hilkiah.”

Satan came to Logos to get permission to test Manasseh.
“Yes, by all means, test him!” Logos said, “His heart is still
not wholly Mine. All his life he has needed discipline! It
was your choice to bless him instead. When his father’s
covering was removed you could have tormented or even
killed him. Now that he has repented you have no more
occasion. So test him, but you may not harm his body.”

Finally Satan was able to interest King Esarhaddon in
the Levant. He went over the books, and found that while
Philistia, Samerina, Moab, Ammon, Edom, and the rest of
Phoenicia had been paying tribute, both Sidon and Judah
had not. That was enough reason to begin a campaign into
the Levant. In early 675 BC he struck Sidon in a lightning
raid. He beheaded rebellious King Abdi-Milkutti and took
the leaders and nobles of the city in chains, replacing them
with captives from other places. Then, with his Sidonian
captives in tow, he headed on through the rest of the
Levant, collecting tribute as he went.

He reached Judah in 674 BC. King Manasseh received
him graciously, entertaining him in grand style. But when
Esarhaddon got down to the matter of tribute, Manasseh
balked. “Tribute? What tribute? My father Hezekiah never
paid you tribute! Sure, I sent laborers to help you rebuild
Babylon as you asked. And T'll continue to support your
control overyour vassal nationsin the Levant, butonlyasa
free and independent nation, not as a tributary or vassal!”

Esarhaddon’s eyes narrowed. He was very good at this.
“Don’t you think you'd better count the cost before saying
that you will give me no tribute? Look at what happened to
Samaria! And at what just happened to Sidon! I swear it
will cost you much more to avoid paying me tribute than
the small amount I am demanding!”

Manasseh leaned forward, eyeball to eyeball with the
Assyrian king. “Perhaps you, sir, are the one who should
count the cost! Remember what happened to your father
Sennacherib when he tried to collect tribute from my
father Hezekiah! Our God YHWH is strong to defend us!”
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King Esarhaddon was not easily bluffed. “Bah! The
gods have fled. Mars, Venus... they come close no more!
I'll admit that Mars hita lucky strike for you on my father’s
army. But now you have no war-god to fight for you, and
my army is ten times stronger than yours! Consider well!”

“I do have a God who will defend us. His name is
YHWH, Creator and Ruler of the Universe. However, I do
not wish war with Assyria. So... I'll tell you what. T have a
prophet of YHWH who lives here at the palace. I'll call for
him. Whatever he tells me, I swear that is what I shall do.”

Manasseh was pretty confident he could get young
Hilkiah to promise YHWH’s support. He sure didn’t want
to pay all that tribute every year. When Hilkiah entered
with Holya, his new bride of two months, Manasseh
greeted them and explained the situation. “This is King
Esarhaddon, the great king of Assyria and commander of
the armies which have filled the nations with fear and
trembling. He wants to subdue us as well, and force us to
pay tribute. But I told him that YHWH our God would
defend us. Prophesy now to us the Word of YHWH. What
will YHWH do for us? And what will He have me do?”

Hilkiah bowed. “Give me an hour, O King. I will return
with the Word of YHWH.” They quickly left for their
prayer room, where they poured out the request before
YHWH. Hilkiah was nearly sweating blood. He knew this
was a crucial time. With Assyria’s army filling the land,
Judah could be crushed without YHWH’s guidance.

But his wife sweetly encouraged him. “My beloved,
YHWH has brought us to the palace just for such a time.
Relax and trust Him. When you open your mouth to speak
He will speak through you, I know.”

“But honey! I seem to be hearing Him say that we must
submitand pay the tribute! That will be suchaburden, and
Manasseh will hate me! Don’t you remember how much
he used to persecute the believers? He killed Isaiah! And
he might kill us, too, if he gets angry!”

Holyapaused, also in prayer. Then, looking up lovingly
at her new husband, she smiled and said, “I’d rather die
with you than pervert the Word of YHWH through you.
Say only whatever YHWH tells you.”

They returned to the king. “I have the Word of YHWH
foryou, O King. He will not defend you if you muster your
armies against Assyria. He wants you to submit to King
Esarhaddon, and to pay all the tribute he demands. He said
that He already told you that through Isaiah and Alysa!”

King Manasseh was stunned. He thought he had this
youngster under his thumb. “But... but... Alysasaid thatif
Irepented, none of that would happen to me! I repented! I
really did! I now serve only YHWH!”

Hilkiah stood tall. “Yes, you repented, a little late. After
submerging the land under the blood of YHWH’s saints.
Assyria is the rod of God to punish you!”

God’s Plan of the Ages ~ Volume Four



What else could Manasseh do? He gathered the tribute
and sent the smirking King Esarhaddon off with a promise
for the same amount each year. It made a big ding in his
treasury, but he was wealthy, so he swallowed his pride
and submitted to Assyria. This was but his first step in a
long process of humbling that YHWH had in store for him.

Speaking of pride, Esarhaddon became filled with the
sense of his own greatness. All the kings of the earth have
bowedto him... except Egypt! After sending a platoon back
to Assyria with all the plunder he’d collected, he left Judah
and headed south to see what he could do about that.

Taharqa had anticipated him. Knowing Assyria was
campaigningin the Levant, he again gathered the armies of
the northern Pharaohs to await Esarhaddon at Ashkelon.
Taharqaremembered hislesson from his defeatat Eltekeh.
He went to meet King Esarhaddon as the Assyrian army
flowed onto the Via Maris from the hills of Judah.

After the polite banter that kings must do when they
meet, Taharqasaid kindly, “Thave notinterfered with your
control of the Levant, and now you may not interfere with
my control over Egyptand the Sinai. Thatis the agreement
I had with Sennacherib your father, and thatis what L insist
upon now. My armies are behind me to enforce it.”

Esarhaddon laughed. “The way I heard the story, my
father had your armies fleeing down the hill, naked and
barefoot, squealing like rats from a sinking ship!”

Taharqa’s face, being black, did not reveal the blush. A
head taller and nearly twice the weight of Esarhaddon, he
was an imposing figure indeed. “You know how those
stories grow with the telling. The factis, that I scarcely lost
a man. My armies are now stronger than ever. The mere
sight of them will cause your army to tremble in their
boots!” He waved a hand. At the prearranged signal, his
big black warriors revealed themselves suddenly from
behind the walls of Ashkelon. It was a stunning sight.

Esarhaddon was no fool. He saw the shudder of his
commanders, and heard the gasps of the men behind him.
Taharqa had played his hand well. The psychological
impact had already won the victory. “My father was an
astute king. I concur with his judgment. If you will return
to Egypt and leave the Levant to me, I will return to
Assyria. There need be no blood shed between us.”

“Agreed, O King!” Taharqa nodded smugly.

So Taharqa headed back to Thebes, and the Assyrians
returned to Nineveh. Esarhaddon was a bit humbled by
the encounter, but he was also enraged at being outfoxed
by Taharqa. He swore to his gods that Egypt would pay.
Next time he will be better prepared. Egypt was giving aid to
the rebels in the Levant. He will put an end to it!

Tefmakht Il had ruled at Sais from 695 to 688 BC, when
Nekauba took over. He ruled until 672 BC. But they were
both weak and accomplished nothing for Egypt.

Chapter 8 ~ King Manasseh

King Esarhaddon finally had his army ready to attack
Egyptin 672 BC. Asheleft, he instructed his oldest, Crown
Prince Sin-iddin-apla, on how to rule in his absence and
whattodoifhe doesn’treturnalive, as kings must do when
they go to war. He kissed his beautiful wife Ashur-hamat
good-bye and went out to take command of the Assyrian
army. But he was not gone one week when a fast rider from
Nineveh overtook the camp. The palace nobles had staged
a coup d’état! Both the queen mother Tashmetum-sharrat
and the crown prince Sin-iddin-apla had been slain!

Esarhaddon rushed back to Nineveh to deal with the
situation. He rounded up the rebellious nobles. They were
tortured and slain. Peace was restored. But who now could
he trust to govern while he was gone? He delayed his Egypt
campaign for a year while he worked out a deal with the
Governors of Media. They will govern at Calah while he is
gone. If he doesn’t return, they will guarantee that his
younger sons, Assurbanipal and Shamash-shum-ukin, are
crowned over Assyria and Babylon respectively.

Finally, in 671 BC, King Esarhaddon was ready again.
He swept across Syria to Arvad, then headed down the
Phoenician and Philistine coasts, meeting only minor
resistance in Tyre and Ashkelon. But he refused to wait.
This time, he would not give Taharqa a chance to gather
his armies! So he left a few of his soldiers to deal with the
problems and pressed on, stocking up on water at Raphia
and crossing the Sinai wilderness toward the Nile Delta
with the help of a fleet of Arab camels he commandeered.

His amazingly rapid forced march caught the Egyptians
napping. Esarhaddon struck deep into northern Egypt,
thrusting all the way to Memphis, the royal city at the head
of the Nile Delta. Taharqa was too late to defend the city.
He and his Nubian warriors were badly beaten on the
marshes approaching Memphis. They fled back to Thebes.

Esarhaddon cruelly bound the nobles of Memphis and
deported them to Assyria as slaves. Among them was
nearly the entire royal family of Taharqa! He established
puppetrulers to govern the various Nomes of the Delta. He
knew he couldn’t use Assyrians for this task. The proud
Egyptians would never submit to them. Instead, he found
native Egyptians who were submissive to him, such as
young Necho I, whom he made his chief Pharaoh over the
entire Delta, ruling from Sais. King Esarhaddon returned
triumphantly to Nineveh with the new title ‘King of Egypt,
Pathros, and Nubia’ added to his many other titles. He had
gained great wealth from his plunder of Memphis.

He’d hardly reached Nineveh when he got news that
Taharqa, furious that his family had been captured, had
swept back down into Memphis and retaken the royal city.
But Esarhaddon couldn’t leave Nineveh. He had more
rebellious nobles on his hands. The plots against him were
far worse than he knew. So, while dealing with them, he
hurriedly sent his best general, Sha-Nabu-shu, back to
Egypt to oust Taharqa again before he got established.
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It was 669 BC before Esarhaddon got order restored in
Assyria and was able to return to the Levant. He had every
confidence in his general, but you know kings. They have
to go see for themselves. He was in no hurry. He went
down the coast, collecting his tribute from Arvad, Byblos,
Sidon, Tyre, and the wealthy cities of Philistia. He'll take
his due from the Judean highlands on the way back. But
after Esarhaddon crossed the Sinai wilderness, he learned
that his General Sha-Nabu-shu had failed! Egypt was not
at all subdued. Taharqa, who had now matured into the
foremost military genius of his era, had outfoxed him!

Taharqa had quickly gone throughout the Delta and
established military strongholds in each city, led by the
best of his Nubian warriors. The native governors which
Esarhaddon had put over each Nome were now submitted
to Taharqa, and kept in line by his Nubian commanders.
And he had a system of rapid communication between the
cities so no matter where the Assyrians attacked, he could
get military reinforcements there in two days.

Not realizing the extent of Egypt’s preparations, King
Esarhaddon attacked Heliopolis, at the head of the Delta.
His mighty army quickly overwhelmed the city, and in two
days he moved on toward Memphis. But surprise! Taharqa
was waiting for him. He would not be caught napping at
Memphis a second time. The road to Memphis was filled
with mighty Nubians and several Libyan Dynasty armies
besides. It was an utter rout. The Assyrians fought bravely,
but Taharqa surrounded them, fighting on four fronts at
once. Their losses and injuries were stunning. Even King
Esarhaddon was gravely injured. Assyrians don’t like to
lose, but even they have limits. He sounded the retreat.

Taharga would never have to fight Esarhaddon again,
for sure! He gallantly withdrew his four armies and waited
while the king’s wounds were dressed. Then he came to
parley. “Our agreement was that I would allow you the
Levant and you would leave Egypt alone. You failed to
keep your promise, and you've suffered for it. So T will
relieve you of the burden of all the loot you plundered
from Heliopolis and the cities of the Levant. In addition, I
have General Sha-Nabu-shu and the remnants of hisarmy.
I will trade them for my family and all the captives you
took from Memphis. Then you may go home in peace. But
never enter Egypt again, or I won’t be so generous.”

Esarhaddon, now truly humbled and fearful for his life,
agreed. “Thank you for releasing my armies. I swear I shall
never again try to conquer Egypt. You are a better military
commander thanI.” It was the hardest thing he’d ever said.

So the Assyrians returned to the Levant, decimated and
bearing their wounded. Esarhaddon was furious that he
had lost all the tribute he had so recently collected. But he
still had Judah and his other vassals in the highlands.
Manasseh was still too rich! Esarhaddon determined to
demand double tribute from Judah, to help make up for
his losses. Learning humility is hard for Assyrian kings!
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CHAPTER 9 — MANASSEH IS HUMBLED

Esarhaddon, badly wounded and being carried on an
oxcart, did not want to be seen, so he sent his Tartan in to
talk to Manasseh. He, of course, balked at the demand for
double tribute. “Why, thatis every ounce of gold T have left
in my entire kingdom! You've already bled me dry! I can’t
affordit! We have an agreement! Where is Esarhaddon?
I want to talk to him directly. I've been loyal! I paid my
dues! He can’t abuse his subjects like this!”

Manasseh glanced at Hilkiah, who was shaking his
head with lips tight. He could getno help there. The Tartan
insisted on going with Manasseh out to the parapet, where
they could see over the wall. He lifted his arm for a signal,
and the Assyrian troops formed up in rank upon rank
across the valley. Yes, the Tartan had been there when
Taharqa had done that to the Assyrians at Ashkelon. So he
knew the psychological impact it would have. King
Manasseh couldn’t see their wounded or missing — all he
saw was a sea of shields, spears, and swords held high. The
Tartan then gave another command. The troops formed
into battalions and began to circle the city. What could
Manasseh do? He caved, and gathered the full amount of
tribute demanded.

After the Assyrians left, he called Hilkiah on the carpet.
“Why? Why? What have I done to deserve this? I gotrid
of the idols! I serve YHWH every Sabbath!”

“Do you trust in YHWH only when you are rich? Your
gold is of no value to Him. He wants your heart. He wants
to test you, to see if you will trust Him in feast or famine.”

“Hezekiah never had to give up all his gold!”

“Your father had to give up more than you know. He
was tested even unto the death! Your testing, so far, is as
nothing, yet already you are complaining.”

Logos was disappointed. Manasseh was not doing well
in the testing, not at all. Neither was Esarhaddon. Though
they had both been humbled, yet their human pride
quickly reasserted itself as they lashed out in anger at all
those around them. Instead of crying out to God, seeking
His face, His wisdom, they cursed Him in their hearts.

Esarhaddon felt every pebble on the long road toward
Assyria. He yelled in pain and rage whenever the oxcart hit
a bump. He took out his wrath on every vassal state along
the way, Edom, Moab, Ammon, Samerina, Damascus,
Hamath, Aleppo, Arpad, Carchemish, Haran... But alas,
he had never learned the ancient wisdom that, “A cheerful
heart is good medicine, but a vexed spirit dries up the
bones.” He died in Haran, now wealthy beyond belief, but
in abject poverty before his Maker.

Thenews of his death caused a bit of a crisis in Nineveh,
as both of his sons were still minors. But Queen Nagqi’a,
now the queen mother, took over, ensuring that the
Median chiefs kept their promise.
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At first, Naqi'a was the real power behind the Assyrian
throne. Her grandson Ashurbanipal was crowned king in
the early spring, 668 BC. His brother Shamash-shum-ukin
was crowned king of Babylon that fall. Naqi'a, working
closely with her daughter-in-law Queen Ashur-hamat
(Esarhaddon’s widow), succeeded in holding the empire
together and assuring the smooth transfer of power.

Ashurbanipal was the youngest of Esarhaddon’s six
sons. He had never really expected to be the king. But the
crown prince Sin-iddin-apla and his mother the proud
Queen Tashmetum-sharrat had been killed by the noble’s
uprising in 672 BC. Three other brothers had disappeared
— probably killed as well. So he and Shamash-shum-ukin
were the last of the royal sons.

Perhaps because Ashurbanipal had never expected to
rule, he actually made a pretty good king. He was the best
educated of all the Assyrian kings. He loved, not so much
charging around the empire winning battles, as reading,
writing, poetry, craftsmanship, mathematics, astronomy,
and astrology. His passion was compiling histories of the
nations and gathering books into his now-famous library.

However, Ashurbanipal could not permit his father’s
murder by the Egyptians to go unpunished. He did not
know that Taharqa had treated Esarhaddon and his army
honorably and sent him off with an agreement to come no
farther south than Philistia. All he knew is that his dad was
dead from wounds he got in the battle with Taharqa.

Ashurbanipal was too young and inexperienced to lead
an army into battle. So he promoted Sha-Nabu-shu, his
father’s best general, to his Tartan, and commanded him to
go and avenge his father’s death.

With fierce and single-minded determination, the new
Tartan set off in 667 BC toward Egypt. He was the right
choice. He knew Egypt. He’d been there. His men traveled
light and fast, intending no other purpose than to avenge
King Esarhaddon’s death. They swept through Syria and
the Levant without stopping. They reached Egypt in
record time. Taharqa was once again caught napping.
General Sha-Nabu-shu pierced through their defenses
clear to Memphis. Again Taharqa was forced to flee to
Thebes, wounded, with his army in disarray.

General Sha-Nabu-shu wasted no time. All of Taharqa’s
kings, governors, and nobles were sent in chains back to
Nineveh. Only Necho I from Sais was able to convince the
Tartan of his loyalty. He was appointed Pharaoh of Egypt
and allowed to rule at Memphis. Osorkon IV was installed
as ruling high priest of Amun at Bubastis and Tanis.

Taharqa’s wounds were serious. Finally realizing his
mortality, he left Mentuemhet ruling at Thebes (more like
a mayor than a Pharaoh) and rode south to Napata to
recover. There he trained his cousin Tanutamun to rule for
him. In 665 BC he appointed Tanutamun as his co-regent
and heir and sent him north to take over at Thebes.

Chapter 9 ~ Manasseh is Humbled

Tanutamun found the situation at Thebes different
from what he expected. Mayor Mentuemhet was a strong
leader and a well-respected prophet of Amun. His first wife
was the granddaughter of the legendary Piye. Under him,
the priests of Amun at Thebes had grown very strong. But
with no army of their own, they had no chance against the
Assyrian army, none whatever, so Mayor Mentuemhet had
simply surrendered Thebes to General Sha-Nabu-shu.

Tanutamun immediately took charge, slaying the
Assyrian garrison and restoring the valiant mayor. Then
he sent for Taharqa and asked him to bring all the warriors
he could muster. Taharqa arrived back in Thebes with his
army in early 664 BC. By then, the main Assyrian army had
returned to Nineveh, so the Nubians were easily able to re-
conquer all of Egypt, including Memphis, and drive out
the remaining Assyrians. Once again, the Nubian Dynasty
reigned supreme in Egypt.

Sadly, Taharqa was wounded again. He did not survive.
He had ruled Egypt from Thebes for 26 years. Tanutamun
wasn't as gallant as Taharqa. He mercilessly executed
every Egyptian noble who had served the Assyrians,
including poor Necho I. Tanutamun proclaimed himself
the Pharaoh over all of Egypt in 664 BC.

Well, you know about how long that lasted! That was
the second time Taharqa had recaptured Memphis as soon
as the Assyrian army was gone. The day he heard the news,
Ashurbanipal mustered his army to retaliate, again. In
fierce anger, he decided to personally lead the army. This
time he will do a thorough job! All along the way to Egypt
he conscripted entire armies from his vassal states.

This was another step in Manasseh’s humbling process.
He was given no choice. His tribute this year was to bring
his army and fight with the Assyrians against Egypt. That
irked him no end. He railed against YHWH for treating
him so poorly. Hezekiah never had to join his enemies to
fight against his friends! It’s just not fair! Logos shook His
head sadly. “When will he ever learn to just trust Me?”

By the time Ashurbanipal reached Egypt, his combined
army (led by the kings of 15 nations) was invincible. He
cruised through Egypt, plundering and slaying in his fury.
Tanutamun was horrified at the overwhelming size of the
Assyrian army. When Ashurbanipal conquered Memphis,
the big Nubian warriors fled for their lives. Ashurbanipal
didn’t even wait to set up a new government. He wanted
revenge! He chased the Nubians past Thebes, all the way
up to Syene (Aswan), eradicating Nubian power in Egypt.
Tanutamun fled home to Napata, where he died in 657 BC.
The 25th ‘Nubian’ Dynasty vanished from Egypt. And yet
Ashurbanipal’s anger was not pacified. He returned to
Thebes in a vicious rage. He plundered it and burned it to
the ground. The damage he inflicted was appalling. Every
Nubian still in the city, whether man, woman, or child,
was slain without mercy. Finally, his desire for revenge
satisfied, he returned to Memphis to set up a government.
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Tanutamun had killed Necho I, Esarhaddon’s choice of
Pharaoh. Looking for a replacement, Ashurbanipal found
his young son, Psamtik I. They hit it off from the start.
Psamtik was bright, energetic, handsome, and respectful.
Ashurbanipal appointed him as Necho’s successor, in a
magnificent coronation with the other Egyptian nobles all
present. He gave a big speech, concluding, “I've had it right
up to here with Egyptand all her bickering Pharaohs! Your
own lack of unity allowed the Nubians to take control.
Egypt was once a great nation! I'm going to give you a
chance to be great once again. I've driven the Nubians out.
I've destroyed Thebes, their home base. Today I've given
you a good man as your new Pharaoh, Psamtik son of
Necho. He'll serve you well, if you will only follow him. Be
sure to eliminate from Egyptall traces of Nubian influence
and keep a strong defense force up south to prevent their
return. I wish you well. Now, I'm going back to Nineveh.
Psamtik, don’t let these jealous city-kings get the best of
you. Feel free to call on me if you ever need help.”

Then, in a move that astounded everyone in the palace,
Assyrian and Egyptian alike, Ashurbanipal ordered his
army to withdraw from Egypt, leaving only five garrisons
to protect his new Pharaoh. Following Ashurbanipal’s
advice, Psamtik I restored Thebes with native Egyptian
troops and priests of Amun. Within only a few years he had
established himself as ‘the’ Pharaoh, over all Egypt. His
26th ‘Saite’ Dynasty (the last native Egyptian dynasty)
thus put an end to the chaotic Third Intermediate Period.
Ashurbanipal had chosen well. With his support, Psamtik
became a great Pharaoh. He ruled for an amazing 54 years,
ever grateful to Assyria. He erased all traces of Nubian rule.
He unified Egypt and restored her prosperity.

664 BC thus marks a major historical milepost. With
the planetary gods threatening Earth no more, and with
the end of Egypt’s confusing Third Intermediate Period,
the chronology of historical events settles down. From
here on out, most of what you read in your ancient-history
books is nearly correct. Your traditional dates of events
actually begin to line up with each other from nation to
nation. This is a good thing, for it means I will not have to
spend so much time correcting chronology blunders from
the past. Now I can stick to my real passion — telling the
story of God’s Plan of the Ages from His perspective: His
unfathomable love toward His chosen people Israel.

Manasseh returned to Judah properly humbled. He had
never metaman like this Ashurbanipal. He was young, but
seemed to have wisdom far beyond his years. Look at his
treatment of the Egyptians and the Nubians. One minute
he was cruelin violent hatred against the Nubian invaders,
but the next minute he was caring and considerate of the
Egyptians. When Ashurbanipal released his vassals in the
Levant from their military service, he told Manasseh, “You
have served me well. I am grateful. I ask no tribute at all
next year, and I will reduce it by one-half after that. Go in
peace and prosper. I wish you well.”
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Manasseh could not understand that. Why should King
Ashurbanipal be good to him? He was the enemy! It made
no sense. He figured Ashurbanipal to be weak. Or maybe he
didn’t really care about maintaining his empire so far from
Nineveh. He had given the Egyptians their freedom. They
were paying no tribute at all. Perhaps Judah could gain her
freedom as well. That thought delighted Manasseh.

The first two years, Judah prospered. Not having to pay
any tribute to Assyria was a huge boost to her economy.
Manasseh started getting proud again. By the third year
(661 BC) when his ‘half tribute fell due, he was strongly
tempted to just not pay it and see what happened. Hilkiah
told him. “O King, live forever! Hear the Word of YHWH.
‘Ashurbanipal does not demand too much. Submit to him,
as I have commanded you, and it will be well with you. Do
younot think I can return to you ten times as much if your
actions please Me? You must learn not to place your trust
in riches, nor in kings, but in Me alone. Your prosperity
and safety lie only in Me. You must learn to give itall up in
your heart, and depend only upon Me.”

So, begrudgingly, King Manasseh paid the tribute. He
wanted to see if he (and Judah) would be as wealthy next
year when the tribute came due again. But the following
year, he counted all his assets to discover he was not richer.
He was poorer! He called Hilkiah back on the carpet. “You
said YHWH could give me ten times as much if I paid the
tribute. Here it is that time again, and I am poorer!”

“OKing, I'said youmust learn to give it up in your heart
and trust YHWH. You haven’t given it up if you are still
counting every penny to see if you got richer. YHWH will
provide. Pay the tribute. Better yet, pay even more tribute
than what Ashurbanipal demands. YHWH cannot bless
you financially if you are still putting your trustin riches.”

I'm sorry. Manasseh couldn’t do it. He paid the tribute
for a few more years, begrudging every penny, and every
time he counted his money he had less than before. Finally
helost his temper at Hilkiah. “You're fired! You lied to me!
I paid that tribute, every year, just like you told me, and
YHWH has not blessed me at all! I have no gold left, and
precious little silver! If this keeps up I'll soon be begging
on the streets of Jerusalem! Pack your bags and get out of
my palace! I never want to see you again!”

So Hilkiah returned to Anathoth and to the priesthood,
with his wife Holya and their two lovely daughters. Now
the palace was devoid of the Word of YHWH. Satan’s
temptations became very strong — old temptations, which
Manasseh thought he had conquered. He started going in
to see his princesses again. Soon the nights of wild parties
and sex orgies began anew. With the princesses came their
idols. Within a year they were again turning up all over the
palace. Poor Queen Meshullemeth was horrified! She tried
to guard their twenty-year-old son, Amon, but then she
discovered that his father was bringing him in to the royal
harem to participate in their orgies!
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Crushed, Meshullemeth fled the palace, to hunt down
Hilkiah and Holya. She pled with them for help. They
sadly informed her, “Manasseh is being tested. Amon, too.
Pray that they will pass the test. Pray that God will do
whatever it takes, even taking their lives, to bring them
back to Himself. Give them up into the hands of YHWH,
for if they wind up in the hands of the adversary they will
be destroyed, and possibly all Judah with them.”

So godly Meshullemeth spent her days in Hilkiah’s
home fasting and interceding for her husband and son, as
well as helping to babysit their darling little daughters.
There, she found peace. But with her gone, the immorality
and idolatry going on at the palace became worse than
ever, and young Amon was loving every minute of it.

It was 656 BC. The time rolled around for Manasseh to
pay his tribute to Ashurbanipal again. But Hilkiah was not
around to badger him, so he refused to send it. Instead, he
gathered together all the idols of his princesses and prayed
to them, vowing thatif they treated him better than YHWH
had been treating him the past few years he would serve
them forever. Then he began preparing for an attack from
Assyria. He figured that Ashurbanipal would probably not
bother to come all the way to the Levant just for him, but
he might. Either way, he would be ready.

Ashurbanipal waited for two years, sending polite little
reminders with his ambassadors who went to collect the
tribute. But in 654 BC, he had to conclude that Manasseh
had rebelled. He was sad, for he had reduced his tribute to
alow level that should have encouraged him and allowed
him to prosper. But he had an empire to manage, and the
rebellion of Judah could quickly spread throughout the
Levant. So he mustered his army and began his campaign.

Hilkiah, who was no longer welcome in the palace, sent
Manasseh a letter. It said, “Because you have done these
abominations, behaving more wickedly than the Amorites
who lived here before you, and have made My people to sin
with your idols, therefore, thus says YHWH God of Israel,
‘Behold, I am bringing such calamity upon Jerusalem and
Judah that whoever hears of it, both his ears shall tingle.
And I will stretch over Jerusalem the measuring line of
Samaria, and measure her with the plumb bob of the house
of Ahab, for you have done more wickedly than he! Thus1
will turn Jerusalem upside down and wipe her as one
wipes a dish. I will abandon My inheritance, and deliver
the remnant into the hand of their enemies. They shall
become plunder to the king of Assyria because they have
done such great evil, for they have been provoking Me to
anger ever since their fathers left Egypt.”

Manasseh read Hilkiah’s letter. Then he read it again.
“Hmm... more wicked than the Amorites? More wicked
than Ahab? That's a lie. I'm not that bad! Ashurbanipal
wouldn’t do that to me. He’s good to me. This whole letter
isalie.” Thus he forgot Ashurbanipal’s sense of rightness —
how he had treated the Egyptians and the Nubians.

Chapter 9 ~ Manasseh is Humbled

Manasseh heard news of the Assyrian army on the
march toward the Levant. His own army was ready to meet
them. The ancient walls of Jerusalem were strong. But he
had one more thing he must do to prepare for the show-
down with Ashurbanipal. He built altars to Chemosh on
the city walls, in full view of their enemies. You see, for the
last two years he had been having lots of babies with his
princesses. But he had no love for them. They were at best
an inconvenience, and during a time of war they became a
nuisance. But sacrificing his sons on the wall when the
Assyrians came would have a powerful impact. And it may
cause the gods he had chosen to favor his defense.

So as Ashurbanipal set up around the city and prepared
for the siege, King Manasseh began the bloody ritual. He
laughed to see the Assyrians cringe in horror. Immediately
aletter came from King Ashurbanipal. “Stop the senseless
slaughter of your babies! I know that your God does not
permit human sacrifice! It is just wrong, and I hate it too!
Further, it will do you no good whatever, for I must do
what I came to do, regardless. Either you pay all the back
tribute that you owe, or I must punish your rebellion, so
the surrounding nations will not follow your example and
destroy the peace in my empire.”

Alas, Manasseh misinterpreted the letter. “See! I have
put the fear of Chemosh in him, and turned his stomach.
He has no guts for attacking me while I am sacrificing my
babies.” So he gathered his baby daughters — the Assyrians
were too far off to see the difference — and sacrificed them
after his sons. The Assyrians were disgusted and outraged.

Now, with all his own babies born in the last two years
slain, Manasseh looked around for more. He was drunk
with the blood of his own wickedness. Satan urged him on,
even as he invited his generals to join him in drinking the
blood of the slain. Soon Manasseh was rounding up all the
babies born in Jerusalem over the last two years. Thus he
kept the sacrifices going for weeks, until all of Jerusalem
was stained with the blood of the innocents.

Ashurbanipal had planned to simply besiege Jerusalem
untilits starving citizens demanded that their king pay his
tribute. Then he would leave, with nobody harmed, no
walls broken, and no damage done. But now he could see,
by the sacrifices on the wall, that was not going to work. So
he changed tactics. His fierce anger rose against Manasseh,
as his sense of rightness had been violated. He ordered the
city gates battered down and the city plundered.

The Assyrians were very good at this. But once loosed,
the soldiers were unrestrained. They easily overwhelmed
Manasseh’s defenses, wiped out his army, slew his nobles
and any who dared stand up to them, and pillaged the city,
ravishing the pretty girls and taking whatever suited their
fancy. By the time Ashurbanipal called them off, the city
was ‘wiped clean, like a dish’, for there was nothing left to
steal. They found King Manasseh prostrate before his
idols, screaming incoherently at them for his tragic loss.
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The soldiers came back out laughing, staggering under
the weight of their booty. With them were thousands of
captured slaves. Among them came Manasseh, chains
around his ankles and a leather thong tied to a ring in his
nose. He was presented to King Ashurbanipal, who shook
his head sadly. “Why?” he asked. “Why did you rebel
against me? You know the Assyrian penalty for rebellion!”

“I thought my gods would protect me, O King. Besides,
Ididn’t think you'd do it! I thought you liked me! You said
you wanted me to prosper!”

“So1did. And so you would have prospered, if only you
had paid the small tribute that I asked. But why did you
rebel against YHWH your God?”

“Huh? What do you know about that?”

“I know He expects you to deal rightly and keep your
promises. And I know He doesn’t permit human sacrifice!
I fear YHWH your God, Manasseh! I would have been
afraid to attack if T thought you were being faithful to Him.
Only when I'saw you sacrificing your babies on the wall,
I knew that you had forsaken Him so I was safe to attack.”

Thus Manasseh was led by the leather thong to Assyria,
where he was abused to the entertainment of the nobles of
Ashurbanipal’s court. He was deeply humbled, but still
took a perverse delight in the fact that Isaiah’s prophecy
had not come true, for Isaiah had said, “...when your
richesare gone, when poverty and sickness stalks the land,
you will be captured and taken to Babylon with a leather
thong on your nose and chains on your legs.”

But Satan was not done yet. He didn’t know Isaiah’s
prophecy, but whatever it was, he was quite certain it
could NOT have mentioned Babylon, which hadn’t even
existed at the time. So he had a diversion planned. After
Ashurbanipal had left for the Levant, the Elamites under
King Urtaku had attacked Babylon. Shamash-shum-ukin
had sent word to his brother at Calah requesting urgent
aid, but only now did the frantic message reach him.
Ashurbanipal immediately stopped the abuse and rushed
his army down to Babylon, bringing Manasseh with him.
There he savagely put down the Elamite rebellion and
killed their King Urtaku. Then, because he couldn’tbear to
watch his own nobles tormenting Manasseh any more, he
gave him to his brother. Thus the prophecy was fulfilled.
After some more torment by the palace nobles, Shamash-
shum-ukin put Manasseh in the deepest, darkest dungeon
below the palace in Babylon, and left him there to rot.

Finally Manasseh had reached the bottom. He had
nowhere to look but up. Now that he had a lot of free time
on his hands, he began to evaluate how he had spent his
life. He recalled the idealism of his early days. His kingdom
was going to be better than David’s, or Solomon’s. He had
memorized God’s laws. He knew the Scriptures and the
chronicles of his people. He had it all figured out, where
David or Solomon had gone wrong. He would do it better.
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He had an unusually good memory. Now that he was
humbled, he began to review in his mind all the mistakes
he had made; the wickedness; the self-centered pleasures;
the hedonism; the idolatry; the abuse of his princesses;
killing the helpless babies without a care for their mother’s
anguished cries; he had even killed Isaiah! How could he
have done all that? The process of repentance began.

The devastation in Jerusalem left by Ashurbanipal’s
soldiers was staggering. However, there were many things
to be thankful for. First, Amon was not harmed. In fact,
Ashurbanipal had installed him on the throne of Judah in
place of his father. But more importantly, the Assyrians
had not harmed the rest of Judah, including the country
home of Hilkiah where Queen Meshullemeth was hiding.

So when the Assyrians left, the good citizens of all the
surrounding cities and villages streamed into Jerusalem to
aid their stricken brothers and sisters. Along with them,
Hilkiah, Holya, and Meshullemeth hurried back to the
palace to begin the restoration and to help Amon.

Amon was only 22. He was suffering a severe case of
shell-shock. He was not ready to be a king. He was just a
party-boy! His dad’s wild orgies had badly damaged him,
and he just could not handle the devastation all around.
All his life he had lived with that mythical silver spoon in
hismouth. Like his dad, he had never seen much suffering.
To even glimpse such death and destruction all around
sent him running to his bedroom with the willies.

Hilkiah came to his rescue with a good stern prophecy.
“Amon! You are not the sole king! You are co-regent, for
your fatherisstill alive and he certainly will return. YHWH
is punishing his waywardness, but he will repent and be
restored. Likewise you also shall be punished, or even
slain, unless you cease your profligate ways and return to
YHWH and His Law. Your mother and I will help you, but
you must choose to obey. Only then will your kingdom be
established in justice and righteousness.”

Surprisingly, pliable young Amon heard and heeded.
The appalling swiftness and completeness of the assault
had knocked a little sense into him. He ruled well in his
father’s absence, though only with Queen Meshullemeth
and Hilkiah close by, guiding him.

Manasseh’s princesses had been taken as slaves by the
Assyrian soldiers, except three who were visibly pregnant.
Meshullemeth was kind to them. She explained what had
happened to Manasseh, and gave them a choice: remain in
the devastated city as widows, or return to their homeland.
All three chose the latter, so Meshullemeth gave them gifts
and a guard escorted them and their idols back home.

With that taken care of, the temptation for Amon was
gone from the palace, so he was able to concentrate on the
slow restoration process. Within two years, the city was
nearly back to normal. Except now, the pagan idols and
altars had been removed and the city cleansed.
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Every day, Hilkiah would remind Amon, “Your grand-
father Hezekiah prospered because he trusted only in
YHWH. Your father was dragged off by the Assyrians
because he sacrificed to the pagan gods of his princesses.
You have to make a choice. Will you be like your father?
Or your grandfather?” And Amon would always answer,
“I will be like Hezekiah!” So, at least for a time, he was.
Logos rejoiced, and Judah began to prosper once again.

By the summer of 652 BC, Manasseh had been in the
dungeon in Babylon for two years. He’d been doing a lot of
praying. His prayers have been combined and summarized
in the Apocrypha as The Prayer of Manasseh. It starts with
praise to YHWH and acknowledgement of the goodness of
all His ways, followed by confession of his many sins and a
heartfelt supplication for pardon. I'll quote a small part of
the ending: “Do not destroy me with my transgressions.
Do not be angry with me forever or store up evil against
me. Do not condemn me to the depths of the earth. For
You, O YHWH, are the God of those who repent, and in me
will You manifest Your goodness. For, unworthy as I am,
You will save me by Your great mercy. So I will praise You
and tell the honor of Your name all the days of my life.”

“You will notice how his prayers have changed.” Logos
taught His angelic host (with Satan secretly listening in).
“Manasseh no longer prays about things of earth, his
health, relief from the pain, his family, his wealth, his
kingdom. No, for finally he has truly humbled himself.
Now he is concerned for the honor of My name, and that
My character be displayed in him, My goodness, My
mercy. He calls Me ‘the God of those who repent’. I like
that. For that is truly who I am. How can I not save him?”

“Humbug!” Satan butted in. (He would love to use a
more vile word but had just discovered that humbug’ was
the worst he could vocalize in the presence of The Holy.)
“He loves me and my ways. He curses You to Your face. He
ragesagainst Youat the slightest provocation. After Youlet
him fall, he swore a blue streak all the way to Babylon.”

“You need not remind Me, My beloved accuser. Every
oath from his lips was a lash across My back. But you have
to cut him a little slack, here. Every child growing up
undisciplined will cry outin shock when he first receives a
little testing. Manasseh grew up experiencing nothing but
the blessings of his father’s goodness. You had plenty of
opportunity to test him, but no. For many years you chose
to let the blessings stand and never tempt him with evil.

“Since hewas sucha‘good boy’, I could not punish him,
so he grew up knowing no pain atall. Not even a spanking.
No disappointments or discomfort. When you finally
changed your tactics and tempted him with evil, of course
he was overwhelmed. Of course he cursed Me when the
consequences of his evil fell upon him. He knew from
whom his blessings had come, but he couldn’t understand
why they had ceased. Now he understands! And he curses
Me no longer. Thank you for your help in maturing him.”

Chapter 9 ~ Manasseh is Humbled

“You'll not thank me when he dies down in that dark
dungeon! For no one will ever hear his cries down there.
No one will come to save him. You know that no one has
ever escaped from an Assyrian dungeon.”

Logos grinned at Satan. “Is that a challenge?”

“No, of course not!” Satan backpedaled. “I know You
can just send a big earthquake, break down the walls,
destroy the city, and get him out. But nobody is going to let
him out. They've forgotten him. And it’s for sure nobody is
ever going to restore him to his kingdom like Hilkiah
promised Amon. Your prophecies have failed! First your
prophecy from Isaiah, which was way off, and now this!
Don’t You know that when Your prophecies fail, You must
concede the victory to me? Or else admit that Your Word is
broken, thus consigning Your Creation to oblivion!”

“Ahh... that prophecy from Isaiah. You never actually
heard it, did you. For it has been totally fulfilled to the
letter, precisely as I gave it to Isaiah.”

“No way! That's a baldfaced lie! You could never have
guessed I would choose Esarhaddon as my tool of testing!
He wasn’t even in line for the kingdom! And You could
certainly never guess I'd use Babylon as the final location
of my torment, for it didn’t even exist then!”

“I cannot lie, Satan. But you are correct that I cannot
guess your choices. Youstill seem to harbor a fundamental
misunderstanding of who I am. You compete with Me as if
you could replace Me, as if you were equal to Me, or better.
But someday you will understand that I am inherently
different from you and all the heavenly host. For I am one
with My Father in eternity. Thisis your proof, foralthough
I could not possibly have guessed what you would choose,
yet the Holy Spirit of Father YHWH in eternity tells me all
I need to know about the future. My Father knew, for He
sees all events throughout time as if they were right now.”

That explanation was perfectly clear. You and I can
understand it. But Satan’s proud heart was darkened. He
left the holy Presence in anger, sure that there was some
trick involved. So Logos called after him, “Satan! T don’t
use deceit or trickery! Those are your ways! Do notimpute
them to Me!” Satan did not answer. He still could not even
accept that Logos could read his thoughts. He fled.

Logos turned to the heavenly multitude looking on.
“Now do you understand why I no longer permit Satan in
My throne room? Why, though I still love him, I can no
longer call him Lucifer? Why My wrath abides upon him?
Why I told you he has already hardened his heart beyond
repentance? Even the least of you would have understood
that explanation of who I am and bowed to Me as God
Almighty expressed into this space-time realm. But Satan
cannot hear; cannot receive My explanations or proofs. He
still thinks I prophesy by trickery or by manipulations of
future events, for those are the methods he has chosen.
Time shall reveal the fallacy and foolishness of his ways.”
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CHAPTER 10 — MANASSEH’S RESTORATION

King Ashurbanipal had been busy dealing with the
rebellious Elamites for the last two years. But his older
brother Shamash-shum-ukin had been humiliated. He got
himself into trouble and his little brother came to bail him
out. His brother defeated his enemies. His brother directed
the major building projects of Babylon. His brother had the
big army, and went across the land on military campaigns.
His brother gave him a portion of the tribute he collected.
His brother even sent the defeated king Manasseh to keep in
his dungeon. “I get no respect!” he raged. “I am the older
brother here. I want my own army. I want to defend my
own city; to fight my own battles, collect my own tribute,
and take my own captives to throw in my dungeon.”

Thus, King Shamash-shum-ukin conspired with some
Chaldean princes to declare Babylonian independence, in
the fall of 652 BC. He wrote a letter to King Assurbanipal,
venting his angry feelings. He informed his brother, “You
are only the king of Nineveh. I am the king of Babylon! I'm
raising my own army, so I'll collect my own tribute from
now on. And I don’t want your conquered kings cluttering
up my dungeon!” With the letter, he sent King Manasseh,
still in chains and with that ring still in his nose.

Assurbanipal laughed when he read the letter. “Ha! It
seems my foolish, dim-witted brother has gotten too big
for his britches. I guess we’ll have to visit Babylon and
teach him a lesson before he hurts himself.”

Then he stared down at Manasseh, now a pitiful, filthy
wreck of aman, and his laughter faded. “My friend, I guess
you've already learned your lesson, haven’t you. Guards!
Take this man. Break off the chains from his ankles. Take
care when you cut the ring off his nose, that you do not tear
his flesh. Then bathe and feed him, trim his matted hair,
dress his sores, and when he has healed, dress him in royal
purple and return him to me looking like the king he is.”

It took a long time, for Manasseh had running sores
over most of his body from the shackles, the filth, the rats,
and the vermin in the dungeon. But Assurbanipal was
patient; his brother’s issues could wait. He sent an answer
to his brother in Babylon, saying, “The omens are not right
for me to visit you right now, my dear brother. But I swear
the gods do not favor your independence. Prepare your
army well, for in due time I shall come to teach you why it
is best for you to remain obedient to me.”

Months later, King Manasseh, dressed in royal apparel,
was brought before King Assurbanipal. Now he looked
good, hisregal head held high and a spring in his step, now
every inch a king again. Assurbanipal smiled, and invited
him right up on the dais to sit beside him. “Well, well, my
friend. Tell me what you have learned from the dungeon.”

Manasseh bowed humbly. “Ilearned to honor and fear
you, O King. I learned to pay you tribute. You keep your
promises and have the power to do whatever you wish.”
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“No, no, not that. Everyone fears me and pays tribute.
Tell me what you have learned about your God, YHWH,
the one you failed to serve in Judah.”

There was a long moment of silence. Then, softly,
Manasseh repeated, “Ilearned to honor and fear Him. And
to pay Him tribute, too — the worship due His holy name.
For He keeps His promises, and He has the power to do
whatever He wishes even more than you, O King.”

The smile broadened across King Assurbanipal’s face.
“And what about His laws? Will you still sacrifice your
babies on the walls of Jerusalem?”

An involuntary shudder coursed through Manasseh’s
body and tears came to his eyes. “Do not further torment
me by reminding me of my shame, O King. Indeed I filled
Jerusalem with the blood of the innocents. I was tortured
by that memory every day I spent in the dungeon. Buteven
worse was the way I trusted in those bloodthirsty gods to
save my kingdom. I can’t believe I was so foolish. Never
again will I trust any god but YHWH.”

“I'm glad to hear you say it. For as long as you keep that
promise, and pay the small amount of tribute I demand, I
vow never to attack you again. For I too fear a God who
keeps His promises and who punishes those who do not.
Thatis why Iam always careful to keep my promises. Now,
I have one more promise to keep.” He paused, thinking.

“Yes, Your Royal Highness?”

“Your God YHWH has been coming to me in my sleep.
Three times, I have had this dream. He says to me, ‘Restore
Manasseh to his kingdom.” I say back to Him, ‘I don’t have
Manasseh. I gave him to my brother.’ He says back to me, ‘1
will bring him to you.’ I say back to him, ‘If You bring him
to me, I will restore him to his kingdom.” I didn’t think it
was possible. No Assyrian ever frees a captured king from
his dungeon! But impossible though it may be, here you
are. So now I must keep my promise.”

Thus Assurbanipal sent Manasseh off with a chariot
and two white horses, some gold and jewels, an entourage
and royal bodyguard, and a letter of command that he be
restored as king, or Judah would face the wrath of Assyria.

Shortly after Manasseh left for the Levant, Assurbanipal
mustered his army and went to Babylon to deal with his
rebellious brother. There his army surrounded the city
and starved Shamash-shum-ukin back into submission.
Itdidn’t take long, for his brother was a weak, foolish king.

Manasseh rode thoughtfully toward Judah, not sure of
thereception he mightreceive. Jerusalem would not be the
same, he knew. He had seen the devastation before being
hauled away. What about his people? How many survived?
Will they hate him? Can they ever forgive him? He clutched
Assurbanipal’s letter. Then with determination he stuffed
it back in his pocket and prayed, “No, Lord YHWH! I will
not put my trust in this letter. I will trust only in You!”
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As he expected, Manasseh’s return caused a big stir in
Jerusalem. Rarely has there been such division among the
people. Some welcomed him home, saying, “It’s a miracle!
Never before has Assyria returned a conquered king to his
kingdom! It’s a sign from YHWH that he’s been forgiven!”
But others were just as vehement. “No! Can’t you see the
Assyrian chariot and guards? He has become an Assyrian
sympathizer! There is no way we could let him be our
king!” Still others cried out, “Away with him! He is the
murderer of our babies! Execute him on the spot!” They
were joined by those saying, “Yes, execute him. He led us
into idolatry and immorality, not just once, but twice!
We're finally getting Jerusalem cleaned up from his sins!”

Manasseh waited patiently. Finally they restored some
semblance of order in the mob and allowed Manasseh to
enter the gates and move slowly into the great hall. Amon
greeted his father. He was less enthusiastic than Manasseh
had hoped, but more than he had feared. Amon struggled
toquiet the crowd. The great hall was more packed than he
could ever remember. He raised his arms for silence but
many kept shouting. No one could hear him. Manasseh
turned to Amon, “Where is Hilkiah? He can bring order.
The people trust him.”

“Actually, no. They don’t. After you banished him, he
went back to Anathoth to enter the priesthood. But even
the priests don’t trust him. They think he failed in his
duties here as the king’s prophet, allowing you to fall into
idolatry and sacrifice all the babies, even though you fired
him before that. They had to have someone to blame.
Some of the priests in Anathoth even tried to kill him. If his
father had not been high priest, they might have!”

“Please, son. Just call for Hilkiah anyway. I need him by
my side when I say what I have to say.”

As they waited for Hilkiah, Amon introduced his father
to his wife of less than a year. “Her name is Jedidah. She is
wonderful! Hilkiah and Holya brought her to me — she is
Hilkiah’s niece. Hilkiah says it is not good for a king to be
single, because the temptations are too great. He’s right.
Jedidah has helped me settle down and get serious about
my kingdom. Isn’t she lovely? And she loves YHWH and
knows the law almost as well as you do, Dad.”

After chatting with Jedidah awhile, Manasseh agreed.
“Welcome into the family, my dear! Thank you for being
such a good influence on my son. May you be blessed with
many godly children.”

By the time they got Hilkiah and Holya there, the crowd
had quieted down. Amon again raised his arms and spoke.
“My father was taken from us in shame and in chains, yet
he has returned in royal robes and a chariot with white
horses. We do not know how these changes transpired.
We must not judge him before we have heard his story.”

He sat down, and Manasseh stood up before the crowd.
A hush settled over the crowd, as they strained to hear.

Chapter 10 ~ Manasseh’s Restoration

“I am no longer fit to be your king, I know,” Manasseh
began, and a murmur swept through the hall. “You know
Hilkiah, here. YHWH sent him to be my ‘king’s prophet’.
Like Isaiah before him, Hilkiah faithfully informed me
when I turned away from YHWH, and warned me exactly
what would happen if I wouldn’t repent. But I didn’t like to
hear it, so I fired him. Then I did whatever I pleased; evil,
horrible things, breaking YHWH’s laws and sacrificing to
the gods of the nations. Of course everything that he and
Isaiah prophesied fell upon me, for YHWH always keeps
His Word.” Manasseh went on to tell the whole story; his
capture, torture, and anguish in the dark dungeon for two
years; then his repentance and renewed faith; and finally
his release and return home, as I have just told you.

At 56 years old, Manasseh was still a handsome and
strong figure, and a great orator, but he humbly bowed his
regal head before the people. “AsIsaid, lamnolongerfitto
be your king. I am happy that you crowned my son as co-
regent in my absence. I trust that he has served you well.
But now that I am back, we must make a decision. I have a
letter from King Assurbanipal in my hand, in which he
commands you to accept me back as your king or face the
wrath of Assyria. But King Assurbanipal is not your Lord.
Iamnot your Lord, noris Amon. Only YHWH is our Lord.

“So I asked Hilkiah to come and prophesy the Word of
YHWH to us. In the past, I treated him cruelly. I wouldn’t
be surprised if he prophesied against me and told you to
toss me in the dungeon and throw away the key. So be it.
I swear I will do whatever YHWH tells me through him.”

The crowd was stunned at that. It didn’t sound like the
Manasseh they knew. Hilkiah pleaded for alittle time, and
fled to the ‘king’s prophet’ apartment with Holya to pray.

The crowd was restless while he was gone. A man called
out, “We don’t want either you or your son as king over us!
Kings are supposed to protect us!” A woman followed
with, “We can never forgive you for what you did to our
babies! For who can bring our babies back?” And another
shouted, “Away with the house of David! Let us choose a
new king from among ourselves!” The angry criticisms
and jeers continued to escalate. Manasseh just hung his
head in humble silence, waiting for Hilkiah’s return.

But when Hilkiah stepped back up on the dais before
the king, the crowd quickly grew silent. They want to hear,
and they will hold Manasseh to his vow to obey the prophet.
“I must admit, I was angry with Manasseh for firing me,
and for leaving Jerusalem vulnerable to destruction by his
disobedience. I would try not to show it, but I would take
secret delight in saying that YHWH wants you to toss him
in the dungeon or execute him for his crimes. However,
thatis not what YHWH told us.” He glanced over and got a
nod from Holya before continuing. “Here is what YHWH
said, ‘Restore Manasseh as the sole king of Judah under
Me. While his son did a commendable job in his father’s
absence, Amon is not yet ready to be king.”
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“What?” Amon jumped up. “You told me I would be
co-regent! You can’t just get rid of me like that!”

The hubbub began anew, with the angry shouts of a
still-divided people. It was close to becoming an unruly
mob again. Young Hilkiah, filled with the Spirit of YHWH,
bellowed out with a voice he didn’t know he had, “Silence!
Silence! YHWH is still speaking through me! How dare
you interrupt with your vulgar shouts?!”

The people shut up in mid-shout, so Hilkiah was able to
continue. “Amon, YHWH promised to show you through
me what He needs to teach you. If you will learn it well, in
humility and patience, you will be given the kingdom at
the proper time. Then you will make a great king, and the
house of David will be established through you and your
descendants. But I swear that if you are impatient; if you
try to take the kingdom now; if you refuse the Word of
YHWH to you; your reign will not last beyond two years.”

Then Hilkiah turned back to the people. It was amazing
how they’d quieted down. Even those who had criticized
him, now recognized that he had the Word of YHWH. He
spoke with an authority they had not seen in him before.
“Bloodguiltiness yet abides over Jerusalem, for Manasseh
flooded the entire city with the blood of the innocents.”
Some cries and sobs of mothers swept through the crowd,
for their pain and grief ran exceedingly deep.

“But I swear to you...” the cries died out as if chopped
off with a knife. “...that the bloodguiltiness is not because
of Manasseh, for he has repented and has been forgiven by
YHWH, and my father the high priest has sacrificed the
lamb and has made atonement for his sin. No! The guilt
remains only because you have hung on to your bitterness
and wrath and refused to forgive.

“Ifyou willnow forgive Manasseh and accept him again
asyour king, I swear to you that the land will be cleansed of
the bloodguiltiness and will become fruitful once again.”

Hilkiah motioned to his wife to stand up beside him.
“While we prayed, YHWH gave Holya a vision. I want her
to describe it to you in her own words.”

Her voice was not as loud as her husband’s. The crowd
gotvery quiet trying to hear. “I was taken to the heavenlies,
to a realm much brighter and more colorful than this. It
was a green meadow, filled with flowers, with a sparkling
stream running through and gardens and orchards all
around. It was filled with people of all kinds, but near me
were hundreds of little children. They were laughing,
playing, running — even little infants could run and dance
in this realm. A shining man was among them, playing
with them, holding and loving them. He looked up at me to
say, These are the innocents. They shall never know terror
or pain again, for I protect them. They shall grow up to
know and love Me and serve in My Kingdom forever.’ The
vision faded. I knew without any doubt that the shining
man was Logos, Word of YHWH, God of Israel.”
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Her voice choked up with emotion. Hilkiah continued
for her. “Your babies are forever in the heavenlies with
YHWH. But He has new babies to give you. He wants you
to be fruitful and multiply. He loves babies more than you!
I urge you, give up the bitterness against Manasseh. If you
will forgive him, each of you mothers who lost a baby at his
hand will get another from YHWH by this time next year.”

There was a long moment of stunned silence. In that
moment the crowd was transformed. It was no longer
divided. Cries of “I forgive!” and “God forgive my anger
and bitterness!” rang out. Then a strong voice began the
chant, “Long live the king!” and it soon was picked up by
nearly everyone present.

Thus was Manasseh’s kingdom restored to him. He
ruled humbly, and justly, with Hilkiah and Holya often at
his side. It took time, for such deep wounds are difficult to
heal, but in time the people learned to love and trust him.
The remainder of his reign (which was long) was in peace.
Prosperity again returned to Judah.

King Assurbanipal kept his promise, and Assyria did
not trouble the Levant again as long as he lived. Manasseh
also kept his promise, to pay the tribute that Assurbanipal
required, surprised at how easy it was to pay now that he
no longer placed his love or trust in riches.

And YHWH kept His promise, too. Many babies were
born the next year, and in the years to come. Jerusalem
again rang with the joyful shouts of children. Manasseh’s
holocaust of the innocents slowly faded from memory.

Of course, not all were able to forgive and forget. Some
of the priestly line at Anathoth never forgave Hilkiah, and
worked to block him from becoming the high priest after
his father. But God showed His approval of His prophet /
priest by blessing him and Holya with a son — after three
daughters! They named him Jeremiah, meaning ‘YHWH
will restore or exalt’, because they saw the land of Judah
restored and their king exalted anew.

Jeremiah was born in 648 BC, the same year another
very special son was given. Amon never really handled his
demotion very well. He was still the crown prince, and
everyone treated him with respectand all, but once you get
the taste of being king it is pretty tough to give it up.
YHWH worked with him. Hilkiah and Holya worked with
him, teaching him the ways of YHWH and why he needed
to humble himself before he could be exalted. YHWH
blessed him, too. One of these special blessings was a son
whom they named Josiah (‘YHWH Supports’).

But in the end, Amon rejected YHWH'’s teaching. He
preferred to hang on to his bitterness at being so unfairly
treated. So Logos gave Satan permission to afflict him,
as only Satan loves to do. But Satan refused! “Why should
I testyour Bride any longer? That might justdrive Amon to
You! I will cover him and protect him from any pain until
he has learned to love evil. Then I will destroy him!”
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CHAPTER 11 — KINGS AMON AND JOSIAH

Hilkiah and Holya no longer lived at the palace, for
there were many duties for one next in line to be the high
priest. Though a few priests at Anathoth still hated and
distrusted him, Hilkiah had achieved a grudging stalemate
with them, and had entered into the regular rotation of the
temple services. But one day, he returned to the palace,
bringing his wife and their baby son Jeremiah. “O King
Manasseh, live forever!” They bowed respectfully to the
king. “I have two warnings from YHWH for you.”

Manasseh humbly urged him to speak, for he had come
to love the Word of YHWH in his old age. Hilkiah smiled.
There was a time when Manasseh knew the Word of
YHWH in his head, but could not receive it in his heart.
Now continually his heart was full and satisfied with the
Word of YHWH, much like a thirsty plant is satisfied with
live-giving water. “The firstis,” Hilkiah told him, “though
most in Judah are now back to worshiping YHWH God of
Israel, yet you have not destroyed all the pagan altars and
worship centers scattered over the hills of Judah. Some
people are trying to use them to worship YHWH! That is
unacceptable to Him. You had those altars built, in your
younger days, and you are responsible to tear them down.”

“Wait a minute. I didn’t build pagan altars anywhere
outside the city, only in Jerusalem. And all of those I have
torn down. I'm quite sure of it.”

“Though you are technically correct, YHWH still holds
you responsible for their spread throughout Judah. Before
your exile to Babylon you encouraged idolatry to flourish.
So in God’s eyes, they're your altars. Deal with it.

“Secondly, Amon your sonisnotresponding well to the
teaching of YHWH. He needs some discipline, O King.
Restraint! It was you who encouraged him into idolatry
and immorality in the first place. Now you are being too
tolerant of his waywardness. God loves the new humility
He finds in you, O King, but humility cannot be an excuse
to be tolerant or lazy. You must be bold to confront evil
wherever you find it. Even if it is found in your own son.”

Manasseh heard, and he promised to do something. So
Hilkiah took his wife and son to visit Amon and Jedidah.
She was nursing her baby Josiah, who was nearly the same
age as Jeremiah, so the two mothers chatted and nursed
together while the men conferred in the next room.

“Amon. You have great potential here. Next in line to
be king, a godly wife, and already a beautiful perfect heir!
But you must learn to guard your heart. Bitterness against
your father is dragging you down. Manasseh did not take
the kingdom from you. YHWH restored it to him, after he
learned his lessons. But he went through hell and back to
learn them! Do not follow his path, for I swear that YHWH
won’t be so forgiving of you. If you take his path of idolatry
and immorality, YHWH will take your life, for you had the
chance to learn from your father’s tragedies and did not.”

Chapter 11 ~ Kings Amon and Josiah

Amon’s response was lukewarm, at best, for his heart
was not right with God. He surely knew about God, but
had no love for Him. Yet he heard, and as he ushered them
out he assured Hilkiah that he would heed the warning.
But in the end, he preferred to nurse his bitterness.

Did King Manasseh ever discipline his son? How do
you discipline a married 28-year-old? Oh, he spoke to him
aboutit, butin the end nothing happened. Amon swore he
was worshiping YHWH. And he promised to remove the
pagan altars across the land and ensure that only YHWH
was worshiped. But in his heart he was angry with YHWH
for taking the kingdom from him and giving it back to his
father. And in his bitterness, he had become angry with his
father as well. So instead of removing them he protected
the pagan altars throughout Judah, and encouraged the
people of Judah to ‘worship YHWH’ on them.

Manasseh had ten golden years with Meshullemeth his
wife after his restoration. In 641 BC he died peacefully, at
the age of 67, 55 years after he had begun to reign with his
father. But though his reign ended in righteousness and
peace, most of us remember him only by his earlier days of
idolatry, because of what happened right after his passing.

Amon his son was crowned king in his place. But right
off the bat he dishonored his father by having him buried,
not among the tombs of the kings of Judah, but in the herb
garden of Uzza, the palace chef. Then he banished Hilkiah
and Holya, and all his father’s other godly counselors,
from Jerusalem. He replaced them with pagan counselors,
wizards, astrologers, and priests of pagan gods. He hired
all the out-of-work servants of Baal and Astarte to go back
to the pagan worship centers which he had never
destroyed, to renew idolatry across the land. He publicly
blasphemed YHWH, God of Israel, and swore he would get
even for the way he had lost his kingdom. When his palace
servants politely reminded him of the terrible tragedy that
had befallen his father, he pointed to the carved Asherim
still standing in some pagan worship centers of Judah.
“Those Asherah poles were carved by my father. Yet he
was blessed and he lived out his days in peace. I will serve
them just like my father did.” Thus he rejected the lessons
Hilkiah had tried so hard to teach him.

His servants put up with him for two years. But then,
fearingarepeat of the horror when Assurbanipal had come
and ‘wiped Jerusalem like a dish’, they conspired against
him in the palace. Led by Uzza the chef, the kitchen staff
rose up against Amon and slew him as he sat down to dine.

They quickly tried to reassure Jedidah that she and her
children were safe with them, but she ran screaming for
the guards, who came with a group of Amon’s friends and
captured the conspirators. Sadly, they tried and executed
them. But the people considered Uzza their hero. They
buried Amon in the lowly herb garden next to his father.
Then they immortalized Uzza by burying him beside the
two kings. It is known as the ‘Garden of Uzza’ to this day.
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Amon’s powerful advisors and nobles, led by Arnie, his
chiefbodyguard, saw that with the king’s death their status
was in jeopardy. So they quickly moved to protect their
interests. Though Josiah was only eight years old, he was
the oldest heir in the house of David. So they crowned him
king, knowing it would be easy to control the youngster.

In King Josiah’s name, Arnie’s men continued Amon’s
practice of banning from Jerusalem anyone intolerant of
pagan priests and their idols. But they went even further.
They rounded up all the copies of the laws of YHWH and
had them burned. Then, one by one, they cooked up false
charges against each of those in the palace or the temple
service who still served YHWH, and had them tried and
executed. They filled the palace and the temple with idols.
They tortured and killed old Meshullam the high priest
and his second son, Shallum, as well as many others of the
priests of YHWH. But Shallum’s older brother, Hilkiah,
that prophet/priest who had stood so firm against them all
his life, they could not find. They tore through Anathoth
in a rage, torturing anyone who might have known where
he went and nearly destroying the city just to find him, for
he was nextin line to be high priest and they well knew his
hatred for their idolatry! But Hilkiah and Holya, and their
eight-year-old son Jeremiah, were nowhere to be found.

Jedidah, the godly queen mother, suffered an ‘accident’.
She died when she ‘fell’ off the parapet of the palace one
dark night. Her other children just ‘disappeared’. Their
bodies were later found in a shallow mass grave with the
bodies of others who had been sacrificed to Baal on the
Mount of Olives. Thus within three months young Josiah
was all alone, king in name only, while the land of Judah
was ruled behind the scenes by big burly Arnie, Amon’s
old wizards and advisors, and the nobles and pagan priests
who supported them.

They never found Hilkiah. He had been warned by his
young son Jeremiah, who had come to his father with a
horrified look on his face and said, “Dad, the king is dead!
Evil men are now coming to kill us also! We must flee!”

Hilkiah had believed his son, while the other priests at
Anathoth had not. So they were all slain, and only Hilkiah
and his family survived of all the priests true to YHWH.
They traveled to the country, where they found refuge at
the farmhouse of Isaiah’s son Shearjashub, who was 97
years old at the time.

Those were dark days for Judah. YHWH’s temple was
run by the high priests of Baal. Any priest who objected
was slain. Idolatry filled the land. Days were filled with
wild and riotous living; evenings spent in drunkenness;
nights alive with temple prostitutes. The righteous hid
themselves. The Word of YHWH was lost in Judah, as no
true prophets or priests of YHWH remained alive within
miles of Jerusalem. Young Josiah was kept entertained on
his golden throne while his advisors plotted ways to
entrench their power. But his naiveté will not last forever.
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Josiah had received eight years of training from his
godly mother, Jedidah. That, of course, was easily undone.
They hired a nanny from among the ranks of the pagan
priesthood. She loved to excite Josiah with stories of past
glories of the planetary gods and the way they ruled the
earth with their swords of lightning, rain mixed with fire,
and terrible earthquakes which they sent to collapse their
enemy’s walls. He loved the stories, though for him they
were naught but fantasy as neither he nor his nanny had
ever actually seen such things.

When Josiah was twelve, they initiated him into the
pagan ceremonies. But alas, they were a bit too eager. His
stomach was turned by the bloody sacrifice. His face paled.
He puked all over the floor, and then ran from the pagan
worship center in horror. From then on, he refused to go
back, no matter how they cajoled or enticed him.

So Arnie had to figure out a Plan B. That turned out to
be Zebidah, the cute twelve-year-old daughter of Pedaiah
of the town of Arumah. Now, Pedaiah had actually been a
priest of YHWH, although he had been quick to shift his
allegiances when he saw which way the tide was flowing.
His daughter was a darling dishwater blonde air-head who
cared nothing for heaven or hell, only for playing all day,
thanks to her indulgent parents. But she was enthusiastic
in her play, as anyone without a worldly care is apt to be.
Young Josiah was entranced! So Zebidah became Josiah’s
best friend as they played together for more than a year.

In late 635 BC, Arnie came to Josiah as he and Zebidah
played beside the throne. He had grown to really love this
young man who was his ticket to power. He almost hated
to do this, but Zebidah was already blossoming into a
young woman. It was time to implement Plan B.

Smiling, Arnie called, “O King, live forever!” Josiah
obediently climbed up on his golden throne as he was
taught. Arnie gallantly went through the typical routine,
“Your greatness and magnificence is as the stars of the
heavens, and your radiance as the sun in its strength! To
you, and you only, does the nation bow and seek wisdom.
Mighty kings from far-off lands eagerly come to you for
counsel...” and so on. Arnie could see Josiah becoming
bored with the charade. He was growing up. Their fantasy
land could not keep him satisfied much longer.

So he continued, his smile fading to a concerned look.
“OKing, as your friend and advisor, I always tell you when
it is time for important things to be done. You are a man
now, and Zebidah is no longer just a little girl; she is a
woman. A king must have awife, or he would never be able
to understand the common man, who takes a wife to bear
his children. I brought Zebidah to you to become your
wife. She will love and care for you all your days, I swear,
and will bear and nurse your sons as your mother did for
you. It would never do for a king to be without an heir!
Lookather. See how her body is changing so she can nurse
your babies? It’s time for you and Zebidah to marry.”
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The kids didn’t see any problem with that. They didn’t
even know what marriage is. The royal wedding was just
another grand charade to them, which they played with all
the enthusiasm and joy possible in ones so young. The
only difference between this and earlier charades was,
when it was all over, Zebidah didn’t have to ‘go home’.
Instead, Arnie brought her into Josiah’s big bedroom and
instructed him that she would ‘sleep with him’ from now
on, the rest of his life. “That is what married people do.”

That sounded like great fun. More time for play! The
bed was certainly large enough. So they romped together
awhile until, exhausted, they fell asleep, still in their day
clothes. That went on for a week or so, until Arnie brought
them each alovely set of pajamas; silky, frilly, and sensual.
He told them that on hot summer nights, it is much easier
to geta good night's sleep if they help each other into their
‘night clothes’ before they climb into bed.

Well, you know where that can lead. In two months
Zebidah was pregnant, and Arnie and the nanny were kept
busy explaining all the things a young mother needs to
know. Their baby was born by the end of 634 BC.

It was a difficult birth. The baby was injured and badly
deformed as it passed through Zebidah’s immature birth
canal. Of course the parents wanted to keep him anyway.
He was their first! They named him Johanan, and Zebidah
eagerly went to work trying to nurse him even before she
recovered enough to get out of bed.

But Arnie knew better. He smothered the baby that
night while the kids slept. The next morning, he wore a
long sad face, and helped them through the burial and the
grieving process. But all the while he was glad that was
over, and hoped he wouldn’t have to go through it again.

Alas, young, fertile Zebidah was pregnant again within
another few months. She wentinto labor around the end of
633 BC. She and Josiah were only fifteen.

King Josiah told the physicians that he’d have their
headsif they injured the new baby on the way out. Again, it
was a very tough and exhausting delivery. Josiah could no
longer bear to hear Zebidah'’s screams. He left her. When
he returned, his wife was dead. But they had managed to
save their baby. He was a perfect, beautiful boy! Josiah
named him Eliakim: ‘God will establish’ my kingdom. He
now had an heir. But he grieved for his best friend Zebidah.

Ashurbanipal had enjoyed a long and prosperous reign
of 36 years. Under him, Assyria reached the peak of its
power and glory. This had truly been the golden age of the
Assyrian Empire. He had treated the nations of the world
with firmness, but fairness. As a result, the entire civilized
world prospered. Buthe was old. In 633 BC he crowned his
son, Ashur-etil-ilani, as his co-regent and retired to his
summer palace. There he died in 627 BC. Ashur-etil-ilani
turned out to be a weak and foolish king, resulting in a
power struggle between him and the palace nobles.

Chapter 11 ~ Kings Amon and Josiah

Arnie was disgusted with Zebidah for dying on him.
She, with her now thoroughly pagan father, was to draw
King Josiah into full support of their idolatry. But now he
needed to find someone else. Fortunately he had plenty to
choose from. His power over the land was absolute.

He picked Hamutal, a daughter of Jeremiah of Libnah.
She had been drafted into the pool of temple prostitutes,
butshe and her father had balked. Arnie calculated that by
making her queen instead, he could kill two birds with one
stone. Now both Jeremiah of Libnah and Hamutal would
be in his back pocket the rest of their lives.

So in 632 BC, Josiah and Hamutal were married. Both
were sixteen, though she was six months older. Hamutal
happily helped to care for Eliakim, her first real baby doll.
And by the next year, she had a son of her own, whom they
named Shallum, ‘Recompense’. For Josiah told Hamutal,
“Now I am recompensed for the loss of my wife Zebidah.”

The death of baby Johanan, then the death of Zebidah
during the birth of his second son Eliakim, had profoundly
changed Josiah. When he was young, whatever Arnie said
was true. It had to be true — all his advisors, counselors,
wizards, and wise nobles had agreed with him. But it had
not been true. Those deaths were not what Arnie had
promised when he had married Zebidah. He had promised
she would always love him and raise his babies. Even after
his wedding with Hamutal, the ache of his loss lingered.

Blonde Zebidah had been lots of fun, but her brains had
been like tangled noodles. Hamutal was different. She was
serious, smart, compassionate, and a good communicator.
Josiah was hurting, and needed a true friend. Hamutal was
perfect, although Arnie hadn’t known that. So after their
wedding, Hamutal kindly talked him through his grief,
loved his son Eliakim as if he were her own, and wisely de-
emphasized the physical intimacy. She would rather be a
queen than a temple prostitute! She determined to be the
best, most loving and supportive queen ever.

So for the first time in his life the fun and games that had
filled Josiah’s days give way to some serious talk. Hamutal
insisted, “Talk to me. Tell me all that is troubling you. Just
the sharing of it will help to ease the pain. I'll help you bear
it. Twon’t be upset with you, I promise! I'll understand. I'll
love you all the more when I learn to know your heart.”

Josiah wasn’t used to this. During his two years with
Zebidah, he had never had a single serious conversation.
Everything had been met with giggles and jokes. “I don’t
know, Hamutal. I just miss her, and it hurts.”

“The death of someone you love always leavesa terrible
emptiness. No one else can ever fill it, either. I can try, but
I'm not her. But I can help you move on. I can help to fill
your life with new things, so the pain of her loss will fade
back into the mists of the past. Look what she left you!
What a precious and perfect baby! Your own son! He is
growing ... here, you hold him. Look! He smiles at you!”
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Josiah took hislittle son. Hamutal continued, “You see,
heisalittle glimpse of Zebidah! She is gone, but not totally
gone, for you can look at him and still see her in his eyes, in
his smile! You can thank the gods for your two years with
Zebidah, and for this precious reminder that she left you.”

“Y...yes.” Josiah was feeling overwhelmed. “But... uh,
Arnie lied to me.” He was finally able to blurt it out.

“Yeah, I know. Arnie lies about everything. He’s just
like my dad. I see ’em plotting together... Ha! They think
you don’t know — that you can’t understand. What twits!
I'm glad you're not like them, Josiah.”

“He... lies about everything?”
“Well, sure! Name one thing he didn’t lie about.”
“Well... Uh... He made me the king...”

“No he didn’t. You're Amon’s son. As soon as Amon
died, you automatically became the king.”

“He supports me, and trains me to be a good king...”

“Not a chance. He supports himself. He pretends to
support you, but his training is only a trick, to convince
you to support his own agenda. He and his cronies are
actually ruling the land, using you as his ticket to power.”

“But...” It began to dawn on Josiah that Hamutal was
exactly correct. “What can I do?”

“What can you do? Do whatever you darn well please.
You are the king! You can order their heads chopped off,
and they’ll be gone, just like that!”

“They? I thought we were just talking about Arnie.”

“Oh, he’s just the front man, Josiah. All those ancient
wizards and nobles, and their priests. They're all in on it,
too. First-class dorks. Dweebs every one.”

“What about your dad? You said he was plotting with
Arnie. Don’t you love your dad? Mine is dead.”

Hamutal had to stop and think. “Love him? Well, yeah.
I guess so. It’s nice to have a dad who takes care of you. At
least he didn’t make me be a temple prostitute! But he still
lies. He pretends to believe in the gods and worship them,
but I see through all that. It’s all an act! He tells me stories
of how the gods used to come near and torment those who
didn’t worship them with big earthquakes and lightning
strikes. It’s all balderdash of course, and he knows it. But if
you're a priest of Baal, you've got to pretend to believe that
baloney or the other priests will toss you out.”

“Yeah, after my dad 'n mom died, Arnie got me a nanny
who told me all those stories, too. I never really believed
’em either, though the stories were lots of fun.” Now Josiah
began to really open up. “Iwas only eight when Mom died,
but I still remember what she told me about YHWH. She
said YHWH is the one true God, the Creator of the heavens
and the earth. She told me all those other gods are false.”
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“YHWH? Huh. I heard that name...” Hamutal stopped
to think. She pointed, “That temple... I remember my dad
saying it was built by Solomon as a temple to YHWH many
years ago. But I figure that, well... YHWH must have died.
At least He’s not in His temple anymore, that’s for sure.”

“My mom told me that YHWH is Spirit, and that He can
never die. She said that when we worship Him, he protects
us from all those false gods and their earthquakes and
lightning and stuff. She told me about my great-grandpa,
good King Hezekiah. He worshiped YHWH, so when Mars
came past it saved him by sending its lightning to kill the
Assyrians camped around Jerusalem! That's my favorite
story! I asked my mom to tell it over and over again.”

“Wait a minute. She said the planetary gods were false.
But then Mars came by and saved Hezekiah? That doesn’t
make any sense. Sounds like Mars was the true god there!”

“Oh! Youre right. I never thought that... I don’t know!
Weneed to ask someone. Maybe the scribes have recorded
it in the history of Judah. I'd like to find the truth.”

“Me too. But you can bet Arnie and his cronies aren’t
going to tell us the truth. Because if YHWH is real and his
gods are false, he’s gonna be in a heap o’ trouble! You're
the king! We’d better be careful who we ask.” She stopped,
then she gave Josiah a big grin and leaned over to kiss him
on the nose. “You see now how talking about things helps
to ease the pain of yourloss? I'll bet once we get involved in
searching out which gods are true and which are false, the
wounds in your soul will heal and you’ll be happy again.”

Hamutal was correct. Josiah had to admit that during
their conversation he had totally forgotten about Zebidah
and her death. So they plotted together to secretly search
outJudah’s history, to discover the gods of their ancestors.
The more they worked atit, the more Josiah’s pain receded
into the past. By the time baby Shallum came along, Josiah
was actually glad that Zebidah had died, or he never would
have met Hamutal. For he had come to love and trust her
totally. If ever any couple were ‘soul mates’ it was Josiah
and Hamutal. They opened up and bonded their hearts
together beyond what many young couples ever know.
Logos was pleased, and decided to aid their search.

Arnie had made it tough on them. He and his cronies
had worked hard to get rid of all written records of the
great things that YHWH had done for Judah in the past.
The history books, the books of God’s Law, the chronicles
of past godly kings —all were burned. The palace was clean
of anything about YHWH. Most of those who had known
Him had fled. Any remaining had been silenced, or slain.

But there were clues, and the young couple worked
hard to put them together. Finding out more about this
YHWH became a passion with them both. Sorting out the
truth from the many lies was far more exciting than the
foolish games Josiah used to play with Zebidah. And from
that day forth, Josiah no longer trusted Arnie.
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In 629 BC, King Ashur-etil-ilani of Assyria was slain by
his own General Sin-shumu-lishir in the ongoing power
struggle between him and all the other contenders to the
throne. He tried to take the throne, but Ashur-etil-ilani’s
next younger brother Sin-shar-ishkun exposed the plot
and made himself king instead. His reign was filled with
more palace plots and internal strife. His younger brother
Ashur-uballit II fought him for the throne. The glorious
empire of Ashurbanipal began falling apart from internal
feuding. Down in Babylon, Ashurbanipal’s older brother
Shamash-shum-ukin remained a weak and foolish king.
Assyria could not afford another rebellion in Babylon, so
after Sin-shar-ishkun secured his throne, he ordered his
most loyal general, Nabopolassar, to go down there and
take over the military. That ought to keep his nearly senile
uncle Shamash-shum-ukin out of trouble. Or so he hoped.

Let’s pause for a quick review of the Pharaohs in Egypt.
The 23rd ‘Libyan Anarchy’ Dynasty ended in 720 BC when
warlord Shoshenk was slain. The 25th ‘Nubian’ Dynasty
ended with Tanutamun’s death at Napata in 657 BC. The
21st Dynasty was pretty well gone by 740 BC, as the 22nd
‘Libyan’ Dynasty had merged or taken over to control most
of Egypt— Osorkon IV at Tanis and Bubastis, Rudamun at
Thebes, and Pedubast Il at Leontopolis. Pedubast ruled for
25 years from 661 BC, followed by Osorkon V ruling for 9
years from 637 BC, and then followed by Psammus ruling
for 10 years from 629 BC. The Libyan Dynasty ended with
his death in 620 BC. In the 26th ‘Saite’ Dynasty, Psamtik I,
son of Necho I, was appointed by Ashurbanipal in 664 BC.
He gradually gained control over all the other Pharaohs.
He unified Egypt and ruled well, for an amazing 54 years.

So, we have reached 628 BC, the 12th year since Josiah
became king. He and Hamutal were now twenty, older and
wiser. They had just gotten their first big break in their
search for the truth about YHWH. It happened like this.

They had given up talking to the palace staff. No one
would say a word to them about YHWH, for fear of losing
his head. Arnie’s wizards had put the fear of his gods on
everyone. So they started taking picnics together on sunny
Sabbaths, leaving the palace in their effort to meet others.
But the guards (whom they secretly referred to as ‘Arnie’s
Goon Squad’) stayed close, always listening, and always
pushing othersaway, “Just for your protection, of course!”

Then in spring, they planned a picnic on the other side
of Jerusalem. As they walked through the city, they
stopped to give alms to alame beggar at the gate to the now
neglected and abused temple of Solomon. “Thank you, O
my most gracious king!” he bowed. Then he added, “But
why does the king come to the temple gate? Do you not
know of the king’s secret entrance?” Arnie’s Goon Squad
quickly moved in. “How dare you speak so casually to the
king? Another word and I'll have your head!”

So that was that. But Josiah and Hamutal had heard,
and that evening they began their search.

Chapter 11 ~ Kings Amon and Josiah

It took along time. The passageway really was a secret!
Josiah finally found it when he was standing on a parapet
of the palace studying the masonry between him and the
temple. “Hamutal! Look how thick that wall is. You could
never see it from down below, but from up here, it looks
like it might be hollow. Maybe the passage is in the wall.”

So they estimated about where it intersected the palace,
and went down to investigate. Surely it had to come to the
hallway that ran past the king’s bedroom, but no. The hall
just dead-ended. They spent half a night there searching
the wall for clues while the palace was asleep, but it was too
dark and their lamps too dim. So the next Sabbath, they
arose early in the morning. Josiah got his best polished
brass mirror and took it out to the grand entry where the
sunrise streamed in the windows. He made sure nobody
was looking, then put the mirror in the sunlight and aimed
it right down the hallway.

It was perfect. Hamutal stayed at the end of the hall,
frantically searching for clues. When anyone came by,
Josiah would simply turn the mirror slightly tolookinto it,
as if he were playing with it, or admiring himself. When
the hall began to get too busy, Josiah returned the mirror
to his room, and went down to find Hamutal. “Did you see
anything?” he asked excitedly.

“You bet! There are finger marks up in that left corner.
I'msure that people have been pushing onit. But we’ll have
to wait until after nightfall.” So at midnight they returned,
with their lamps shuttered to shine only forward.

They found the stone with the fingerprints, but it
seemed solid. They pushed and pulled, and cussed a bit.
“Darn! I'm sure I saw finger-stains right here. It looked
like someone has been pushing on this stone. A lot.”

Josiah was thinking. “The masonry on this wall is solid.
There is no door in the wall. Therefore, the entire wall
must move. It’s got to be really heavy! If this is the latch
thatlocksitin place, the weight of the wall probably has it
jammed. T'll try to slide the wall to the right, while you
push on the stone.”

They pushed with all their strength. Nothing. “Okay,
so I guessed wrong. I'll try sliding it to the left.” They tried
again, and with a slight thump, the wall was free to move.
Startled, Josiah let go. The wall slid quietly all the way to
the right, leaving the hallway completely open. They
quickly stepped in and took hold of a brass handle on the
edge of the sliding wall, pulling it quietly shut again. With
the same slight thump, itlocked shut. They breathed asigh
of relief. They had not been seen. Now they could explore
the passageway at their leisure.

“Wait!” Hamutal gave a gasp. “What if there’s no latch
on this side?” They searched, and found none. Of course
the king would not want any possibility of an enemy using the
secret passage to enter the palace. There is no help for it now.
They would have to return by the city streets.
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But the passageway itself was a treasure trove! They
spent hours searching the walls, learning of past kings and
priests. They found a list of the high priests of YHWH. Just
what they were searching for! “Aaron, Eleazar, Phinehas,
Abishua...” They quickly scanned to theend, “...Azariah,
Urijah, Amariah, Hoshaiah, Ahitub, Meraioth, Zadok,
Meshullam...” The list stopped, leaving space for more.

They wrote out the names, then hurried through the
rest of the passage, out another locking wall like the first,
and into the king’s worship chamber in the inner court of
the temple. Dawn was nigh. They will be missed. They
must get back to the palace. They rushed out, ran across
the court of Israel and the court of the nations, and escaped
out the main gate. The temple prostitutes never awoke.

There was the old lame beggar. Did he live here by the
gate? Butfew others were up at this hour. Josiah stopped to
grasp his hand. “Thank you for telling me about the secret
passageway!” He pressed a generous gift into the beggar’s
palm; everything he had at the time; and they hurried on.

They got to the palace right after the changing of the
guard. Good. His wife’s arm firmly in his, and her head on
his shoulder, Josiah walked up to the guards. “Couldn’t
sleep,” he yawned. “We went out to watch the sunrise
from the Mount of Olives.”

“Oh? Why didn’t the guards go with you? They have
their orders! You could be assaulted!”

King Josiah laughed. “Ha! Those guards you relieved?
They were sleeping. I didn’t have the heart to wake them.”
The guards’ eyes got big, but they strolled on by and into
the palace, then quickly returned to their bedroom before
Arnie or his servants came to call them for breakfast.

“Do you realize I'm the king here, yet 'm treated like a
prisoner in my own palace?” Josiah exclaimed. “We’ve got
to find someone we can trust!”

“What about that lame beggar? I'm not sure how he
knew, but he sure gave us the clue we needed.”

“Why not?” So next Sabbath they planned their picnic
on the far side of town again, and flipped a silver coin into
the beggar’s cup witha cheery, “God be withyou!” And the
next, and the next. Arnie’s Goon Squad got bored of the
routine. So they made other comments to him, but kept it
casual. The guards began to lose their suspicions. Then
one Sabbath, Hamutal mused out loud, “Honey, I wonder
if our physicians could help this poor man? The coin we
drop in his cup each week isn’t helping him much.”

“What a wonderful idea, my dear. Guards! Take this
man, clean him up, and bring him to the palace. Send him
to my personal physicians. I want a report on what they
can do for him.” It worked. The next time they saw the
beggar, he lay in the palace infirmary after an operation on
his legs. They came to chat, and learned that his name was
Martin, and he had been a server in Solomon’s temple!
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Still avoiding direct questions as to their quest, they
encouraged Martin to talk about his past. Sure enough, he
mentioned Zadok and Meshullam, his bosses during his
time of service in the temple. “What happened to them?”
Hamutal casually asked.

Martin looked at them strangely, lowering his voicetoa
whisper. “You really don’t know?”

“I don’t know a lot of things, old man.” Josiah used the
term of honor for the elderly. Martin was only 47 but he
seemed awfully old to Josiah. “I was just a boy when they
made me the king here. They’ve deliberately tried to hide
everything from me. Please, tell us!”

So, the cat was out of the bag. But the beggar seemed to
understand the situation already. “Too dangerous now;
too many people; the walls have ears. Wait until I can walk.
Then I will tell you...” Then he saw a nurse coming near.
He instantly changed subjects, “...after my fall, my legs
healed so crooked I couldn’t even walk. I could do nothing
but beg. But your doctors are wonderful. They re-broke
my legs and set them correctly. Within the month I will be
learning to walk all over again. How can I ever thank you?”

It was difficult to be so close and still have to wait, after
their years of searching. But the stakes were high. If Arnie
or his Goon Squad discovered their quest, Arnie would
certainly take it as a threat to his power and may well kill
them and declare himselfking. So they waited. It was more
than three months before Martin could walk. Then after
the bones healed, he had therapy. Finally that fall, they
managed to get completely alone with him up on a high
parapet of the palace. “Now, tell us! We're dying to know!
Whatever happened to Zadok and Meshullam?”

Martin paused, with that same strange look. “Zadok
died of old age, a great man, honored and loved by all.
Meshullam his son became high priest in his place. Don’t
you remember him? He was my boss back then.”

“No. My father never took me to the temple. After he
died, Arnie sure never let me go. How could I know him?”

“Meshullam was killed, under your orders! His second
son Shallum was also killed, along with many other priests
of YHWH. I was just a temple assistant, so they didn’t kill
me, but they smashed my legs and threatened to kill me!”

“I thought... I thought you said you fell...”

“Thatis what I need your nurses and doctors to think.
If they learn I was there at the massacre of YHWH’s priests,
my life isn’t worth a plugged nickel!”

“What did you mean, ‘under my orders™?”

“Right after you became king, Arnie’s guards came to
Anathoth, where all the priests lived with their families,
and commanded them to line up, in the name of King
Josiah! Any who confessed to faith in YHWH were slain
without mercy, one by one, beginning with Meshullam.”
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“Oh-my-god! Why?” Josiah had begun to figure out
why, but he wanted Martin to confirm it.

“Well, 1 suspected you were a bit young to be giving
orders like that. I figured that it was your prime minister,
Arnie, who was manipulating you behind the scenes.”

“Well, did any of YHWH’s priests survive? We were
hoping to talk to one of them about YHWH.”

Martin shook his head sadly. “None that were there.
But Shallum’s older brother Hilkiah wasn’t there. He was
king’s prophet when your grandfather Manasseh was king,
and was in line to be high priest. They tortured us to make
us tell where he was, but no one knew. No one has heard
from him since. I really don’t know if he’s still alive or not.
Probably not. Arnie’s thugs were determined to find him.”

There was a minute of silence, as it became apparent to
Josiah and Hamutal the sheer magnitude of the evil that
now ruled the land. “All this time, I thoughtIwas king...”
Josiah said softly. Shock and horror distorted his face.

His wife reached outwithahug. “You are the king!” she
encouraged. “You just need to decide what to do.”

“What can we do? If there are no priests of YHWH left,
thereisno one who can tell us if YHWH is the true God and
Arnie’s gods are false. Maybe Arnie’s right, and my mother
just didn’t know.”

“I can tell you...” Martin said gently.

“You? You're not a priest. You're just an...” Josiah was
going to say ‘old beggar’ but he bit his tongue.

“I know. 'm nobody. But I still know and love YHWH.
I'm notascholar. I can’t decipher the Law or the Prophets.
I can’t explain all the sacrifices or the Feasts. But I know
YHWH. He is the one true God, the God of your ancestors,
the Almighty, the Creator of the heavens and the earth,
just like your mother taught you when you were little.”

“How do you know what my mother taught me?”

“Because I knew Jedidah. Her father was a close friend
of my boss, Meshullam. His son Hilkiah, the next in line to
be high priest, arranged your dad’s marriage to Jedidah.
She was one of the most godly women I knew! I'm sure she
taught you about YHWH from the time you were a baby.”

At that moment, a bond of trust was forged between
them. They now knew, without any doubt, that Martin
was telling the truth about YHWH. It all fit. All of Arnie’s
gods were false, unspeakably evil. The massacre of the
priests, the destruction of all the books on the laws of
YHWH and the history of Judah, the neglect of the temple
of YHWH, and the rule of fear which prevented anyone in
the kingdom from telling them about YHWH... it all fit.

“They’re monsters! Arnie, his Goon Squad, the wizards
and nobles who rule the palace — they’re all evil monsters!
Josiah! You're the king! You've got to set the country free!”

Chapter 11 ~ Kings Amon and Josiah

Now the immensity of his task overwhelmed him.
“Hamutal, it's notjust the palace. They control everything.
Their thugs and spies are everywhere, all over Jerusalem.
And the pagan priests of Arnie’s gods are spread across all
the land. They have altars to Baal and those lewd carved
Asherah poles on top of every hill. I've seen...”

“I have a suggestion,” Martin interrupted. “Their hold
on the nation is not so tight as you may think. It sounds
like you've been kinda ensconced at the palace. But many
in Judah, and even in Jerusalem, are still true to YHWH.
They've hidden themselves because of the persecution,
but I assure you, they will come forth as soon as they see
their king taking a stand for YHWH.”

“Yeah, right,” Josiah responded. “A very brief stand,
beforeI,and you, and our babies, are...” He was looking at
his precious Hamutal, and he decided not to finish his
sentence. But they all knew what he meant.

“I'm not saying it will be easy, but you certainly don’t
need to give Arnie a chance to kill your family. Have you
heard of General Able? He is still in command of the army.
He was appointed by your grandfather Manasseh after he
had repented and returned from Babylon. He too is a godly
man, who loves YHWH. He has done nothing so far,
because he’s very loyal and honors the king. But he’s only
waiting on you to give the word. I know, for he told me.”

So that night Josiah and Hamutal had a long talk in the
privacy of their bedroom. They decided to trust Martin on
everything. He’d said General Able was a godly man, so
they determined to trust him, too, though they knew they
staked theirlives onit. They realized this was a battle to the
death. One side or the other must leave no survivors. So
finally, just before going to sleep, they prayed, “YHWH,
God of our ancestors, the almighty Creator of the heavens
and the earth, we put our trust in You as the only true God.
We reject the gods of Arnie and his wizards and nobles.
They have slain all Your priests, burned Your laws, and
have tried to extinguish the knowledge of You from Judah.
If You can hear our prayer, please give us wisdom. We will
do whatever You direct, even if it costs our lives.”

“If T can hear their prayer, indeed!” Logos laughed
heartily. “Theirs is the kind of prayer I love to hear!”

Satan was not there. He saw what was going on, and was
busy trying to turn their search for YHWH and His wisdom
into a bitter vendetta against Arnie and his henchmen. He
didn’t really care who was killed; he could always raise up
more, and he loved the blood and gore. But just in case
Josiah won, he needed to gain control over him through
hisanger and bitterness. However, Josiah wasn’t buying it.

Instead, Logos came to Josiah in his dreams that night.
In the morning, he knew what to do. “Hamutal! I had a
long and vivid dream last night. I think it was an answer to
our prayer. It gave me some ideas. You pray for me today.
I'm going to try to arrange a talk with General Able.”
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When Josiah came to his throne that morning, dressed
in hisroyal robes, he whistled and sang as he often did, for
he had enjoyed a happy childhood. His prime minister
Arnie was there, along with others who attended to his
needs. They were always kind to him and he was friendly
to theminreturn. They had been that way for twelve years.
In a reminiscing mood, Josiah smiled at Arnie. “You've
been awfully good to me all these years. You've guided me
—you've taken all the burden off me. But you know, I am
twenty now. I ought to start taking more responsibility,
don’t you think? Tell me, what do I need to know to be a
good king, to protect my people from attack by invaders?”

Arnie was used to this. Kids ask lots of questions.
“Well, you need to know how strong and high your walls
are, and if they are in good repair. You need to know about
the other fortified cities around Jerusalem, which help to
defend us if an enemy army should attack. You need to
know that we have a good and powerful army, and to make
sure our army is supplied with armor and weapons. I've
taken care of all that, but if you want, I'll tell you all about
our military defenses. I'm pretty proud of them. We've
kept Judah safe and prosperous all these years.”

“Yes! I'd love that! Tell me about it!” Josiah expressed
eager interest as Arnie talked. When he ran down, Josiah
responded with admiration. “That’s fascinating! I had no
idea so many people were working to keep us safe. This
General Able you spoke of; is he a good man? Reliable?”

“Absolutely, Your Majesty! A little gruff, perhaps; he is
a powerful warrior, after all!” He laughed. “He’d probably
scare you! He’s huge! Like a grizzly bear. But he’s as loyal
as they come. He'll protect us to the death.”

It was time to spring the trap. “Arnie? I won’t be scared,
notif yousay he’s loyal. I'd really like to meet him. And his
commanders, too. I'll bet I could learn a lot about our
defenses from them. I want to personally thank them for
their service to Judah.” Josiah was careful to put on just the
right mixture of eager interest and casual naiveté.

It worked. Arnie never suspected a thing. He quickly
invited General Able and his commanders to the palace. It
turned out to be arather large group, for they brought their
captains and aides as well. Josiah didn’t have to feign
enthusiasm in greeting them and welcoming them before
his throne. “I have ordered my servants to prepare a feast
for you, in thanks for your fine service to our nation. But
while it is being prepared, I want you to educate me on the
state of Judah’s defenses. All of you, come with me into the
conference room where we can talk...”

“Oh, but, Your Majesty!” Arnie interrupted him. “The
conference room is far too small. We should remain out
here in the great hall so we can all be together.”

Josiah looked petulant. “Arnie! I may be young, butI'm
notstupid! Would I discuss our nation’s defenses out here,
where enemy ears might hear?”
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Arnie tried to object again but Josiah didn’t wait for an
answer. He quickly led the group into the conference
room, which he knew to be soundproofed for just such
occasions as this. Of course they couldn’t all fit, even
standing side by side. “General Able, please. You pick the
ones you trust the most; the ones you would stake your life
on. Those are the ones I really want to meet and hear from.
The rest can wait out in the great hall until dinner time.”

So the general counted the chairs and then selected his
sixteen closest officers. He shooed the rest out, including
some of Arnie’s Goon Squad who seemed determined to
listen in. When they complained, “Hey! We must remain
to protect the king!” Josiah quickly responded. “Oh, get
out. Arnie swore to me that General Able and his men are
absolutely loyal.” So they left; what else could they do?
The general shut the soundproof door behind them.

When they were all seated around the conference table,
Josiah reiterated. “General Able, look at each man around
this table. Do you trust each of them with your life?”

The general complied, studying each face. “Yes, Your
Majesty. Absolutely. These are my finest.”

“Very good. Then let us discuss military strategy. I too
place my life in your hands, all of your hands. Tell me,
General Able, how you plan to deal with the present dire
threat to Judah and to my kingdom?”

The general hesitated. “Your Majesty... asfarasI know,
there is no immanent military threat to Judah or to your
kingdom. We're at peace. What do you have in mind?”

Josiah half stood, so his head was level with the huge
seated general. He remained there, eyeball to eyeball, for a
full minute. Neither flinched. “Sir!” Josiah put steel in his
voice. “Youareabelieverin YHWH!” It was nota question.

For amoment, Josiah almost thought he might deny it.
Then the big general opened his hands palms up and
admitted. “Yes, Your Majesty. I am indeed, as are all of
these my best commanders, and many of my soldiers as
well. But I swear that makes us no less loyal to you and to
Judah. We will defend you to the death!”

Josiah sat back and smiled. His dream last night had
given him a safe way of meeting with General Able. Now
he knew Martin was right about him. “I, too, am a believer
in YHWH. So is Queen Hamutal. He has answered our
prayers to enable me to talk with you without Arnie’s
Goon Squad listening in. For Arnie and all his wizards and
nobles, in fact nearly everyone in the palace, hate YHWH.
They have slain His priests, turned His temple into a
brothel, burned His laws and destroyed all our historical
records, and made the people afraid to even talk about
Him. So... now tell me, General, what do you plan to do
about thisimmanent threat to Judah and to my kingdom?”

A broad smile crept across the old general’s weathered
face. “Now I understand.” He nodded.
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The general looked around the table at his men. “But
Your Highness? How did you know that all my men would
trust YHWH? One could have been a spy. Believers have
been driven underground. Arnie has spies everywhere.”

“Easy.” Josiah was almost giggly with delight. “If you
place your trust in YHWH, you would not trust your life
with anyone who didn’t. Am I not correct?”

“You are indeed correct, my king.” He grinned. “Now,
as to your first question, I admit, I don’t have any plan to
deal with this threat of which you speak. It’s not my job to
determine the policy, O King. That is your job. My job is
simply to carry out your policy. I'll do whatever you say.”

“Ah ha! Martin was correct. You are very loyal indeed.
He said you were only waiting for me to ask.” He smiled.

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“Okay. Here is my policy.” Josiah leaned forward, the
smile gone and the steel back in his voice. “I want every
servant of my father Amon’s pagan gods slain beginning
with Arnie and his wizards, nobles, counselors, and thugs.
I want the idols pulled off the shelves and smashed or
burned. I want the pagan priests slain and their bones
burned upon their own altars. I want their altars broken
down, their Asherah poles and wooden idols burned, and
their pagan templesrazed to the ground. I want the idols of
gold or silver ground to dust and scattered over the graves
of all who sacrificed to them.” His voice was low, but the
intensity of it penetrated to the heart of every man present.

“Thatis my policy, General.” Josiah sat back and took a
deep breath. “How youimplement it is up to you. My life is
in your hands. Tell me what you want me to do.”

There was a stunned silence as the magnitude of the
task sank in. But General Able had not been appointed
head of the army of Judah for nothing. He leaned back and
nodded. “I have my orders, O King. I shall carry them out.
Do you have a secure place where you can hide when the
onslaught comes? The palace won’t be safe when I attack.”

“Yes. My family and I will hide in the secret passageway
to Solomon’s temple. The secret door is very strong.”

“I'm sure Arnie knows about that place, my lord.”

“But I can jam it from the far side. He won’t be able to
open it. It's impossible to open unless you first nudge the
wall to the left. I will just jam it from moving left.”

“Itis good, O King. When Iam prepared for the attack, I
will first send you a message via Martin, the lame beggar
whom you befriended.”

“You know Martin?”

General Able chuckled. “Of course, Your Majesty. It
was I who sent him to the temple gate to try to gain your
trust. But telling you about the secret passage so you could
see Israel’s true history was his own idea.”

Chapter 11 ~ Kings Amon and Josiah

Now it was Josiah’s turn to be stunned. His mouth
opened, but nothing came out.

“Iknew it was along shot, my lord. ButI'd been praying
foryousinceyour birth. T had tried three times to get one of
my men into the palace, but Arnie is very suspicious of
newcomers. Every one of them was discovered and slain
when they tried to contact you. Finally I realized I would
have to wait for you to come out. But when you did, you
were always surrounded by ‘Arnie’s Goon Squad’, as you so
aptly put it. So I sent a cripple to appeal to your youthful
generosity. I just couldn’t believe that you were as bad as
those thugs operating in your name made you out to be.”

“Wow! It seems YHWH is answering your prayers as
well as mine! We'll be ready when Martin comes. Now,
General, we have one hour before dinner time. Tell me all
about Judah’s defenses. If Arnie asks what we discussed, 1
must be able to rattle enthusiastically on about things that
won’t arouse his suspicion. You know how suspicious he
is! I want to give you every possible element of surprise.”

So the meeting, and the dinner afterwards, went exactly
as Josiah had hoped. Afterward, Arnie spent an hour
gently grilling Josiah about the meeting, but never got a
clue as to what really went on.

The day of General Able’s planned attack on the palace,
Martin had invited himself over for lunch, as he often did.
But when the call came for the noon meal, he whispered,
“The assault is at high noon, while the nobles are sitting
down to dine. We must flee now!” They were all ready.
Martin went with them, to help them jam the stone door.
They heard the commotion, heard banging and cursing at
the door, heard the screams of the slain, but saw nothing.
The noises ceased. Hamutal gently nursed baby Shallum
while Josiah played soccer in the long hall with Eliakim.
They had brought food and water, and bedding to spend
the night. Nothing could reach them here.

Time passed slowly. The stone walls grew silent. There
was no light in the passage save the tiny oil lanterns they
kept burning. There was no clock save the natural sleep /
eatrhythms of their children. To pass the time, Martin told
them everything he knew about YHWH, which admittedly
wasn’t a whole lot. Finally they heard the triple tap signal
on the stone wall, and General Able’s deep voice calling
out, “O King Josiah! Live forever! Your palace is secure!”

Martin unblocked the big stone door and helped to
open it. They came out into a palace already cleaned of all
the blood and bodies, with the general’s trusted men firmly
in control. Theidols were already cleared from the shelves.
“Are all of Arnie’s men dead?” Josiah just had to ask.

“As you commanded.” The general bowed. “But the
people are anxious for you, my lord! They’re afraid that
I've slain you as well, and that I intend to steal the
kingdom. Will you please talk to them? Reassure them
that I acted only at your command?”
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“Of course! Invite themall into the greatjudgment hall.
I'll get my royal robes and meet them on my throne.”

There was a big commotion as Josiah entered the great
hall with Hamutal and their two sons. But the general was
prepared so it could not get out of hand. Josiah made his
way to the throne, where he sat with his wife and sons
behind him. When the hubbub had quieted a bit, he stood
and raised his arm for silence. “Prime Minister Arnie and
his goons conspired against me and against YHWH our
God. On my orders, General Able took care of the matter.
The threat is past. Thank you for your concern for my
safety. I and my family are quite well thank you. I hereby
appoint Martin as my new prime minister, for his services
in warning me of the danger and helping me to escape it.
He, along with General Able and his brave soldiers, saved
my life! General, I congratulate you! I am most grateful.”

With the palace secured, General Able began to go
through Jerusalem, clearing out the idolatry just as Josiah
had commanded. He took his time and was thorough.
Block by block, he captured, cleared out, and held. Few
tried to fight him; he had the might of the entire military
behind him. Some made their stand and were slain. Many
fled, to try to reestablish their paganism elsewhere. He
didn’t care. In time he will get there, too. In three months,
early 627 BC, Jerusalem was nearly free of idolatry.

The good general didn’t stop. Now he moved across the
Judean countryside, from town to town and through every
fortified city, doing the same as he had done in Jerusalem.
Ittook nearly two years of continuous military operations.
He moved methodically and made it a clean sweep.

Now the pagan priests were fleeing to Israel, into the
cities and towns of Ephraim, Samaria, Jezreel, and Galilee,
even as far away as Naphtali. So King Josiah appealed to
the Assyrian governor in Samaria (capital of their new
province of Samerina). “Live forever, O King! I have no
dispute with you or with your people or your gods. As you
have left us alone, so we will leave you and your gods
alone. ButIdo have a dispute with some of my own people
who rebelled against me and against YHWH our God, to
serve the false gods that you conquered when you first
came here. Some have fled to Samerina to take refuge from
my wrath. Please grant me leave to hunt these rebels down
and remove them from Samerina, so your land will remain
pure for your own people and your gods.”

It was a pretty good speech, for such a young king. The
Assyrians agreed and gave their permission. So General
Able was permitted to methodically march throughout the
land of Israel like he had the land of Judah. It took four
more years, but in the end, the thoroughness of General
Able paid off. Every one of the pagan priests from Judah
was hunted down and slain, and their bones burned on
their altars. All their altars were torn down. Their Asherah
poles and wooden idols were burned and their molten
idols were ground up and sprinkled on their graves.
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CHAPTER 12 — KING JOSIAH, AND JEREMIAH

We must go back to Shamash-shum-ukin of Babylon,
who was so foolish that Assyrian King Sin-shar-ishkun
had sent his best general, Nabopolassar, to keep him out of
trouble. While General Able was still cleansing Jerusalem,
venerable King Ashurbanipal had died. So he could no
longer protect his older brother.

A year of caring for that doddering old fool was more
than General Nabopolassar could take. He assassinated
King Shamash-shum-ukinin 627 BC and declared himself
king of Babylon. King Sin-shar-ishkun could do nothing
aboutit. Nabopolassar had half the army! By the next year,
many at Sippar, Nippur and Uruk had joined his rebellion.
Itsoon appeared that after all these years, Babylonia might
finally break the yoke of Assyrian domination. Assyria’s
power was on the decline, never to recover.

That same year, the 13th year of Josiah’s reign, we look
in on the small country home of Shearjashub. He had
passed on to glory, but his sons still maintained the hiding
place for Hilkiah, Holya, and their children. Their three
older daughters were now grown, married, and gone. But
Jeremiah (21), Azariah (19), and ‘baby’ Gemariah (8)
were still with the family. Ever since the massacre of the
priestsat Anathoth, they had remained in hiding. The boys
were tired of it. They wanted to go back to Anathoth to
complete their training for the priesthood. And now that
their grandfather Meshullam was dead, they hoped to get
their father anointed as the next high priest. But Hilkiah
had insisted that they all wait until he heard from YHWH.

When will it ever end? Jeremiah took to wearing a plain
brown robe and going on walks in the forest. He was there
one day when he spotted a man dressed in white, sitting on
a rock. Jeremiah snuck up closer, for he was curious. He
looked like he might be a priest — possibly a pagan priest;
they’d been everywhere, fleeing the army in Jerusalem. But
Jeremiah had never seen a pagan priest with such pure
white clothes. He felt drawn to the man.

Jeremiah’s curiosity overcame his fear. He decided to
havea talk with him. His disguise was good. He thought up
a fake name and hometown. He couldn’t afford to give
away his father’s hiding place. He sauntered up, hoping to
find out as much as he could from this stranger.

But before he could even open his mouth to give his
made-up name, the stranger called, “Hello, Jeremiah son
of Hilkiah. Welcome! Come, sit on this rock beside Me.
We have much to talk about.”

His first thought was to flee. How did this Stranger know
his name? And his father’s name? Had He stumbled on their
hiding place? What else did He know? The Stranger was
studying him as if to read his thoughts. He smiled, “Yes,
my son. I know all about you. Before I formed you in the
womb I knew you. Before you were born I consecrated
you. Now I appoint you as My prophet to the nations.”
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His face burning, Jeremiah obeyed and came to sit on
the rock. His nearness to this shining man seemed to run
like liquid fire through his veins. Head bowed low, he
finally managed to squeak, “Alas, Lord YHWH! I can’t be
Your prophet. I don’t know how to talk. I'm just a youth.”

The Stranger smiled, raising His eyebrows in pleasure
at being identified so quickly. “Oh, don’t say you're just a
youth. In Me you have the wisdom of the ages behind you.
Everywhere I send you, you shall go. All that I command
you, you shall speak. Don’t fear those who persecute you,
for Iam with you, to deliver you.” As He was saying, ‘I am
with you,” His hand reached out to touch Jeremiah’s lips.
He continued, “Behold, now I have put My Word in your
mouth. This day I have appointed you above nations and
kingdoms. I give you authority to pluck up, break down,
overthrow, and destroy, or to plant and rebuild.”

Jeremiah was overwhelmed. He had no strength or
breath. So Logos pointed to a rock beyond him and asked,
“What do you see, lying there beside that rock?”

Relaxing at the distraction, Jeremiah picked it up. It
was only a dry, dead stick. He was about to say so, when it
sprouted leaves, then blossoms, and then almonds! Just
like Aaron’s rod that budded! “Wow! Look! It’s a branch
from an almond tree, and it’s still living!”

Logos laughed. It was a delightful, friendly laugh, that
finally setJeremiah’s heartat ease. “You've seen well. For it
represents My Word, which I am watching over. It shall
accomplish all My good pleasure.” Now he pointed to the
sky, which until this moment had been clear and sunny.
Instantly dark clouds boiled up like a giant thunderstorm
bearing down on them. “What see you there, my friend?”

Jeremiah was tempted to run for home, but somehow,
being next to this Stranger had a calming effect. “I see dark
clouds streaming up from the north, like a fiercely boiling
pot. A bad storm is coming!”

“Once again, you have seen well. You are a magnificent
prophet! For out of the north the evil will break forth like a
storm, upon all the inhabitants of the land. I am calling the
kings of the north to come and set their thrones at the
entrance to Jerusalem, atits walls round about, and against
all the cities of Judah. Thus I pronounce My judgments on
them for their wickedness. For they have forsaken Me and
have sacrificed to other gods, and have worshiped the
works of their own hands. Therefore arise, My prophet!
Speak to them all that I command you. Never be frightened
or dismayed before them, lest I arise in My wrath and give
you something to be dismayed about! Now, behold, I have
made you as a fortified city, as a pillar of iron, as walls of
bronze against the land, and against its kings, princes,
priests, and people. They will fight against you, but will
not harm you, for I am always with you to deliver you.”

At that, the bright Stranger vanished with a radiant
smile, leaving Jeremiah breathless and gasping.

Chapter 12 ~ King Josiah, and Jeremiah

Jeremiah glanced back up at the sky. The dark clouds
were gone; the sky was clear and sunny again. He looked
down at the stick in his hand. It still had the almonds on it.
He had proof. He ran to tell his dad.

But when he got home, branch held high, his father
already knew. “The grass withers, the flower fades, but the
Word of YHWH lasts forever,” he quoted. “I saw you as
you met the Lord, and as He put His Word in your mouth.
He also met with me. He poured oil upon my head and
anointed me as high priest for Judah. Our time hereis over.
Now we return to Anathoth. A new day has dawned.”

So they thanked the sons of Shearjashub and set off for
their old home. Anathoth had been a wonderful place to
grow up. It had been filled with priests who ministered at
the temple of Solomon in nearby Jerusalem, as well as all
those who served them, so it had always been a close-knit,
friendly town. With Hilkiah’s status as the next-in-line to
be the high priest, Jeremiah’s childhood had been happy.
The massacre of the priests had been traumatic, but it was
past. Hilkiah was excited. He determined to restore the
priesthood and cleanse the temple. This was what he lived
for! It had been a long wait, but now the faithful service of
YHWH will once again be honored in the land!

Alas, itwas not to be. When Hilkiah reached his father’s
home, he found strangers, squatters, living there. When
he questioned them, they dragged him and his family
before the city council. There they learned that notjust the
priests, but all believers in YHWH had been purged from
the city. Now the pagan priests and servants of Baal who
had fled Jerusalem owned the entire town.

They flogged Hilkiah and his family and threw them
into their jail’, a small windowless basement with a single
barred entry. There they could hear the city elders discuss
what to do with them. One man wanted to put them to
death the next morning, but another wanted to enslave
them, taking Holya (who was still very lovely) for himself.
Other, even more cruel suggestions raged back and forth.

Finally their chief priest, Baal-Gad, made the decision.
“We will put the older two boys to work. They are strong.
Their parents and the toddler will remain in the jail. If the
boyswork well, then their parents will be fed and cared for.
If the boys work poorly their parents will suffer. If they try
to escape their parents will be slain. I have spoken!”

Soitwas. Jeremiah and Azariah were put to hard labor,
moving rocks, repairing walls, building houses, hauling
water, chopping wood. Of course they worked hard. They
were rewarded with extra food, which they were allowed
to take to their folks and pass through the bars of the jail.

But the jail was an unhealthy place; dark, damp, and
filled with mold and rats. Jeremiah and Azariah appealed
to Baal-Gad, “Your honor! We have worked hard! You
promised that my parents would be well cared for, but they
languish in that dark hole! And my little brother is sick!”
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“You're just trying to stage a breakout!”

“No! We swear it! If you allow them to live in a regular
house, we will not try to escape with them.”

“You swear by whom?”
“We swear by YHWH our God.”

A sly smile spread over the face of the idolatrous priest.
He knew the sacredness of such an oath! “I accept your
promise. If you break it, your parents will be slain before
your eyes, and then your eyes will be put out.” He gave
orders to bring Hilkiah and Holya out of the jail and be
given rooms in a house. As they settled into their routine,
they all found themselves virtual slaves, but at least they
got to live together and spend their evenings in the house.

Several years went by. Jeremiah chaffed at the delay,
but he kept repeating to himself the promise YHWH had
given him, “They will fight against you, but will not harm
you, for I am with you to deliver you!” Then he would
pray, “I trust You, YHWH. I do not understand why we are
enslaved here in Anathoth, but I believe Your Word.”

“What do you think, Michael? Do I, or do I not have a
real gem in Jeremiah? He has suffered great indignity and
abuse, he has been treated worse than a dog, and he has
been forced to work as a slave for these two years, yet he
still trusts My Word and refuses to doubt. I love it!”

“Yes, my Lord. I agree. I think it’s time to finish the
test.” Michael and Logos nodded to each other.

The winter solstice arrived. The pagan priests followed
the ancient traditions that stem from the time of Dumuzi
and his mother, Ishtar. They cut a tall green fir from the
forest to represent Dumuzi. They nailed a base on it so it
wouldn’t fall over, and setit up in the middle of town, next
to their lewd carved Asherah pole representing Ishtar.
Then they decorated it with thin strands of silver and gold
and a gold star on top, so it glittered and sparkled in the
sun. They celebrated a solemn feast, at which they offered
them food, danced around them, bowed down to them,
uttered secret incantations, and prayed to the planetary
gods, requesting an end to winter and the restoration of
the spring greenery. It was just like they had always done.

Jeremiah and Azariah had been very good. The pagan
priests had relaxed, trusting that they would keep their
vow. So they were permitted to come to the feast. Butat the
climax of the feast, right when the chief priest, Baal-Gad,
was about to slay the rooster and drink its blood, Jeremiah
stood up to shout, “Hear what YHWH says to you, O house
of Israel! Do not learn the ways of the nations, and do not
fear the planets as the nations fear them. For these customs
of the pagans are a delusion. Look at them. They are just
trees cut from the forest. A craftsman carves one into a
lewd idol. The other you decorate with silver and gold.
You nail on wooden bases so they won'’t fall. Then you
dance around them and bow down as if they were gods.
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“They are more like a scarecrows in a cucumber field.
They cannot speak. They must be carried, for they cannot
walk. Do not fear them, for they can do you no harm, but
neither can they do you any good. All you who worship
them are stupid and foolish. But YHWH is the true God!
He s the living God, the everlasting King! At His wrath the
earth quakes, the lightning flashes, the walls fall, palaces
crumble! The nations cannot endure His indignation! Itis
He who made the earth by His power, who established the
world by His wisdom, who stretched out the heavens by
His understanding. When He utters His voice, a tumult of
waters fills the heavens. He causes the clouds to ascend
from the end of the earth. He mixes the lightning with the
rain, and brings the mighty winds from His storehouse.”

Baal-Gad wanted to shut him up, but he and his men
seemed frozen. Jeremiah’s words pierced to their hearts.
He wenton, “Before YHWH, every man is stupid, devoid of
knowledge. Even the leaders, the shepherds of My flock,
have become stupid —blind, ignorant, and hard of hearing
—for they have notsought YHWH. Therefore they have not
prospered, and all the flock is scattered.

“Ohyoumen of Jerusalem! You citizens of Judah! Hear
the Word of YHWH! Behold, I made a covenant with you.
Iswore, ‘Cursed is the man who does not heed the words of
My covenant which I commanded your forefathers on the
day that I brought them out of the iron furnace of Egypt.
But blessed is the man who heeds My voice, and actually
does as I commanded you. For these obedient ones will be
My people, and I will be their God.’

“After that YHWH said to me, ‘A conspiracy has been
hatched by the men of Judah and the citizens of Jerusalem!
They have agreed together to forsake the God of Israel, and
have turned back to serve the gods of the nations which
were here before them. They have forsaken My covenant
which I made with their fathers. Therefore, I am bringing
disaster upon them which they will not be able to escape!
Though they cry to Me, I will not listen to them. So they
will cry to the gods to whom they burn incense, but they
surely will not save them in the time of their disaster. For
your gods are as many as your cities, O Judah, and as
numerous as the streets of Jerusalem are the altars you
have shamefully set up to burn incense to Baal. Therefore
do not pray for this people, nor lift up a cry on their behalf,
for I will not listen when they call to Me in the middle of
their disaster. For what right does My beloved have to
remain in My house, when she has so many abominations?
Can the flesh of her sacrificial animals forestall disaster, so
she can yet rejoice?” YHWH called you a green olive tree,
lovely of form, with luscious fruit. But now with the noise
of a tumult He has kindled a raging fire in His tree. For
YHWH has shown me your vile deeds and pronounced evil
against you, for all the evil you have done to provoke Him
by offering up sacrifices to Baal. I was like a lamb to the
slaughter as you plotted against me to cut off the true
priesthood from the earth.”
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Jeremiah had been prophesying loudly in the center of
the gathering. His words flowed in an unstoppable torrent.
Everyone in the town could hear. These were all Judeans,
most of them from Jerusalem. Though during the times of
Manasseh and Amon they had turned away from YHWH to
the planetary gods, they still knew of Him. So Jeremiah’s
prophecy pierced through right into their souls, stinging
like a bee, bringing guilt and conviction.

Finally they could stand it no more. They rushed upon
Jeremiah and pulled him to the ground, shouting, “Do not
prophesy any more in the name of YHWH, or you shall die
at our hand this very day!”

Jeremiah only shouted all the louder from the ground,
“O YHWH, God of Hosts, who judges righteously, who
discerns the innermost decisions and motivations of each
heart, take now Your just and perfect vengeance upon
them! For unto You I have committed my cause!”

“One more word of prophecy like that, and you shall
die! You, your two brothers, and your parents too!”

“Iswore to you that I would not try to escape, and I have
kept my vow. But now I also swear to you that I will speak
whatever prophecy YHWH puts in my mouth, and you
cannot stop me or slay me, for He Himself has promised to
be with me and to deliver me!”

Logos laughed. “The test is over. Jeremiah My beloved
hasbelieved Me, even to the death. He has chosen to speak
My Word, even though it costs his life and the lives of his
entire family. Now I shall arise, to deliver him!”

The men of Anathoth bound Jeremiah tightly. Then
they bound his brothers and his parents, and set them all
near their pagan altar. The chief priest, Baal-Gad, shouted
to the people, “If YHWH is God let Him deliver them, for
we shall sacrifice them to Baal this very hour. Then all will
know that Baal is still god, though he graciously moved
Mars away. Prepare the altar. We shall slay his father first,
then his brothers, before his eyes. Then we shall gouge out
his eyes before we slit his throat. However, I reserve his
mother for myself, in payment for my services.”

So they bound Hilkiah to the horns of the altar. Azariah
was struggling. He was very strong, and it took four men to
hold him down. Baal-Gad didn’t care. From deep within he
felt an urgency to get this done, now, fast! He uttered the
terrible incantation and raised the stone knife high.

“Now what do you have to say, you old fool?” He leered
at Hilkiah, savoring his moment of triumph.

“NotI,but YHWH God of Hosts has this to say. ‘Behold,
I am about to punish them! Their young men will die by
the sword. Their children will die by famine. Not even a
remnant will be left to them, for I will bring disaster upon
the men of Anathoth in this the year of their punishment.””
Jeremiahshouted, “Amen! Amen!” Azariah’s struggles got
loud. The high priest’s anger flared at the distractions.

Chapter 12 ~ King Josiah, and Jeremiah

AsTsaid, General Able had been methodically moving
through all the cities and villages of Judah. When he had
finished cleansing Jerusalem he had headed south,
through Bethlehem, Tekoa, Hebron, and on down the
ridge of the Judean hills. He had swept the land clean, and
had stationed guards along the perimeter to prevent any of
the idolatrous priests from circling around behind him to
escape. His method was to come upon a town suddenly
from all sides at once, so none could get away. When he
had reached the Negev, he had turned back north through
all the cities of the plain to the Western Sea. Thus the land
of Judah and Simeon had been thoroughly cleansed of
idolatry. Even the cities of the Philistines under Judah’s
control had been covered. Now after two years (the end of
626 BC) General Able was back up past Jerusalem to the
towns in the territory of Benjamin just to the north.

Ithappened thathe reached the small town of Anathoth
justas they were celebrating their winter solstice. He could
see what was going on, and he quickly realized he had a
large gathering of pagan priests here. So he kept his army
hidden until they encircled the town. Then they swept
down upon it suddenly in full force, swords held high.

The big commotion caused by Azariah’s struggling
intruded into the high priest’s consciousness. Knife still
suspended above Hilkiah’s heart, Baal-Gad turned his
head to glance at the struggling boy. But his anger at the
interruption of his ceremony was replaced by horror, as he
saw that the noise was not coming from the boy. He had
grown quiet, yet the ground under them vibrated with the
thunder of amillion running feet! Now a great cry rang out
as General Able’s army appeared all around like a black
tsunami crashing down upon them.

The next moments were utter confusion. Satan was
screaming in his ear, “Kill him! Kill him now! You’ve got to
kill them all before your enemy reaches you!” But in his
sudden panic, Baal-Gad had dropped his stone knife. Fear
overwhelmed him and he turned to flee. But everywhere
he turned he saw soldiers! “O Baal! Save me! I have served
you with my whole heart and soul! Save me I pray!”

“I will only save you if you kill Hilkiah and Jeremiah!”
Satan screamed in answer.

So Baal-Gad dropped to his knees beside the altar,
searching for his stone knife. And there on his knees he
met the business end of General Able’s sword, as every
pagan priest was quickly slain.

“How many men in this city are still true to YHWH?”
General Able queried Hilkiah as he untied him from the
altar. His men had everyone in the town rounded up and
were awaiting their orders.

“None, sir. Only my wife and I and my three boys, as
you see us tied here before the altar. All the rest are pagan
priests and servants of Baal who took over the town after
the massacre of the priests of YHWH.”
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General Able was shocked at that. Anathoth had been a
godly town, filled with priests and servants of YHWH. He
questioned others to verify the story. Then he ordered
them all slain, preserving only the innocents in accord
with the prophecy of Jeremiah. AsJosiah had commanded,
they burned the bones of the priests on their own altars,
tore down the altars, burned the wooden idols, the fir tree
cut for Dumuzi, and the Asherah pole, razed the pagan
temple, and buried all the townspeople in a massed grave
in a nearby valley. Then they ground the gold and silver
idols to powder and scattered it over the grave. General
Able and his men were very methodical and thorough.

When the town was cleansed, the general turned it over
to Hilkiah. “I put the innocents in your charge. Be fruitful
and multiply. Fill Anathoth with the servants of YHWH, as
it once was. I must go, for I have other towns to cleanse.”

Hilkiah and Holya thanked him and saw him off. They
adopted all the innocents, 70 boys and 55 girls the age of
19 or under, nearly all from the Levitical lines of Ithamar
or Eleazar. Then Hilkiah and his sons began restoring the
town. Hilkiah and Holya’s three daughters also came back
to Anathoth with their families to help with ‘the kids’. But
more than anyone else, it was Jeremiah and Azariah who
made it all a success. They built a school to re-educate the
innocents in thelaws and ways of YHWH and the service of
the temple. With their hard labors, careful tutoring, and
godly example of love and understanding, they brought
the innocents from the service of Satan into the service of
YHWH. Logos was very pleased with them all.

Four years passed. Those 70 boys of Anathoth began to
grow up. They learned to love their new father, Hilkiah,
and his God, YHWH. They studied hard, looking forward
to serving in YHWH’s temple ‘someday’. That ‘someday’
would come sooner than anyone could imagine.

The man with the shining robe came again to Jeremiah.
“Go now to Jerusalem. Bring the rod that budded. Show it
to the king. I now appoint you as king’s prophet to Josiah,
for he has obeyed My voice. He delights Me!”

Jeremiah ran to his parents. “Dad! Mom! YHWH wants
me to go to Jerusalem and be king’s prophet to Josiah! He
said He'll tell me what to say.”

“Are you sure? We still need you here...” Hilkiah
remembered how hard it was for Manasseh to accept him
as king’s prophet, because of his youth. King’s prophet is a
very responsible position. Higher even than king’s counselor.
No king wants a kid with peach fuzz on his chin as king’s
prophet. “You're sure that was YHWH, son? You're only
26. You don’t even have a respectable beard yet.”

Jeremiah laughed. “Ilove you, Dad! You come up with
the most interesting observations. And I know you need
me here. But I don’t think YHWH judges by the length of
my beard! Besides, if He sends me to Jerusalem, He will
certainly care for you here without me.”
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Wasting no time, Jeremiah ran all the way to Jerusalem.
He reached the palace a little out of breath and requested
audience with King Josiah. A crowd already filled the great
hall. General Able was in front, kneeling before the king.
Josiah held up his scepter, and bade him rise and report.
“Your Majesty! Live forever! I have completed the mission
which you commanded me. I and my men have cleansed
the lands not only of Judah, Simeon, and Benjamin, but
also throughout the Assyrian province of Samerina up to
Phoenicia and Zobah. None of Judah’s pagan priests are
left alive in all the land. We burned their bones on their
altars, tore down their altars, burned their Asherah poles
and wooden idols, razed their temples, and ground their
molten images to powder which we sprinkled on their
graves, just as you commanded me six years ago, O King.”

The great hall froze. Everyone was stunned, in awe.
Then it was like a breath of fresh air swept through the
room as the people began to clap and cheer! It was several
minutes before the applause died down enough for the
king to be heard. Finally he raised his arms for silence and
cried out, “Well done! Oh, well done, my faithful general!
Arise! Every one of your men shall not fail to receive his
reward! You and your captains shall all feast with me
tonight in celebration of the restoration of the kingdom!”

Then King Josiah took an unprecedented step off the
daisand threw hisarms around the big, gruff old general. It
was rather like a teddy bear reaching up to hug a grizzly
bear. Again, the applause and shouts of joy filled the great
hall. It was pretty loud, but it couldn’t match the mighty
cry of victory from the angels of the heavens in glory.

Why, he did not yet know, but at this point Jeremiah
was led to step forward and kneel before the king. “O King!
Live forever!” he cried out loudly, for he could barely be
heard about the tumult.

“And who are you?” Josiah demanded, alittle irked that
anyone would be so bold. When Jeremiah introduced
himself as, “Jeremiah son of Hilkiah son of Meshullam son
of Zadok, high priest of YHWH...” Josiah interrupted him.
“Wait...” He stepped back up on the dais, and raised his
hands again for silence. “You said you are a son of Hilkiah?
son of Meshullam? I have been trying to find them for six
years, ever since I read Meshullam’s name on the wall of
the temple hallway. He was the high priest before Arnie
killed him. Did your father escape?”

Jeremiah smiled. Clearly YHWH had prepared the way
for him. “Yes, Your Majesty. Four years ago General Able
cleansed Anathoth and restored it to my father, Hilkiah.
He is now training priests and servants of the temple of
YHWH there. He is nearly ready to begin the service of the
temple once again.” Jeremiah hesitated only briefly, but as
the king was smiling, he plunged on. “YHWH sent me here
to be... Uh... He told me that... Well, I humbly ask that
you appoint me to be king’s prophet for this generation.
And YHWH has a message for you.”
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Josiah’s eyebrows raised in question and he glanced at
Hamutal beside him. Jeremiah was about their same age.
He seemed awfully young to make a wise, capable king’s
prophet. “Okay. If your message is truly from YHWH, I
want to hear it. We are learning to love YHWH, though we
don’t know Him very well yet. Speak His message.”

“YHWH delights in you before the heavenly host, for
your obedience has won a lasting victory there as well as
here in this realm. He shall reward you, and General Able,
and all Judah, with blessings beyond your imaginings. He
says to open the gates of the temple of Solomon. Call for
my father Hilkiah to cleanse itand rededicate itas a temple
of YHWH. Wheniitisrestored, youwill find inita Treasure
of Inestimable Value, given to you and all the people.”

“Itis a good prophecy. I shall do it. But in accord with
the ancient custom to test prophecies of good by asking a
sign, I shall believe it when I discover your ‘Treasure of
Inestimable Value’ in the temple. That is the sign I ask.
Then, after I find it, I shall appoint you king’s prophet.”

“Itis good, O King.” Jeremiah bowed and turned to go,
his message delivered. But Martin, Josiah’s prime minister,
leaned over and whispered to his king. Josiah nodded and
called for Jeremiah to return. “You and your father shall
feast with us this night. For surely you also have a share in
our victory. Remain here with me. I will send a runner for
your father. Martin tells me Anathoth is not far.”

Thus Hilkiah left his wife and daughters in charge of
the kids, to join the grand celebration in the dining hall.
And whata party it was! Tales of glory and valor abounded
from General Able and his captains. When it was Hilkiah’s
turn, he told his whole hair-raising story, complete with
his lying bound on the pagan altar, knife poised above his
heart, before YHWH’s deliverance through General Able.

It was a very satisfying night. Full of food and justa tad
tipsy from the copious wine, King Josiah laughingly called
out, “Now, young Jeremiah son of Hilkiah. It is your turn.
You wanted to become king’s prophet, so prophesy to us
already. Speak to us the Word of YHWH.”

Jeremiah was appalled. He had prepared nothing to
say! But he must obey the king’s command. He stood
before the multitude. “O King! Live forever! Command
me to speak and I will obey, for I'serve and honor you. But 1
cannot command YHWH to speak through me, for He is
far greater thanI. I can only speak what He gives me, when
He chooses, nothing more, nothing less.” He sat down.

The room was startled. That almost sounded like a slap
in the king’s face. But King Josiah was jovial. He took it
good-naturedly. “Okay. Fair enough. But I am learning
that YHWH is a God who answers prayer, for He has
answered mine. Therefore I pray now...” He looked up to
the ceiling. “O YHWH, if Jeremiah is Your choice to be my
king’s prophet, give him a prophecy for us all right now,
that we may test him, to see if he really is sent from You.”

Chapter 12 ~ King Josiah, and Jeremiah

“Kinda bold, isn’t he?” Michael commented to Logos.
“And just a bit arrogant, when he is filled with wine? Do
You think You should even answer?”

Logos laughed uproariously, enjoying the party more
than anyone else could possibly imagine. “Bold, I like! Far
better than fearful and cowardly. And is it really arrogance
for a king to command or demand? I made him the king.
He doesn’t really know Me or My character yet, but he is
learning to be king. Let him order Me around! Let him test
Me! How can he get to know Me if he doesn’t test Me?”

Jeremiah again stood, his eyes closed and his mouth
shut. The room got very quiet. His eyes still closed, he
began to speak, softly at first. “Lord YHWH, it was You
who told me to go down to the house of the king of Judah
and speak Your Word. You touched my lips, and said,
‘Behold, I have put My Word in your mouth.” So as I open
my mouth before these Your people, speak through me,
I pray.” He opened his eyes. “Hear the Word of YHWH, O
you king of Judah who sits on David’s throne. And hear
Wisdom, you and your servants and all your people who
enter your gates.” The Spirit filled him and he prophesied,
“Do justice. Love righteousness. Deliver the one who was
robbed from the power of his oppressor. Do not forget the
orphan or the widow. Do not mistreat the poor, the
oppressed, the stranger, or the alien among you. Do no
violence, nor shed innocent blood in this place. For if
indeed you will perform this thing, then kings will enter
the gates of this palace, and your sons will sit in David’s
place on his throne, riding in chariots with fine horses,
even the king himself and his servants. But if you will not
obey these words, I swear by Myself, declares YHWH, that
this lovely palace will become a desolation, yes, even the
house of Judah a horror among the nations. For you, O
house of Judah, are beautiful to Me beyond words, like the
peaceful meadows of Gilead, or the snow-capped summit
of Lebanon. Yet if you will not obey, I will make you like a
wilderness of uninhabited cities; I will set the destroyers
against you; they will cut down your choice cedars and
burn them on the fire. Then many nations will come and
ask, ‘Why has YHWH done thus to this great city?’ and
they will answer, ‘Because they forsook the covenant of
YHWH their God, and bowed down to other gods and
served them.” Jeremiah stopped abruptly and sat down.

The dining hall was very quiet. The prophecy was not
really a criticism, it was justa warning. But it certainly was
not the happy commendation Josiah expected. “Is thatit?”
he asked. “I thought you said that YHWH was delighted
with my obedience?”

“l did, for YHWH said it! But your obedience today
does not guarantee your blessing tomorrow.”

Hilkiah spoke up. “Your Majesty, you merely cleansed
the land of idolatry. That's outward. Now Jeremiah says to
us, ‘Cleanse the inside, our hearts. Learn to love YHWH,
His Word, His ways of justice, righteousness, kindness...””
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“But I don’t know YHWH’s ways! 1 don’t have His
Word, His covenant, or His laws! I don’t even know the
history of our people! Arnie had all the books burned!
How can I love YHWH when I don’t know Him? That's
why I called for you, Hilkiah. You are a priest of YHWH,
the first I've been able to find. I want to hire you to teach
me about YHWH. And teach all my people. I want you to
reopen the temple. Cleanse it. Restore the service to
YHWH there. For how can I learn of YHWH if I cannot
participate in the service of worship to His name?”

Hilkiah bowed. “I will be happy to teach you all T know,
O King. I know the history of our people. I know YHWH
and His laws. I am your servant. Your timing is perfect, for
I am even now ready to come with my young helpers to
restore the service of the temple for all the people. YHWH
has anointed me as high priest and commissioned me to
do just that. But in the end, it will be YHWH Himself, by
His Word and His covenant, who will be your teacher.”

King Josiah looked back and forth between Jeremiah
and Hilkiah. It was pretty obvious. “I will appoint you as
king’s prophet, Hilkiah. Your son Jeremiah can assist you,
and help in repairing the temple.”

Hilkiah sighed. “I was appointed king’s prophet to King
Manasseh, but YHWH hasn’t...” he began.

“I know!” Josiah interrupted. “You've got experience.
And the wisdom. And with all you know about YHWH and
His laws, you’ll make a perfect king’s prophet.”

“No, Your Majesty. You don’t understand. I can know
all the history of the universe but it’s all in the past. The
king’s prophet must speak the Word of YHWH to you for
the present, and for the future! If YHWH chooses me for
king’s prophet, He surely will give me that Word, but if
He chooses my son, whoamIto argue with the Almighty?”
He paused, but then a thought came to him. “Jeremiah, tell
the king about your meeting with YHWH.”

SoJeremiah told his story. Everyone was duly intrigued
and impressed. Of course they all wanted to see that stick
that sprouted and grew almonds, so he pulled it out and
passed itaround. “Look closely at it, O King. Itis YHWH’s
confirmation of His choice of me as king’s prophet.”

Josiah looked at the rod and wrinkled his nose. “It’s just
the branch of an almond tree. That is no proof. You could
have picked it off the tree as you came in the door.”

“Where is the nearest tree with ripe almonds on it at
this time of year?” Hilkiah asked dryly.

But Josiah sniffed and waved him off. “I stand by my
original judgment. I'll believe Jeremiah's prophecy and
appoint him as king’s prophet only after that ‘Treasure of
Inestimable Value’ is found in the temple, and not before.
Tomorrow you can begin to cleanse the temple. Hurry!
For I want to find that treasure!” The party went on long
into the night, but Jeremiah and Hilkiah said no more.
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CHAPTER 13 — TEMPLE IS RESTORED, NAHUM

As King Josiah had ordered, Hilkiah took Jeremiah,
Shaphan the scribe, and a few others to the temple the next
morning to begin the task of restoring and puritfying it.
First they had to waken the temple prostitutes living there
and try to shoo them out. They had been using the temple
as a brothel at night and sleeping in the holy places during
the day. It took them until noon to pack and clear out, so
Hilkiah and his crew could begin their inspection.

Alas, it was worse than they had thought. The temple
had been sorely vandalized and neglected. All the gold and
silver had been stolen. The temple furniture was missing
except for the bronze laver and altar of burnt offering.
(They were in a corner.) The heavy veil to the most holy
place was on the floor being used as a carpet. The walls and
floors were crumbling and the roof had partially caved in.
A stench of perfume, incense, and unwashed bodies filled
the air. But most significantly, the Ark of the Covenant was
gone. Instead, the temple was filled with idols, Asherim,
pagan altars, and shrines to the planets. Hilkiah weptas he
saw it. All day he cried, as he searched the chaos for any-
thing left of the glorious worship he had known there.

Toward evening, Hilkiah came out of the temple and
walked around it to inspect the outside. He was shocked to
find many pagan priests and their families hiding in the
priest’s quarters. Why were they still there? General Able
had said he had cleansed the city of all the pagan priests.

Shaphan and Hilkiah hurried back to Josiah to report.
The king called General Able on the carpet. “What in
heaven’s name is going on in the temple? You reported
Jerusalem cleansed of idolatry!”

“Yes, O King! The priests there said they were Levites,
servants of YHWH, in charge of the temple. Since I am a
man of war and unclean, I was not permitted inside.”

“And you believed them?”

General Able hung his head. “Yes, Your Majesty. I had
to. They showed me proof. They are Levites.”

“They lied to you! They may be Levites, but they are
apostate! Are there any other places where you did this?
Other temples that were just too ‘holy’ for you to enter?”

“No. But I found more Levites at the temple at Bethel.”

“Bethel? You know that’s a pagan temple! It’s been a
pagan temple ever since the time of King Jeroboam! How
could you let them deceive you?”

“Your Majesty! Please believe me! I talked at length
with the priests there. They are true Levites! True priests
of YHWH! They didn’t try to keep me out. They showed
me the temple, and their homes. There are no idols there.
Jeroboam’s old altar is split in two, with ashes pouring out
of eachside. They have notbeen usingit. They were hiding
there from the pagan priests of your father Amon.”
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“Were there any other cities where you found people
who claimed to be Levites, priests of YHWH?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. All the Levitical cities of Judah still
had Levites, and many of Israel as well. I didn’t harm them.
I merely interrogated them to be sure they were faithful.”

Josiah thought about that for a bit. General Able had
been trustworthy, except for the idolatry he had left at the
temple in Jerusalem and possibly Bethel. But the king had
to be sure. “Hilkiah! You have YHWH’s wisdom. Go with
General Able and his men to the temple. Help him judge
between the people there. Slay all those priests who have
sacrificed or burned incense to Ashtoreth, Baal, the sun,
the moon, or the host of heaven. But for the others you find
there... judge them. If they were trapped into idolatry and
carried along unwillingly... if they are repentant... or if
you find they have remained true to YHWH... bring them
to me. Then do the same at Bethel and any other cities
where you found Levites. Bring all the true Levites here
until the temple is cleansed.”

Jeremiah spoke up. “Your Majesty. From what I saw, it
will require a lot of money to fix the temple. So as long as
Hilkiah and Shaphan are touring the country with General
Able, let them take up an offering for that purpose. Also,
have them circle through all the other cities first, leaving
Bethel, and then finally the temple in Jerusalem, last.”

“Who asked you? I never appointed you as my
advisor.” King Josiah somehow had taken offense at him.

“Nevertheless, what he spoke is a Word from YHWH,”
Hilkiah retorted. “You would do well to listen.”

King Josiah looked back and forth between the two,
suddenly realizing the wisdom of it. “Okay,” he agreed,
grudgingly. “If you say so, Hilkiah. For I know that you
have the Word of YHWH.”

So a guard was put around the temple to keep the pagan
priests from escaping, while General Able took Hilkiah
along the same circuit he had made before. The general
had indeed done a very thorough job; they found no more
idolatrous priests, but they did find many Levites, both of
the priesthood and the other orders of temple service.

In each city, they assigned those belonging to the order
of security guard (known as ‘keepers of the temple gates’)
the task of collecting an offering from the people in the
area. They ordered all the Levites faithful to YHWH to then
report to King Josiah and give him the people’s offerings
for repairing the temple.

When they got to Bethel, Hilkiah learned that General
Able had been exactly correct. He rejoiced to find so many
Levites who had remained faithful. “General,” he called.
“After finding all the idols and prostitutes in the temple,
King Josiah was not sure that he could trust you anymore.
Let’'s change that. Don’t change anything here until we get
him to come and see for himself that all you said is true.”

Chapter 13 ~ The Temple is Restored, Nahum

So they arranged for King Josiah to personally visit
Bethel. He talked with the Levites there. He inspected the
old altar of Jeroboam, which had split open and lay unused
just as the general had said. He saw the cleanliness of all
the people there; not one idol was found among them. He
walked around the town; even found the cemetery and
inspected it. “General,” he finally had to admit. “I was
wrong to distrust you. You have done your job well. All we
have to deal with here is Jeroboam’s altar. Dig up some
bones from the cemetery and burn them on it to defile it.
Then pull down its stones and crush them to powder, so
not a trace remains. Oh, and those splinters of wood from
the Asherah poles we found? Gather and burn them, too.”

His men quickly obeyed. As they were digging up the
bones from the cemetery, King Josiah asked, “What is this
special monument I see?”

The elders of Bethel responded, “Thatis the grave of the
prophet Shemaiah, who came from Judah and prophesied
against Jeroboam while he was burning incense on this
altar. He prophesied about you, O King. He said that the
altar would split apart like that, and you would come and
do exactly what you have just commanded your servants
todo. That grave beside itis the prophet from Samaria who
foretold Shemaiah’s death.”

“Well, we certainly don’t want to disturb them. In that
case, whose bones are we digging up?”

“Those graves where you are digging are the false
priests who sacrificed on this altar. Shemaiah prophesied
that they would be dug up and burned on their own altar,
just as you are doing.”

When they had finished at Bethel, Josiah had another
idea. “General Able, what about Samaria?”

“Idid not gointo the city itself, Your Highness. I did not
want to trouble the Assyrian rulers. They have been good
tousin letting us deal with the false priests throughout the
rest of the land of Israel.”

“Well, it doesn’t hurt to ask. I'd like to make it a clean
sweep, here.” So Josiah once again went to the Assyrian
governor of Samerina. He gave another great speech, like
the first, except this time he specifically asked permission
to cleanse the false priests out of the city of Samaria. They
had no problem with that at all. In fact, they were some-
what relieved that King Josiah had come in friendship.
They didn’t want to call for help from Assyria. They had
seen the size and strength of General Able’s army!

So as before, they slaughtered the pagan priests on their
own altars, burned their bones, tore down the altars, and
destroyed their idols. Finally they returned to Jerusalem.

Hundreds of people, whole families, lived in the priest’s
quarters behind the temple. Hilkiah interviewed and
prayed about each one. When he finally returned to King
Josiah to report, he was awed by what he had found.
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“O King! Live forever! General Able was right, even
here at the temple in Jerusalem. I have talked to each one,
and carefully discerned his heart. They are all Levites, true
servants of YHWH, and our brothers. They are unclean,
for they had gotten swept up into idolatry and some pagan
practices, yet they have all repented. I believe YHWH is
telling me that we should forgive them and allow them to
purify themselves and return to the service of the temple.”

“You told me that the temple was filled with idols and
prostitutes. They just know they’re surrounded and are
trying to trick you into letting them go.”

Hilkiah bowed. “Question them yourself, O King. All
the time that we were gone, they were cleaning out the
idols. You should see the pile at the gate to the court of the
nations! And they have all the golden furnishings for the
temple, which they protected from the pagan priesthood.
They've also got the gold utensils, the altar of incense, the
Table of showbread, the golden lampstand, and even the
Ark of the Covenant, with the solid gold Mercy Seat on it!
Old Zephaniah told me they've got them hidden safely
away in a deep underground grotto made by Solomon.”

Josiah’s eyes opened wide. He sank to his knees in awe.
“Itis the Treasure of Inestimable Value,” he whispered. “It
is what Jeremiah prophesied. He was right. I must appoint
him as king’s prophet. Quickly, get Jeremiah,” he ordered.
So Jeremiah was brought over from the temple where he
had been working. “I repent!” Josiah said to him. “I was
wrong about you! You are called to be king’s prophet! The
Treasure of Inestimable Value has just been found in the
temple, as you prophesied — the proof I had requested.”

Jeremiah bowed. “On the contrary, Your Majesty. The
treasure has not yet been found. What the priests have
found so far is nothing in comparison to the treasure that
remains hidden.” He turned and walked away.

Josiah shook his head in anger. “I do not understand
that man! First he is so eager to be appointed king’s
prophet, and then when I call him, he walks out on me!
Are prophets always so temperamental?”

Hilkiah laughed. “No, Your Majesty. He’s young. He
willlearn. Buthe hasa deep sense of what is truly right, and
he knows it will not be right until you see that treasure
with your own eyes and touch it with your own hands.”

“What in the world could it be? What could be more
valuable than the Ark of the Covenant?”

“No clues, Your Majesty. YHWH has not told me.”

“No matter. I know now it will be found. The Levitical
security guards have brought me all the people’s offerings.
It's alot! They have given me a strict accounting of it all. It
came from Manasseh and Ephraim and all the remnant of
Israel as well as from all the cities of Judah and Benjamin. I
am overwhelmed! These Levites are really trustworthy!
Go back to the temple. I'll send Shaphan over with it.”
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When Hilkiah returned to the temple, he had another
surprise awaiting him. The Levites there had opened up a
box they had hidden away with the temple furnishings. It
was an old offering box. In it were at least a year’s worth of
contributions from Jerusalem. When Shaphan came in
with the people’s recent offerings, Hilkiah found that he
had more than enough to fully restore the temple.

So he told them the good news. “Thave decided, and the
king hasagreed, that you Levites shall all be forgiven. Your
service to YHWH and to all Judah shall be restored, for you
were faithful to hide these important treasures from the
pagan priests and return them to the temple. Now, remain
faithful as we cleanse the temple, and cleanse yourselves,
so you can all serve YHWH once again.”

It was as if a great burden had been lifted; like a dark
cloud had been blown away. Some wept. Some laughed
and sang. Their wives and little ones danced for joy. The
elders gathered around Hilkiah, blessing him and vowing
to serve him, and YHWH, obediently. Their spokesman,
old Zephaniah son of Maaseiah, was on his knees praising
God. Hilkiah knew he had made the right decision.

So they hired the workmen, craftsmen, carpenters, and
builders. Never had there been a more willing workforce.
Hilkiah gave them money to buy materials. They didn’t
even want pay for their labors. But Hilkiah insisted; “Every
workman is worth his hire. Yet if you wish to contribute a
tenth back as an offering to YHWH, He will bless you.”

King Josiah was so impressed with the workmen that
he relieved Shaphan of the burden of keeping track of all
the money. “Don’t worry about it,” he said. “They are all
honest and faithful. They’re giving back even more than a
tithe of their wages!” Thus YHWH blessed the project.

Two months of feverish activity went by. The workmen
finished up, and were all given generous bonuses for their
fine work. The Levites were busy purifying everything,
and themselves. The heavy veil to the most holy place was
laundered and re-hung. Hilkiah called everyone together
and prayed to consecrate the temple for the service of
YHWH. “Now, lead me to that underground grotto where
lie the furnishings of the temple, for we are ready to install
them once again!” he called triumphantly.

Standing beside him, King Josiah jumped up and down
with glee! “Yes!” he shouted. “Put the Ark of the Covenant
into the most holy place of the temple of Solomon son of
David, where it belongs. It shall be a burden upon your
shoulders no longer. Now you, and we, and all Israel can
worship YHWH here once again.”

Now the Levites began backpedaling. Old Zephaniah
hung his head, saying there was no underground grotto.
That was just a hoax. Everyone was stunned. Hilkiah was
angry! King Josiah was simply furious at being misled!
He ordered Zephaniah and the elders who had stood with
him beaten with 20 lashes and tossed into the dungeon.
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Aboutmidnight, young Jeremiah came to the dungeon.
He washed and sterilized their wounds, bandaged them
up, and gave them food and water. “I drugged the guards.
They should not awaken until morning. Come with me.”
He led them out into the city.

They traveled north through the dark streets. The city
was unusually silent. Not even a dog barked to note their
passing. When they reached the north wall, they turned
right, into a narrow alley. The trailing Levite elders said
not a word. They came to a solid wall at the end of the ally
and Jeremiah stopped facing it, head bowed in prayer.

The elders nodded to each other. Zephaniah reached
past Jeremiah and pushed an odd brick just under the cap
of the wall. The wall slowly slid back. A ramp leading
downward faced them. Jeremiah lit a single lantern and
they silently started down. Deep underground they found
the secret grotto, filled with the treasures of the temple.
The priests knew exactly what to do. Without a word they
paired up, inserted the carrying poles into their rings, and
headed back toward the temple with their precious cargo.
Young Jeremiah and old Zephaniah were last. Their lot
was to bear the Ark of the Covenant, with its solid gold
Mercy Seat. Not a word was spoken as they covered it with
a rough brown tarp and slid in the carrying poles.

When they reached the alley, they closed the wall entry
securely behind them. No one must know of the presence
of this grotto! Again, the silence in the city was profound
as they returned to the temple. Logos was covering them,
protecting His secrets.

By morning the furnishings were all in the temple.
Jeremiah awoke his father, whispering, “Come and see!”
The tears flowed freely in Hilkiah’s eyes when he saw the
furnishings in their proper place. When he got to the most
holy place and saw the Ark, he knelt and cried like a baby.
His son knelt with him, followed by old Zephaniah and the
other elders who had been beaten the night before. “Why
didn’tyou tell me?” Hilkiah cried. “Why did you say it was
justahoax? We shouldn’t have beaten you. Our anger was
wrong! If we had only known...”

“No one else can know of the secret grotto,” the chief
priest began. “I should have made that clear when I first
told you. We deserved to be beaten for my mistake. It won’t
happen again. We may need that secret grotto again some
day. We can tell you and Jeremiah of all the secret security
measures that Solomon built into the temple, though it
seems that YHWH must have already told Jeremiah. But
you must tell no one else. No one. Not even the king.”

“Agreed,” Hilkiah said. Jeremiah nodded. They turned
to leave the most holy place. But Jeremiah said, “Wait. The
Treasure of Inestimable Value.”

“Yes,” old Zephaniah answered. “We found itlast night
and brought it into the temple.” He showed them dozens
of bags of money now stashed under the big altar.

Chapter 13 ~ The Temple is Restored, Nahum

They pulled some out and opened them. It was tens of
millions of dollars in gold and silver, temple offerings from
years past. “Praise YHWH! Finally!” Hilkiah was relieved.
“Take it to the temple storeroom.” He commanded.

After the others were gone, Jeremiah looked at Hilkiah
and Zephaniah. “That’s not it,” he whispered.

Hilkiah was getting frustrated with him. “What do you
mean, that's not it?! If it's not the temple furnishings; not
the Ark; not the offerings or all this gold; then what is it?”

Jeremiah closed his eyes. After a lengthy silence, he
answered, “Put the poles into the rings for the Mercy Seat
and lift it off the Ark. The treasure is inside.”

“Only an anointed high priest can do that!” Zephaniah
exclaimed. “Iamnot qualified. Though I'was elected as the
chief priest, and asked to be the spokesman for the other
Levites, yet I have never been anointed as high priest.”

“I am anointed as the high priest,” Hilkiah said softly.
“By YHWH Himself. He came to me as a man, anointed my
head, and called me His chosen.”

Zephaniah bowed. “I did not know. It is good, for you
were to be high priest after Meshullam your father died.
Under your anointing, you alone have the authority to
open the Ark. I await your command.” So they prayed for
YHWH’s protection, then reverently lifted the Mercy Seat
from the Ark. Inside were twelve big scrolls and the stone
tablets of the law which Moses had put in at Mount Sinai.

“There is the treasure.” Jeremiah pointed at the scrolls.
They were very ancient. Hilkiah carefully took them out.
Then they replaced the Mercy Seat.

The scrolls were covered in thin red leather, rough, like
porpoise skin. Hilkiah scanned the titles. “The five books
of Moses, the Law of YHWH!” He whistled. “Also here are
the books of Joshua, the Judges, Samuel, the Chronicles of
Israel’s Kings, the Psalms, the Proverbs of Solomon, and
these last four are the books of the Prophets of YHWH.” He
was stunned. “Why, this is everything that Arnie burned!”

“It’'s the answer to Josiah’s prayers,” Jeremiah breathed.
“That’s why it’s such a treasure.” He was still whispering.

They came out of the temple and found Shaphan.
“Here, we found these in the temple,” Hilkiah said gently.
He showed him the twelve scrolls. Shaphan’s eyes grew
wide with wonder as he read off the titles. Hilkiah gave him
the biggestscroll, the five books of Moses. “Here. Take it to
the king. It is the answer to his prayer for YHWH’s Law.”
Shaphan clutched it to his chest and hurried out.

King Josiah was still fuming that the Levite elders had
snookered him. ‘Treasure of Inestimable Value’ from the
temple, indeed! They had now finished cleaning out the
temple, and he had nothing but a bunch of elders in his
dungeon for lying to him about the treasures of the temple.
He was right not to appoint Jeremiah as king’s prophet.
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Josiah was seated on his throne. His beloved Queen
Hamutal sat beside him. Shaphan entered and bowed low.
“O King, live forever! Everything you commanded your
servants regarding the temple is complete. The workmen
and their supervisors have been paid. The temple has been
cleansed and is now ready for consecration.”

“Yes, go on.” Josiah knew him all too well.
“Jeremiah let the elders out of the dungeon...”

“He did what? Without my command?” King Josiah
half stood, ready to be angry. But he was intrigued by that
smile that remained on his scribe’s face.

“Yes Your Majesty. The elders left with Jeremiah.
Together they found 30 bags of gold and silver...”

“The treasure! I knew it! The Treasure of Inest...”

“...and they restored all the articles of furniture to the
temple, including the gold Ark of the Covenant...”

Josiah leaped up. “It’s the treasure! Jeremiah was right!
I owe him an apology! That is the ‘Treasure of Inestimable
Value, for me and all people’ just as he prophesied!” But
Shaphan just stood there, smiling. “Well, is there more?
Go on. Go on. Wait! What's that you're holding?”

Shaphan looked down to the big scroll still clutched to
his chest, as if surprised to find something there. “Oh. Yes.
Hilkiah gave me a book.” He handed it to the king, who
abruptly plopped back down on his throne.

Slowly, reverently, Josiah opened the red leather cover
and read the title. “It’s the five books of Moses!”

“Yes. YHWH’s Law. We also found all the books of the
Judges, Kings, Chronicles, Psalms, Prophets, everything.”

Hamutal gasped. Josiah let out an involuntary cry that
ended inasob. He handed the book back to Shaphan, then
covered his face with his hands to hide the tears. “The
Treasure of Inestimable Value,” he whispered. “The value
of everything else can be calculated. But this! This is the
treasure beyond price!” His voice was high-pitched with
emotion. “YHWH is pleased with me! He has restored His
Word! May His holy name be praised forever and ever!”

Shaphan stood there, eyes closed in worship and tears
in rivers down his cheeks. He jumped at Josiah’s order:
“Well? Don’t just stand there. Read it to me!”

“All of it, Your Majesty? It’s a very big book.”
“What can be more important?” Hamutal said softly.

So he read, as Josiah and Hamutal listened intently.
Others came to listen too: Zephaniah, Hilkiah, Jeremiah. ..
butno oneinterrupted thescribe. Atdinner time they took
the book to the dining hall and he continued reading.
Finally toward nightfall Shaphan reached the place where
Moses repeated the covenant just before his death, with
the blessings for keeping it and the curses for disobeying.
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King Josiah could take no more. He had been weeping
silently butnow he began to wail and sob. He reached up to
the hook on his royal robe and tore it off him, crying,
“Alas! Great is the wrath of YHWH which is poured out
against me and against Judah, for we have failed to observe
the laws of YHWH - failed to do all that He commanded in
Hisbook!” He fell on his face on the floor of the dining hall.
“Go, Hilkiah! Inquire of YHWH for me concerning the
words of His book. What can I — what must I do?”

For a while there was silence, except for the sound of
Josiah’s weeping. Then Hilkiah responded softly, “I am
very sorry, Your Majesty. I am not the king’s prophet.
YHWH has not given me His Word for you at this time.”

“Oh, yes. That’s right. Hey Jeremiah! I apologize. I was
wrong. I hereby appoint you as king’s prophet, effective
immediately. Inquire of YHWH for me now!”

“Iaccept your appointment, O King. Thank you. But it
came too late. I also do not have the Word of YHWH for
you — at least not right now. I too am very sorry.”

Josiah looked up in surprise, rubbing his red eyes with
his fist. “Then who does? Shaphan? Zephaniah? Ahicam?
Achbor? I've got to have someone interpret it! Now!”

“What about Huldah, the widow of Hilkiah’s brother
Shallum,” old Zephaniah said. “She’s a prophetess.”

“A woman?!” Josiah snorted. “Has it come to that?!”
Then he checked himself. “I'm sorry, YHWH. As Hilkiah
told me, You may speak through whomever You choose.
Go now all of you! Inquire of YHWH for me!”

They ran back to find Huldah. She was glad to see them.
“Yes, I have the Word of YHWH for King Josiah. Tell him
thisis what YHWH says. ‘Behold, Iam bringing evil on this
place and on its inhabitants, even all the curses written in
My book which has been read to you, because My people
have forsaken Me and have burned incense to other gods
and sacrificed to them and committed the abominations
against which I warned them, to provoke Me to anger with
all the works of their hands. Therefore My wrath will be
poured out upon this place, and not be quenched.

“But to you, O King Josiah, because your heart remains
tender, because you wept, tore off your robe, and humbled
yourself before Me when you heard My Word, so to you
I have granted mercy. I have heard your prayers. Behold,
I grant that your days shall be lived out in peace. You shall
not see the evil that I shall bring upon this place and its
inhabitants. But I swear that though you remain perfect
before Me all your days, if your son does not follow in your
ways to do what is right he shall quickly be cut off.”

They brought the prophecy back to the king. He was
encouraged. He called for all the people of Judah to gather
together at the temple courtyard the next Sabbath. They
came and stood before him while he loudly read them
YHWH’s book of the law, with the blessings and cursings.
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The sun had nearly set when he finished reading the
scroll. Many of the listeners were no longer standing; some
were even lying down. But Josiah ordered them all to stand
back up. He, too, was tired — he had been leaning on the
temple Pillar called Yakeen. But now he stood tall and
swore a covenant with YHWH, to walk with Him, keep His
commandments, and carry out all the words of the law
which he had just finished reading. Then he made all the
people swear to abide by the covenant. “Heaven and earth
bears witness to the covenant we have just sworn. This day
the temple services shall begin, just as commanded in
YHWH’s holy book. My scribes shall make copies of this
book for the Levites to use, for this is the highest law in my
kingdom. Now, you may all return to your homes. But
don’tforget what we read about Passover. In three months,
on the 14th of Nisan, come to the temple for seven days.
Eat the Passover and feast with unleavened bread. All of
you are invited to come. Bring your offerings, and your
families. No one shall leave hungry.”

Passover, 621 BC. They had been idolaters, but over
half the people actually came. Iwon’t go into all the details,
partly to protect the innocent. They were very new at this
and made some rather glaring errors. But they celebrated
with all their hearts, feasting together with dancing and
singing before YHWH. They rejoiced more than at any
Passover since Hezekiah’s famous Passover of 716 BC.
Logos rejoiced with them, for He loves to celebrate the
Feasts more than anyone else in the universe. From then
on, throughout his reign, King Josiah kept all the Feasts as
commanded in the law. True to His word, Logos gave them
peace on all sides. They remained prosperous and blessed.
All who still held idolatry in their hearts were silenced.
Satan’s temptations were blocked by the king’s vow.

Let’s catch up on Assyria. Sin-shar-ishkun had turned
out to be a lousy king. He just couldn’t win. His squabbles
with his younger brother were part of it. Then his general
Nabopolassar, who had turned traitor and made himself
king of Babylon, tried to take over his forces at Nippur. He
nearly succeeded! In 624 BC he tried again at Uruk and did
succeed! Sin-shar-ishkun came and recaptured it, but then
had to leave to quell another rebellion at Der. He got no
respect! In 623 BC he decided to resolve the rebellion in
Babylon once for all. He brought his full army down from
Nineveh, intending to wipe out Nabopolassar and his half-
army. But no sooner had he left Nineveh than his older
brother Ashur-etil-ilani tried to usurp his throne. He had
to leave Babylon and return to quell the rebellions in his
own backyard. It was a tough life. He began to take out his
frustrations by trying to exterminate the Yawists, again.

The Assyrian Empire had been racing downhill ever
since Sargon and his son Sennacherib rejected YHWH
after Hezekiah witnessed to them. Jonah’s re-born church
in Nineveh fled from the fierce persecution. Some of them,
of course, wound up in Israel and Judah. In 621 BC, a few
months after the Passover, Nahum arrived in Jerusalem.

Chapter 13 ~ The Temple is Restored, Nahum

King Josiah, of course, was interested in this Assyrian
intruder. He ordered him to stand before the king’s court
and present his business.

“My name is Nahum. My family is from Al-kosh in
Assyria. That is a suburb of Nineveh. We are Yawists. We
had to leave Nineveh because persecution of the Yawists
has gotten intolerable. I know that Nineveh will soon be
destroyed. So I and my family have come to Jerusalem
because of our great love for YHWH and His people.”

That didn’t make sense to Josiah. “How do you know
Nineveh will be destroyed? And how did you, a heathen
Assyrian, ever come to know YHWH?”

“T'll answer your second question first, Your Majesty.
Israel’s prophet Jonah came to Nineveh many years ago.
He taught us about YHWH. My parents and grandparents
grew up knowing Him. They were greatly persecuted, but
their faith grew strong, as has my faith and love for YHWH.
YHWH talks to me and gives me visions. I ‘see’ things.

“Thus the answer to your first question. I have ‘seen’
the destruction of Nineveh. Here. Thisis an exact copy ofa
prophecy I gave them just before I left.”

Josiah read it. It was directed at the Assyrian kings who
were persecuting the Yawists. “A jealous and avenging
God is YHWH! He takes vengeance on His adversaries and
reserves wrath for His enemies. Though slow to anger, He
is great in power, and will by no means leave the wicked
unpunished. Mountains quake and hills dissolve because
of Him! Indeed the whole earth and all its inhabitants are
in turmoil because of His presence! Who can stand before
His indignation? Who can endure His fierce anger? His
wrath is poured out like fire, like the lightning striking
down to crush the rock. YHWH is good. A safe stronghold
in the day of trouble for those who put their trust in Him.
But with an overflowing flood He will make a complete
end to Nineveh, and will pursue her to her doom, for she
persecuted His saints.” The poem continued on, decrying
the wickedness of the Assyrian Empire and decreeing its
overthrow and final ruin. He even compared Nineveh to
Ashurbanipal’s total destruction of Thebes in 664 BC.

Josiah handed the prophecy back to Nahum. He was
impressed, but hestill had questions. He had read the story
of Jonah, for it was there among the Prophets in one of the
scrolls found in the temple. “I know aboutJonah,” he said.
“But he was a false prophet. He prophesied the destruction
of Nineveh over 150 years ago. But it never happened.”

Nahum was a bit indignant. “Jonah was a true prophet
of YHWH. Look at the fruit of his ministry! His church
lasted for 150 years in Nineveh, and has now spread all
over the world. But don’t tell me his prophecy has failed,
any more than this prophecy of mine. It hasn’t happened
yet, but it will, just as sure as YHWH is God! For though it
may be delayed by prayer and repentance, God’s Word
never fails. Just be thankful when the disaster is delayed.”
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“Okay, okay! No need to get uptight. I believe you.
Youranswersring true to me. L have but one more question
before I can approve your stay here. Why did you choose
Judah? You mentioned that the Yawists are now spread all
over the world. So why not some other place?”

“O King, I am a ‘seer’ prophet, as I said. I want to bring
my family to the best place, where they will be safe, where
we can flourish. T have ‘seen’ that for the next ten or twelve
years, Judah is the best place on earth to raise my family.”

Josiah was immediately interested. “Please, Nahum.
Tell me what you see about Judah. And what will happen
after that ten or twelve years.”

Nahum smiled. “You, O King, well know what I see
about Judah, for you have brought it about! I see thick,
high walls surrounding your country, keeping evil at bay.
Within those walls, I see green gardens flourishing, lit by
the sunlight and watered by the rains from the highest
heavens. I see peace and prosperity abounding, love and
joy covering the land like a blanket, with not a single idol
in the land to insert its hatred and fear. And yet I see dark
clouds rolling up to the wall, and a sword of prophecy,
hanging by a thread above the land. After ten or twelve
years, Your Majesty, I see the walls begin to crumble, and
the sword ready to drop.”

King Josiah was a little lost by the flowery language.
“Uh... what is that sword of prophecy?”

“Haven’t you already been given a prophecy of Judah’s
destruction? I know you have.”

Josiah instantly remembered Huldah’s prophecy. She
had prophesied, ... Therefore My wrath will be poured out
upon this place and not be quenched. “But she said it would
not happen in my lifetime!”

“Thus your life is the thread by which the sword is
hanging, Your Majesty —held up by repentance. Itis a thin
thread, for many have not joined in your repentance. Is
Huldah a false prophet just because her prophecy was
delayed by your repentance? No. It shall come to pass after
your death, just as the prophecy of Jonah will come to pass
after his death, delayed by the Assyrian’s repentance.”

King Josiah couldn’t deny Nahum’s identity with his
people. He welcomed him and other refugees from Jonah’s
church into Judah. He gathered them all in his courtroom
to officially legalize their Israeli status. Though Assyrian,
the king realized that they were Israelite at heart.

620 BC was the end of the Third Intermediate Period of
Egypt, for it was the end of the Libyan Dynasty at Tanis,
Bubastis, and Leontopolis. Now only the ‘Saite’ Dynasty
remained, currently headed by Psamtik I as appointed by
Ashurbanipal to be the successor to Necho I. Pharaoh
Psamtik’s control over Egypt was complete when his
lovely daughter Nitocris married Mentuemhet, the mayor
of Thebes, and was appointed ‘divine Adoratrix of Amun’.
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Some of the citizens of Judah were upset at King Josiah
for welcoming Assyrians into their midst. Nobody had
really forgiven what Assyria had done to Israel. A fear
lurked deep-down that it could happen to them, as well.
Perhaps the Yawists were spies, sent to prepare the way for
an Assyrian invasion! Two years later the animosity still
hadn’tblown over. Josiah realized he had to do something.
As he was praying about it, an idea came to him.

Josiah called for the eldersand leading people to gather.
“I hate and fear the Assyrians as much as you,” he told
them. “Sin-shar-ishkun is a wicked and foolish king. He
hasbeen very cruel. He doesn’t even care for his own vassal
states. But I have investigated the Yawists at length and I
swear to you that they are not like their Assyrian brothers!
They were transformed by the preaching of an Israelite,
Jonah. They are now true Israelites indeed! To show my
confidence in them, I have decided to give Nahum a job as
one of my own advisors. His knowledge and wisdom about
far-off nations, and the prophecies he has received from
YHWH about them, have proven invaluable. I've found
him and his family above reproach.”

Nahum walked forward, his large family trailing along
behind. He bowed before the king, gratefully accepting the
postof advisor. Josiah assigned him and his family a lovely
apartment in the palace and pegged his salary to be the
same as his chief advisors or his ‘king’s prophet’. But he
was not finished. “Due to the misunderstanding directed
against Yawists,” Josiah continued with a big grin, “I have
decided to a public demonstration of the confidence I have
in Nahum.” He turned to puta hand on Nahum’s shoulder.
“My eldest daughter Joy, the delight of my eyes, is now
eight years old. Your eldest son, James, must be twelve or
so. I offer you a betrothal contract for him to marry my
daughter Joy, and thus to become the king’s son-in-law.”

It worked. After consulting with his wife Nancy,
Nahum agreed. From then on, the Yawists were accepted
in Judah without as much discrimination.

Soon the word got out. Yawists from all over the world
began streaming into Judah, for they had been despised
and hated pretty much everywhere else. Josiah welcomed
them and made sure they were adopted into the families of
Judah. Thus one more nation was added to Abraham’s
‘father of many nations’. Logos was very pleased.

As they came, he grilled them to find out as much as he
could about the nations to which they had been scattered.
He had an ulterior motive. The Assyrian overlords up in
Samerina had learned to trust him. Trade was blossoming
between Israel and Judah. They could see the benefit in
increased prosperity, which is always the result of peace
and free trade. That gave King Josiah freedom to visit the
remnants of the displaced tribes of Israel. Josiah talked
with them and felt compassion for their exiled brothers
and sisters in far-off lands. He determined that he would
seek them out and try to bring them home.
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CHAPTER 14 - THE DOWNFALL OF JOSIAH

Logos was glad that Josiah extended Judah’s hospitality
to the Yawists from Assyria. He was also glad that Josiah
showed such compassion on the remnants of the ‘lost
tribes of Israel’. In 618 BC Josiah’s beloved wife Hamutal
bore him another son. They named him Mattaniah. He
now had three sons (Eliakim — 15, Shallum — 13, and the
baby, Mattaniah) and three other daughters besides Joy.

King Josiah assigned faithful old General Able the task
of making sure that idolatry did not flood into Judah with
all that increasing trade with the surrounding nations. He
knew Israel’s history! That had happened altogether too
many times before.

So the years went by, with peace and prosperity only
increasing year by year. King Josiah found some of the lost
tribes of Israel. Yawist refugees told him of various clans of
Israelites living in Anatolia, Cimmeria, Urartu, Media,
Persia, and even Babylon.

Of course Josiah tried to arrange for their safe return,
but King Sin-shar-ishkun got wind of it, and came down
furiously on his emissaries, slaying some and sending the
others back with threats of Assyrian vengeance upon
Judah. King Josiah had never in his life dealt with anyone
so venomous. He began to understand why the Yawists
had left Assyria! He took out Nahum’s prophecy against
Nineveh and read it again. Now he allowed himself the
luxury of a little gloat that King Sin-shar-ishkun would
soon get his comeuppance. Josiah prayed fervently that
Assyria’s prophesied destruction will be soon, and total.

All the working people of Judah became very wealthy.
Businesses flourished. But so did busyness! The Feasts
were still held but fewer came. Sabbaths were still kept,
but some found that their most lucrative days were when
their compatriots rested. Logos grieved that His appointed
dates with His Bride had so quickly lost their joy for Judah.

The families of Josiah and Nahum became close. With
Nahum as an advisor to the king, their children played in
the king’s palace together. Judah had become like the
fabled Camelot, ‘a land filled with sweetness and light
where the rains never fall 'til after sundown and the clouds
are gone by dawn.’ Truly Nahum'’s prophecy came to pass.
Israel was the best place in the world to raise his family.

But alas, as in Camelot, a serpent prowled the gardens.
A shockingscandal erupted in Josiah’s palacein 616 BC.
A sixteen-year-old girl from among the adopted Yawists,
Nehushta, was found to be pregnant. Her father Elnathan
(Nahum’s second cousin who had also gotten a job at the
palace) was outraged when the baby’s father turned out to
be Eliakim, Josiah’s oldest son! He discovered that Prince
Eliakim had seduced his daughter using the privileges of
his rank. Then, after discovering her pregnancy, he had
tried to force her to ‘have it taken care of’. (Yes, even way
back then they well knew how to abort unwanted babies.)

Chapter 14 ~ The Downfall of Josiah, Zephaniah

Josiah and Hamutal were appalled, and shamed! After
all their careful teaching in the godly virtues! They now
faced the hardest of all parental lessons: that no matter
how much a parent does, each child still retains the choice
to receive it or rebel. Eliakim had heard it and had seemed
to receive it, but with their families all living in the same
palace, his own pride and youthful lusts had overwhelmed
his good training.

As with most palace scandals, they tried to patch it up.
Eliakim consented to marry Nehushta and keep his child.
But sin always exacts its price. Even after the wedding,
relations were strained between them and the othersin the
palace, especially the Yawists! Eliakim somehow blamed
them for his own failure. And he blamed his father for
bringing them into the palace. He took his dad’s hatred of
the Assyrians and applied it now to Nahum and the other
Yawists settling in Judah. His hatred turned to bitterness
and rebellion. As the eldest son and crown prince, Eliakim
wore an outward air of respectability. But he never got
over that bitterness in his heart. Many people of Judah
couldn’t trust him. It's amazing how quickly a prosperous
and happy people forget the Source of their wealth when
they allow the subtle self-righteousness and pride of the
adversary gain a toehold in their hearts. The prosperity
remained. Buta dark root of bitterness began to creep deep
underground. Satan had the open door he needed.

The next year, 615 BC, grizzled old General Able died.
Great was the mourning across the land, for he was much
loved for his service to his country. Sadly, his replacement
did not have the methodical diligence of the old general.
He had inherited a land free of all outward idolatry, but
neither he nor Josiah understood the power of the idolatry
that had been forced underground. Now it began to spring
up and blossom in the hearts of many in Judah.

That summer Nehushta bore a son. She was seventeen,
and Eliakim eighteen. They named him Coniah, ‘Created’.
But knowing that he could be king someday, the YHWH-
loving court dubbed him Jeconiah, YHWH Created’.

I must say, especially since he had wanted to abort him,
that Eliakim learned to treasure his son. In the years to
come, when so many in the palace and even his own wife
distrusted him, Coniah was the light of his father’s eyes.
But Logos was angry. Nehushta never had another child.

Josiah was very distressed at the sudden change in his
son Eliakim. He called Jeremiah, his young king’s prophet.
“What did we do wrong?” he cried.

Jeremiah, now mature in his calling, was ready with the
Word of YHWH. “Who is Eliakim’s mother?” he asked
softly, already knowing the answer.

“Hamutal, of course...” Then he remembered. “No. It
was Zebidah, my first wife. I can’t believe I forgot her. She
died giving him birth. She was cute, and loads of fun, but
an utter space cadet compared to Hamutal. Why?”
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“Generational curse. The sins of the fathers. Zebidah’s
father was Pedaiah, an apostate priest who had whole-
heartedly served the Baals during the days of your father
Amon. Though you repented and YHWH cleansed your
house, Pedaiah never did. He was slain by General Able,
but his sins remain, to be visited upon the third and fourth
generation according to the law. That generational curse
rests upon Eliakim, and upon his son Coniah as well,
unless he repents and receives the cleansing of YHWH
through the blood of the lamb. Eliakim must be brought to
repentance, or he will be the downfall of all Judah.”

Sadly, the more Josiah and Hamutal worked to bring
Eliakim to repentance, the more he hardened his heart.
Jeremiah grieved for him, and prayed for him daily.

Toward the end of 615BC, he heard a frightened knock
on his ‘king’s prophet’ door. It was young Zephaniah son
of Cushi and third cousin of Coniah. “Please, do with this
whatever is right,” he told Jeremiah, handing him a letter.
Then he fled. Jeremiah read the letter, then read it again.
His face turned white. It was the most terrifying prophecy
he had ever heard. To have it come now, when Judah was
prosperous and (outwardly) righteous, made it all the
more frightening. Jeremiah bowed his heart to YHWH,
prayed for discernment, and slowly read it a third time:

“I'will completely remove all from the face of the earth!
declares YHWH. I will remove man and beast, birds of the
sky, and fish of the sea. I will remove stumbling blocks
along with those who stumble. I will cut off man from the
face of the earth. I will stretch out My hand against Judah
and the inhabitants of Jerusalem. I will cut off the last of
the Baals. I will remove the idolatrous priests, and blot out
their names, even those who have bowed down to the
hosts of heaven, the sun, moon, and planets. Be silent
before Adonai YHWH! For the Day of YHWH is very near.
On that day... I will punish those who stagnate in spirit,
those who say in their hearts, YHWH isn’t concerned. He
will do us neither good nor ill.” All their wealth will
become plunder and their houses desolate. Near is the
great Day of YHWH! Itis coming very quickly! Itisa day of
wrath, trouble and distress, destruction and desolation,
storms, darkness, and gloom. It is a day of loud trumpet
and battle cry against fortified cities and high towers. I'will
pour out distress upon men because they have sinned
against Me. Their blood will be poured out into the dust.
Neither silver nor gold will be able to deliver them on the
day of YHWH’s wrath. All the earth will be devoured in the
fire of His jealousy. For He will make a complete end —a
terrifying end! — of all the inhabitants of the earth.

“So gather yourselves together, you nation without
shame! Seek YHWH before the decree takes effect, before
the burning anger of YHWH falls upon you! You humble
of the earth who have obeyed His law, seek righteousness!
Seek humility! Perhaps you will be hidden in the day of
YHWH’s anger. Thus a remnant shall be saved.
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“Then Philistia will be abandoned so the remnant of My
people may come and pasture on it. They will lie down in
peace and YHWH their God will care for them and restore
their fortunes. Moab will become desolate, like Sodom, so
the remnant of My people will also plunder them and will
inherit their land. You also, Egypt and Ethiopia, will be
slain by My sword. And I will stretch out My hand to the
north to destroy Assyria. Assur will be annihilated, and
Nineveh will become a desolation, the haunt of wild
beasts. All who pass by her will hiss in contempt. Woe to
that tyrannical city, rebellious and defiled! For though I
displayed My power and glory, and sent Jonah with My
Word, yet Nineveh persecutes and kills My people. She
heeded no voice, accepted no instruction, lost her faith,
and turned away from YHWH her God. So I have decided
to gather nations, to assemble kingdoms, to pour out upon
them My indignation and burning anger. Then all the
earth will be devoured and purified by the fire of My zeal!

“Then I will change the languages of the peoples to the
one pure language of My holy Kingdom, to reverse the
curse of Babel, so all of them may call on My name and
serve Me shoulder to shoulder from south of the rivers of
Ethiopia to north of the Caspian Sea. Thus My worshipers,
My dispersed ones, will bring My offerings. In that day you
will forget the shame of all your misdeeds by which you
rebelled against Me, for then I will remove the proud from
your midst. You will never again be haughty on My Holy
Mountain. But I will leave among you a humble and lowly
people. They will take refuge in the name of YHWH. Then
the surviving remnant of Israel will do no wrong and tell
no lies. Instead, they will peacefully feed and lie down with
no one to make them tremble.

“Shout for joy, O daughter of Zion! Shout in triumph,
O Israel! Rejoice! Exult with all your heart, O daughter of
Jerusalem! I, YHWH, have forgiven you. I have washed
away My judgments against you, and cleared away your
enemies. YHWH the King of Israel now dwells in your
midst. I will exult over you with joy, and renew you in My
love. I will rejoice over you with shouts of joy. I will give
you renown and praise among all the people of the earth
when Irestore your fortunes before your eyes, when L have
gathered My remnant, My own, My beloved, those who
grieve with Me over the loss of My appointed Feasts.”

Jeremiah was stunned. He wrestled with itall night. But
the more he prayed about it, the more convinced he
became that it was indeed a true prophecy from YHWH.
Butfornow? Or the future? The next morning he called for
young Zephaniah, and told him what he thought. “It’s a
stern warning from YHWH. You must take it to the king.”

“But sir? I'm just a kid! A nobody! He won't listen to
me. If you think it’s right, you take it to him.”

Jeremiah smiled at him, and rumpled his hair. “You
may be small, but how bigis your God? Come on. We'll go
together. King Josiah will listen to both of us.”
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King Josiah didn’tlook down on Zephaniah’s youth. He
heard the prophecy and pondered it, then made Jeremiah
read it again. “Okay,” he responded. “I accept that as a
Word from YHWH. It’s quite similar to the one Huldah
gave, you know. After my death, Judah will turn away
from YHWH, like they have so many times in the past. He
will discipline them, using Assyria. Then he will destroy
that vile nation and restore the remnant of Judah. Right?”

Before Jeremiah could answer, Zephaniah spoke up.
“Not after your death, O King. The adversary has found a
fault in you that will cause your death.”

“Huh? How could he? I've been perfect in all my ways.
I've kept YHWH’s Law wholeheartedly from the day I first
heard it until now. I have kept all of YHWH’s Feasts. I have
ordered my military to keep Judah forever free of idolatry.
What fault can the adversary possibly find in me?”

“Possibly your hatred of the Assyrians? And possibly
your arrogance in considering yourself better than them?”

“That’s going a bit far. YHWH hates them too. You just
said so! Besides, I don’t hate all Assyrians. I welcomed all
the Yawists who came here fleeing the persecution in
Nineveh. So there. I am better than them!”

Young Zephaniah wouldn’t argue with his king. And
Jeremiah simply didn’t know. So King Josiah succeeded in
justifying himself, thus giving Satan one more open door
into Judah. The wickedness began flooding in.

In 616 BC, King Nabopolassar gathered his forces for a
showdown with Assyria. He had been planning this for ten
years. He moved up the Euphrates, conquering each city
and town as he went. But when he got to Gablini, the
Assyrians and their Acadian allies were waiting for him. It
was a terrible battle. Both sides claimed victory, but in
reality both lost. Both sent pleas for help: the Assyrians
from Egypt,and Nabopolassar from his allies the Medes, as
well as from the Scythians and Cimmerians in Urartu,
because he knew they hated the Assyrians just as much.

The next year the Medes under King Cyaxares attacked
and conquered Arrapha, and then headed for Nineveh.
They took a few suburbs, but when they reached the city
walls they were easily driven away. King Sin-shar-ishkun
laughed. Nobody could defeat his mighty Nineveh!

Meanwhile, Nabopolassar slowly made his way up the
Tigris River from Opis, ruthlessly destroying every vestige
of Assyrian authority. He conquered Takrit. But when he
reached Assur, Sin-shar-ishkun met him with the full
force of the entire Assyrian army!

How did he get there so fast? Nabopolassar was sure he
was still up at Nineveh fighting his allies, the Medes. It was
astunning defeat. Nabopolassar fled south. The Assyrians
pursued him all the way. He holed up in the fortress at
Takrit, where he was surrounded and besieged. It looked
like poor Nabopolassar and his brave men were done for.
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Butin ten days amazing news came from Assur. It was a
mighty, fortified city, but foolish Sin-shar-ishkun had left
it undefended while he chased south after Nabopolassar.
As soon as he was gone, those sneaky Medes (who had
neverreally gone home; they had simply gone into hiding)
had taken Assur! They battered open the gates, plundered
the city, and massacred all the Assyrians remaining there.

The horrified Assyrian army left Takrit and rushed to
Assur’s defense, but they were too late. The Medes had the
city all bottled up. Suddenly all their bravado flew out the
window. With a queasy feeling in the pit of his stomach,
Sin-shar-ishkun rushed his forces back to defend Calah.
For the first time, survival of his invincible city was in doubt.

Thus the Babylonians and Medes joined up at Assur in
614 BC. What a party they had! Then they continued the
slow march up to Calah. At first, the Assyrians defended
the royal palace with a ferocity that astounded the Medes
and Babylonians. Sin-shar-ishkun should have won. But
he managed to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory when
he panicked and fled back to Nineveh itself. Thus Calah,
beautiful, luxurious, wealthy Calah, was plundered and
destroyed. The march went on. By 612 BC Nabopolassar
and Cyaxares reached the very gates of Nineveh. Now they
heard the good news of the Scythians and Cimmerians.
Under King Umanmanda, they were attacking Nineveh
from the north. Mighty Nineveh would soon be theirs!

Again it became a bitter siege. The battle-hardened
Assyrians were the best warriors in the world. Now they
were fighting for the very existence of their fatherland!
But suddenly, long before Nabopolassar dared to hope for
victory, the fearless Assyrian army broke and evacuated
the city out the western gate. That was too easy! The Medes
and Babylonians entered the now empty city slowly,
expecting a trap. But when they got to the palace, they
found King Sin-shar-ishkun dangling on the end of a rope.
He had hung himself in his fear. It was a sorry sight. King
Nabopolassar stared at the body, ruminating on lessons to
be learned. Could this be his own end as well? Here hung
the greatest man on earth, sovereign of the most feared
empire in the world, just a rotting, stinking corpse.

Nabopolassar spent the next year plundering the
wealthy city, and then methodically leveling it. Mighty
Nineveh was destroyed — made a desolation, exactly as
Jonah, Nahum, and Zephaniah had prophesied. Assyria’s
legendarily cruel power and world dominance was forever
broken and its heartland was crushed into the ground.

The victorious armies celebrated. King Umanmanda
was just glad to be free of the Assyrian domination. He
took his Cimmerians and Scythians back to their homes
and families. But the Babylonians and Medes sat down to
divide up the Assyrian Empire amongst themselves. The
Medes got all the northern and northwestern provinces of
Assyria; the Babylonians got Nineveh and everything
south of it, including the Levant. [See map, page 308.]
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They sealed the deal with a beautiful marriage alliance.
King Cyaxares gave his lovely, intelligent, and talented
daughter, Princess Amytis, to Nabopolassar’s son, young
crown prince Nebuchadnezzar. This unified the Median
and Babylonian Empires, creating a major new world
power which would forever alter the course of history.

With Sin-shar-ishkun now dead, his younger brother,
General Ashur-uballit I, fled to Haran with the Assyrian
refugees. But they didn’t totally trust him. They knew all
the bickering and power struggles he and his brother had
been having. Many accused him of the hanging! His army’s
morale was devastated by three successive defeats. They
needed help, big time. So Ashur-uballit II called back a
favor that Ashurbanipal had done for Egypt, when he had
driven the Nubians out and established the 26th ‘Saite’
Dynasty Pharaoh Psamtik as successor to his slain father,
Necho I. Ashur-uballit sent urgent messengers down to
Psamtik, pleading for immediate military assistance.

Psamtik I was a good Pharaoh. He had ruled Egypt with
wisdom and justice for 54 years. If you recall, his reign had
begun with Assyrian support. After putting him in charge,
Ashurbanipal had continued supporting Psamtik for nine
years by leaving five Assyrian military garrisons to protect
him. So there isno way now that old Psamtik Iwould fail to
return the favor. He rushed his crack troops north up the
Via Maris and the Great Trunk Road to Haran.

He arrived in 611 BC. With his help, the defense of
Haran was successful. Nabopolassar was not expecting all
those Egyptian troops strengthening the army he had so
recently defeated. He called retreat, and fell back to await
reinforcements from King Umanmanda.

But Egypt had suffered a major catastrophe. They won
the war, but they lost their Pharaoh. He was old, more than
75.He could not take the stress of the rapid travel followed
by the heated battle. His heart failed, not one hour before
the Babylonians began their retreat. He continued nobly
standing in his chariot, knowing that his collapse could
well turn the tide against them, but he lived only a few
hours after Nabopolassar had gone. It was just long
enough to pass his scepter on to his son, Necho II. “Take
good care of Egypt, my son. Be firm, but faithful, to your
people and to your allies both. Do not forget what the
Assyrians did for us. Continue defending them against the
Babylonian threat, for if they are defeated, the Babylonians
will soon be at our border. And do not trouble Israel and
Judah, unless they trouble you first! For though they may
seem weak, YHWH their God is very powerful!”

With that, the old Pharaoh died, heroic in death as in
life. His body was carried back toward Egypt with greatest
honors. But alas, the materials they had for embalming
him from the battlefield proved inadequate. It would not
do fora great Pharaoh to be borne into Egypt with his body
stinking, filled with worms! So they secretly buried him
along the way. To this day his actual grave site isunknown.
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Nevertheless, there was great mourning when the news
reached Egypt. It was two years, early 609 BC, before the
new Pharaoh, Necho II, was ready to return to the aid of
his beleaguered allies. By this time, Nabopolassar had
joined with Umanmanda again, and the Assyrians had
been driven from Haran. They fled to Carchemish on the
Euphrates, near the western edge of what used to be their
empire. This could be their last stand. Again Ashur-uballit
IIsent frantic messages to Egypt. Pharaoh Necho gathered
Egypt's forces and rushed north along the Via Maris.

By now, Josiah had heard the news of the destruction of
Assur, Calah, and Nineveh. But because of his hatred for
the Assyrians, he was rooting for the Babylonians! When
he heard that the Egyptians were going to aid the Assyrians
again, heresolved to stop them. He mustered his army and
led it toward Jezreel. But Jeremiah met him on the way. “O
King, live forever! But you will not, if you do this thing.”

“Don’t be silly, Jeremiah. I'm not going to fight the
Egyptians — just block them from helping those wicked
Assyrians. Whose side are you on here, anyway?”

“I am on YHWH’s side. He says to leave the Egyptians
alone. Though Assyria is wicked and will ultimately be
destroyed, under God’s Law King Ashurbanipal won for
Assyria the right to Egypt’s assistance by his kindness in
freeing them from the Nubians. Just stay out of it.”

But Josiah was in a hurry and didn’t have time to argue.
He will be just fine. He won’t go into battle. His disobedience
will cost him, and all Judah.

Josiah’s forces gathered on the Plain of Sharon. The
Egyptians were coming up the main highway by the sea, so
Josiah led his men north, where the plain narrows, to
block their way. Then he rode back to meet the Pharaoh.

Pharaoh Necho IT didn’t even want to talk with him. He
sent a message to Josiah. “What have we to do with each
other, O King of Judah? T do not come against you, but
against the Babylonians, and God has ordered me to hurry.
For your own sake, do not interfere. God is with me. My
cause is just. If you try to block me, God will destroy you.”

King Josiah responded, “O mighty Pharaoh, I have no
quarrel with you and do not wish to fight you. But you
must turn back and return to your own land, for I will not
let you go any further to help those wicked Assyrians.”

Pharaoh Necho 11 did not have time for this. He ordered
his troops to take the Megiddo road over Aruna Pass into
the highlands, bypassing Josiah. Getting to Carchemish is
justas easy on the Great Trunk Road (via Megiddo, Hazor,
and Damascus) as it is on the Via Maris (which goes just
west of Mount Carmel and through Aphek on the coast).

Josiah was just as determined. He rushed his troops up
the steep hills to Jokneam, to get to the Valley of Jezreel
before the Egyptians. But when he got there, the Egyptians
were already filling the valley, on the main road to Hazor.
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Well, he won't fight, but he can still block them. Josiah
disguised himself with an officer’s chariot, so he could
direct his cavalry without becoming a target. They rode
furiously to block the Great Trunk Road at the north pass
above Shimron. Pharaoh Necho told his archers to loose a
warning volley of arrows just ahead of them.

It was just a warning volley. Nobody should have been
hurt. But Egyptian archers are the best in the world, and an
officer in a chariot makes a tempting target. King Josiah
was wounded. He called off the blockade. They rushed
him back to Jerusalem. His physicians worked frantically
to save him, but it was too late. He died the next day.
Strangely, he was the only one who was injured.

Though he had started out poorly when he was a boy,
Josiah had become a wise and well-loved king. The entire
land mourned his death. His beloved Hamutal was heart-
broken. They buried him with greatest honors among the
kings of Israel. Jeremiah wrote some Lamentations for
Josiah which the people all sang, and still do sometimes.

Josiah had died an untimely death at the age of only 39.
He had never taken the time to write his will or appoint his
successor. His oldest living son, Eliakim, assumed that he
would take the throne. But asI'said, people distrusted him.
They never quite forgave him for the scandal he’d caused.
So they crowned his next younger brother, Shallum, as
king in place of Josiah. Shallum was 23.

An argument arose among the elders about Shallum’s
name. It had been the name of the pagan priest who had
slain Zechariah and usurped the throne of Israel for a
month, before being slain by Menahem. That was a sordid
time in Israel’s history and they did not want any king by
that name. So they renamed him Joahaz (or Jehoahaz, or
Jehoaz; some of the people never did quite get it right.)

Eliakim was furious. Losing the people’s respect was
one thing, but forfeiting his crown was quite another.
He disguised himself and fled the palace. Traveling alone
along the Highlands Road can be dangerous, but at 25
Eliakim was very strong and quick. By wearing a beggar’s
cloak and hiding his royal robes, his sword, and the finery
of a crown prince underneath, he managed to arrive at
Carchemish. There he demanded to see Pharaoh Necho.

They laughed at him. Why should a beggar ever get to
see the Pharaoh? Besides, he was busy helping to defend
the city and the Assyrians from the attacking Babylonians.
They shooed Eliakim from the palace. He patiently waited
by the city gates. Every day he told the officials coming
through the gates, “When the Pharaoh is victorious over
Babylon, I must see him. I have secret and important news
from Judah.”

The battle went on for several months. Then, as Eliakim
expected, the Babylonians gave up and fled, returning to
Nineveh for reinforcements. A joyous celebration rocked
the palace at Carchemish that night.
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Eliakim waited until the kings and commanders were
satisfied with food and wine, and then he snuck into the
palace. He had nearly reached the Pharaoh’s table before
the guards saw him. But as they were reaching for him to
throw him out on his ear, he dropped off his beggar’s cloak,
to stand tall in all the regalia of a crown prince. “I am
Crown Prince Eliakim of Judah, the oldest son of the late
King Josiah!” he shouted.

Now he had the full attention of everyone in the palace.
He had also gained the Pharaoh’s curiosity. “What do you
mean, ‘the late King Josiah’?” he said. “I saw him in his
chariot not three months past.”

So Eliakim told him the whole story, with due emphasis
onthe fact thathis father was being very foolish in trying to
block the Egyptian army, and doubly foolish in disguising
himself so the archers didn’t know they were shooting ata
king. “I know that his death was not your fault, O mighty
Pharaoh! You had an urgent job to do, and he got in your
way. God punished him for it. Your archers must not be
blamed, for even our own prophets warned my father not
to block you, but he refused to listen. He was the only one
who died that day. It was clearly God’s hand against him.
That is what I believe, and that is what I tried to tell my
people, O King.” And here is where he began to stretch the
truth a bit. “I insisted that they submit to the will of God,
and not allow their anger to burn against you for doing
what you had to do. But alas, anger is a terrible thing, O
mighty Pharaoh. Josiah was a dearly loved king. My people
are blaming you for killing him in the prime of his life. I am
the crown prince. My father promised the throne to me.
But my people in their unreasonable anger denied my
rightful crown and anointed my younger brother Shallum
as king in my place.” Eliakim bowed his head, asif he bore
a crushing burden of sadness for the tragic injustice of it
all. “But even there, O Pharaoh, I would have remained
quiet and borne my loss in silence, waiting until God
should grant me justice. However, soon I began hearing
plans in the palace — seditious plans, O mighty Pharaoh!
My little brother Shallum is a foolish and headstrong boy.
He lets his anger carry him too far. He plans to attack your
army as you return from Carchemish. Even now Shallum
is gathering his forces. He anticipates you will be here
about a year or so. By then he will be prepared with an
ambush. Of course I know he cannot defeat your great
army, O Pharaoh! Butin his foolish pride, he doesn’t know
that. I heard him proudly swear that he will personally put
his foot on your neck and slay you with his own spear, to
take vengeance for our father’s death. When I heard that,
O Pharaoh, I knew I must come to warn you. I will assist
you in any way I can.”

The stunned gathering looked to Pharaoh Necho to see
how he would respond. He had no reason not to believe
Eliakim. And now that his victory over the Babylonians
was, for the moment, accomplished, he could zip back to
Judah to verify Eliakim’s story.
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CHAPTER 15 - JOAHAZ, JEHOIAKIM, JECONIAH

Shallum, now known as King Joahaz, had only reigned
for three months, and the first two of those were spent
mourning his father’s untimely death and making hateful,
bitter remarks about Pharaoh Necho II and the Egyptians
who caused it. You’d think there was notalot of trouble he
could get into in three months. You're right, but it was
what he had not done that turned out to be significant. Not
once had he prayed and asked for God’s wisdom to rule in
justice. Not once had he requested a Word from God by
the king’s prophet. Not once had he gone to the temple to
worship; the Sabbath was just another day to solidify his
kingdom. Oh, he said he would after things settled down.
He wasnotready. Nobody expected Josiah to die this soon.

So besides making sure his officers and guards were all
loyal, he had not done much else, with one exception:
everyone knows a king must have a wife. So his focus
turned to a task his father should have already planned for
him. He ordered all the lovely young eligible maidens in
the land to appear before him while he made his choice.

The day after Eliakim’s warning, Pharaoh Necho II set
out. He would surprise the Judeans. After a high-speed
chariot ride with only his elite guard, he appeared at the
gates of Jerusalem demanding audience with the king.

King Joahaz didn’t have time for that. He had narrowed
down his choice to the most lovely forty girls in the land,
and he was in the middle of a run-off competition. He
ordered them to dance and sing, or otherwise display their
endowments and talents for him. Their sensuous dancing
and exotic dress (or lack thereof) inflamed his passions.
His imagination ran wild. Maybe he should marry all forty
of them! Then he could enjoy this every night! “Just tell the
Pharaoh to wait. I'm in a very important meeting, and can
not be disturbed. I'll see him first thing in the morning.”
He went back to his judging.

Pharaoh Necho II was not interested in waiting. This
deliberate insult was confirmation that Eliakim may have
told the truth about Joahaz. “I have 50,000 of the world’s
best warriors up at Carchemish. Take me to your king this
very instant, or I shall go back and get them. Then when
we return, we will break down these walls and this gate,
and all 50,000 of us will go in to see your king!”

So Pharaoh Necho II was ushered into the great room.
He saw a 23-year-old kid, still wet behind the ears, sitting
on a throne surrounded by dancing beauties vying for his
favors. Now he was doubly insulted. “So!” he thundered.
“This is the ‘important meeting’ that in your mind takes
precedence over greeting the Pharaoh, king of Egypt?”

Young King Joahaz jumped up, his face turning white.
He quickly ordered the dancing girls from the room, trying
to think of some excuse for his rudeness. There was none,
buthe mumbled a few anyway. The Pharaoh only despised
his pathetic groveling.
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The Pharaoh demanded to see his father, King Josiah,
but Joahaz told him the truth. That much of Eliakim’s
story checked out. Now the Pharaoh accused Joahaz of
plotting to attack him to avenge his father’s death. Yes, the
thought had occurred to Joahaz, for he loved his father
(like everyone else) and was pretty upset at the Egyptians
for killing him. But he swore he had made no such plot. In
his fear, he looked guilty as sin. The more Necho grilled
him, the more fearful (and guilty-looking) he got.

Sonow the Pharaoh questioned the palace nobles. “Has
your new king ever said anything to you about blaming me
for killing his father, or wanting to take vengeance against
me?” Some, of course, covered for him, but it’s pretty hard
to look a mighty Pharaoh in the face and tell a blatant lie.
Some were thus forced to admit that King Joahaz had
indeed entertained thoughts of revenge. Duh! During his
two months of mourning, he had talked about little else!

So, over all his protests of innocence, Joahaz was put in
chains and his brother Eliakim was appointed king in his
place. Pharaoh Necho imposed a large fine (7500 pounds
of sliver and 75 pounds of gold). King Eliakim swore his
allegiance to Egypt, and assured him the fine would be
paid. Then the Pharaoh gave a speech, telling everyone
what would happen to them if they failed to obey their new
king. For good measure (since he knew the value they
placed on names beginning with YHWH), as Pharaoh
Necho set the crown on Eliakim’s head he renamed him
Jehoiakim, YHWH raises up'.

Finally he returned to Carchemish, taking the bound
Joahaz with him as far as Riblah on the Orontes in Hamath,
where he was temporarily imprisoned. Poor betrayed King
Joahaz rotted in a Syrian dungeon for three years awaiting
the final outcome of the conflict at Carchemish.

Eliakim/Jehoiakim quickly became a cruel tyrant over
his people. He slew all the nobles in the court who were
faithful to his brother. He replaced them with the Egyptian
guards that the Pharaoh had left for his protection. He
took all forty of the dancing beauties as his concubines,
much to the horror of poor Nehushta and her father. He
ordered a stop to the temple worship, and fired the king’s
prophet and other spiritual advisors. When the prophet
Nahum tried to speak to him about it, he wouldn't listen.
He banned him and his family from the palace on pain of
death. He knew all the people hated him, but didn’t care.
He was the king. With the Pharaoh behind him, there was
not a thing they could do about it. He taxed and enslaved
them to pay off the Pharaoh and his own excesses.

They groaned under the oppression. Not only were
they prohibited from worshiping YHWH, but now King
Jehoiakimintroduced Egyptian and Assyrian gods. He was
determined to be loyal to those who gave him his power.
Within one year after Joahaz had been deposed and taken
into captivity, idolatry had already flooded the land. Many
people mourned for him, and his father, good King Josiah.
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So now they came to Jeremiah, asking for some hope
that they might be able to rescue poor Joahaz and return
him to his throne. But Jeremiah was firm. “Do not weep or
mourn for the dead. King Josiah and the good land he
governed is gone. You may weep for the one who was
taken away, Shallum son of Josiah King of Judah, for he is
in torment while he yet lives. But he will never return or
see his native land again. He will be taken in chains down
to Egypt where he will die. But woe to the one who builds
his house without righteousness, and who establishes his
kingdom without justice! Woe to the one who enslaves his
brother and does not give him his wages. Woe to the one
who multiplies lovers to himself, and idols across the land!
You may think you are building a fine house, with cedar
paneling, spacious upper rooms, and bright red trim. But
your foundationisrotten, and your fine house will fall. For
you have forgotten your father, good King Josiah, who
practiced righteousness and justice, and loved My Law.
YHWH Himself declares that King Josiah pled the cause of
the afflicted and needy. Then it was well with him, for that
is what it means to know Me.’

“Therefore thus says YHWH to Jehoiakim son of Josiah
King of Judah. ‘They will not even lament for you when
you die. You will be buried with the burial of a donkey,
dragged away and thrown outside the walls of Jerusalem.
All your lovers will be crushed. I spoke clearly to you in
your prosperity, but you would not listen. This has been
your habit from your youth, that you would not heed My
voice. A breeze will sweep away all your supporters, and
your lovers will go into captivity. Then you will surely be
ashamed and humiliated because of all your wickedness.
How you will groan when your pangs come upon you!
Pain, like a woman in childbirth, as you are swept away.”

From that day, Jeremiah began to prophesy in earnest
against Judah. He would walk the streets of Jerusalem
weeping as he prophesied against them. Some of his
prophecies were collected by various scribes and saved in
what we know as the book of Jeremiah. They made no
attempt at chronological order and jammed them up
against each other with nary a paragraph break. But the
message still comes through loud and clear. Read it for
yourself. Judah, and especially Jerusalem, are condemned
for their waywardness, and clearly threatened with exile
and even destruction if they do not repent.

A good example is found in chapter 26, which came in
the second year of the reign of Jehoiakim. Jeremiah was
commanded by YHWH to enter the court of the temple on
the Sabbath. As the people came to worship, he stood on
the steps and shouted “Thus says YHWH! ‘If you will not
listen to Me, to walk in My Law which T have set before you
and to listen to the words of My servants the prophets
whom I have sent you again and again, then I will tear
down this temple like I did to My tabernacle at Shiloh, and
this city I will make desolate, without inhabitant, a curse
haunting all the nations of the earth.”

The people, especially the priests, were furious! They
rushed on Jeremiah, shouting, “He is a traitor! He must
die!” They bound him and got judges from the palace to
examine him and sentence him to death. When they came,
the chief priest pushed the bound prophet toward them,
shouting, “A death sentence for this awful man. He speaks
curses against this city, this nation, and YHWH’s temple!”

The judges sat at the entrance to the temple, and asked
Jeremiah, “Is it true, what they accuse?”

“Yes!” Jeremiah answered. “For YHWH sent me to
prophesy against this temple, and against the city and the
nation, because of their wickedness. Now therefore, mend
your ways! Cease your evil deeds, and obey the voice of
YHWH your God, and YHWH will change His mind about
the misfortune He has pronounced against you. But as for
me, [ am in your hands; do with me whatever is good and
right in your sight. Only know for certain that if you put
me to death, you will bring innocent blood upon your-
selves, and on this city and its inhabitants; for truly YHWH
Himself sent me to you to speak all these words.”

The judges looked at each other. They couldn’t deny
that they deserved YHWH’s judgment. They all knew that
the pure worship of YHWH had ceased. The priests now
worshiped Assyrian or Egyptian gods in YHWH’s temple!
“No death sentence for this man!” They cried. “He has
truly spoken to usin the name of YHWH our God!” So they
would not let the people put him to death. They assigned
Ahikam son of Shaphan to be his bodyguard until the
people settled down. That turned out to be a long time.
Ahikam became a lifelong friend to Jeremiah.

However, Pashhur the priest, the chief security officer
at the temple, was angry with their judgment. He plotted
to capture Jeremiah. He had his thugs drag him out to the
Benjamin Gate north of the temple, beat him severely, and
bind him in stocks. Ahikam found out, and came the next
morning to get him released. Jeremiah, bruised and
bloody, had this to say to the priest. “YHWH doesn’t call
you Pashhur, but rather Magomassabib, ‘Terror on every
side’. For YHWH says He will make you a terror on every
side, to yourself and all your friends. While your eyes look
on, they will fall by the sword. ‘So I will give Judah to the
hand of the king of Babylon, who will slay some with the
sword and exile others to Babylon.”

King Umanmanda had been seriously injured in the
battle at Haran. He had taken his armies and gone home.
So Babylonian King Nabopolassar strengthened his army
with mercenaries and with soldiers from the Medes and
other allies. In 607 BC, he was ready to finally eliminate
the Assyrians from the face of the earth. He returned to
Carchemish with great wrath, determined to continue the
fight until he was victorious. He brought along his son, the
crown prince Nebuchadnezzar. It was time he also learned
the art of war. Assyrian King Ashur-uballit Il and Pharaoh
Necho II were waiting, well-prepared for the siege.
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In that same year, there was a new king in Jerusalem.
Jehoiakim crowned his only son and heir, eight-year-old
Coniah, the delight of his eyes, as co-regent. The people
still called him Jeconiah to honor YHWH, as usual, but not
to the king’s face, because Jehoiakim hated YHWH. Queen
Nehushta (Coniah’s mother), fled the palace. She could no
longer live with her bitter husband and his lovers, so she
returned to the home of her father Elnathan, leaving her
only son in the care of his father (which turned out to be a
big mistake, as we shall see).

Year by year, Jeremiah’s prophecies grew more fervent.
A few received the message. Many others mocked it and
grew to hate Jeremiah. Their own prophets were saying,
“You'll never see the sword, or famine! God will give you
lasting peace in this place!” Like what we see among the
‘progressive liberals’ of today, they claimed to be the more
liberal, open minded, tolerant, and enlightened ones.
They saw the prosperity and changing culture that came
with free trade asa good thing. They welcomed the foreign
influences flooding Judah, and embraced their cultures
and religious expressions as well. “You've just gotta love
everyone and show a little respect and tolerance. YHWH’s
Law is too narrow-minded. It claims there’s only one way
to worship God! That’s bigoted and prejudiced! In fact, it’s
racist!” They persecuted Jeremiah. They mugged him and
threw him into an abandoned dry well in the desert.

Jeremiah cried to YHWH, who came to him. “Their
prophets prophesy falsely in My name,” Logos said. “Iam
against them! They steal My word from each other and
claim, ‘The Lord declares!” when I have neither sent them
nor spoken to them. My word is like a fire that consumes,
or like a hammer that shatters the rock, or like grain that
nourishes compared to their straw that just blows away.
Therefore all who say, ‘There shall be no sword or famine
in this land,” by sword or by famine those prophets will
meet their end. Their bodies will be thrown out on the
streets of Jerusalem, with no one to bury them. ThusIshall
pour out their own wickedness back upon their heads.”

“Ahh! My Lord YHWH! You know. You understand.
Remember me, I pray. Take notice of me. Take vengeance
upon my persecutors. You're being too patient with them!
Please, send me somewhere else. For Your sake I endured
their reproach, for I'live only by eating Your Words. Your
Words are my constant joy, the delight of my heart! T am
called by Your name, O YHWH God of Hosts! I don’t sit
with the party-goers, exult with the proud, or laugh with
the drunkards. Because of Your hand on me I have lived
alone, filled with indignation, surviving in perpetual pain
with wounds that will not heal. I have been faithful to You,
but Your help for me seems capricious, like a deceptive
stream of unreliable water.” Jeremiah waited. His bruised
and battered body began to relax. It was very quiet here,
and the well was a cool respite from the desert sun. A slight
breeze moved across the mouth of the well, bringing him a
breath of fresh air. Finally Logos came to him again.
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“Each time you return to Me, I will restore you, and let
you stand before Me. But to be My spokesman, you must
extract the precious from the worthless. Some will turn to
you, butyoumustnever let yourself be swayed by them!
I will make you to this people a fortified wall of bronze.
Though they fight against you, they won’t prevail, for Iam
with you to save you. I will deliver you from the wicked.”

Jeremiah submitted. “Yes, Lord!” he breathed, and lay
back to wait for rescue. Days went by. With no food or
water it was a tough wait. But Logos ministered to him. His
body slowly healed from the beatings. Finally he heard
voices, and then saw an anxious face peering into the well.
“He’s down here!” someone shouted. Soon a rope was let
down and he was hauled up by strong, loving hands.

“We saw them beat you and carry you away. We tried to
follow, but they stopped us. We've been searching for
days. Thank God you're okay!” They gave him food and
water and took him home.

They told him that Nahum and Habakkuk had also
been prophesying the destruction and exile of Judah.
“They both say that Judah will be exiled to Babylon. We
might as well submit now and make it easy on ourselves.
Nahum and Habakkuk and their families, with James and
Joy and the rest of us here, are preparing a group to leave
for Babylon. There must be twenty families already, with
more joining every day. They want you to come with us.”

The next day, they brought Jeremiah to Nahum’s house
and introduced him to the rest of the group. Nahum had
taken unofficial leadership since it was his prophecy that
first urged them to go. Now he prophesied to Jeremiah.
“Welcome, My beloved servant! You've faithfully spoken
My Word, and have completed your task here in Judah.
Now come with this group to Babylon. There I will protect
you. Your reward for a job well-done is: I have chosen a
wife for you! She will bless you all your days and raise sons
to provide for you in your old age. Never again will you
face trouble or persecution, for I, YHWH, have decreed it!”

Jeremiah was understandably a bit skeptical. That
didn’t seem to mesh with what YHWH had recently told
him in the well. “Okay, Nahum. That sounds pretty good,
but you know the law. Any prophecy of good must come
with proof. Where’s your proof?”

“Just this.” He beckoned to his daughter, Juli. “My
daughter has consented to marry you. God has called her
to be the fulfillment of YHWH’s prophecy.” Juli curtsied
and bowed her head humbly before Jeremiah.

Jeremiah was sill unimpressed. He smiled kindly at
them and responded. “That’s very generous of your
daughter, but that’s not really proof. I need proof from
YHWH. No offense intended, Nahum. That first prophecy
of yours certainly proved right on! But is it possible you've
let your own desires in somehow on this one? This is too
important for me. I need to hear from YHWH myself.”
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“Of course. Goand wait on YHWH. He will confirm His
Word to you. We'll be waiting. We figure we have another
year or so before the persecution of the believers gets really
bad, and maybe two or three years after that before the
Babylonians come to crush Judah and all who remain here.
We can avoid that if we leave for Babylon next summer.”

Jeremiah glanced at Juli, on her father’s arm, then back
at Nahum, who was smiling broadly, then at Juli again,
who also gave him a smile. She is certainly beautiful. Her
timid smile betrays her eagerness. She will certainly make
someone a lovely wife! Still, Jeremiah turned away. He
must hear from YHWH before making a decision like this.

But as he walked away, Jeremiah’s mind began playing
tricks on him. He became overwhelmed with a longing.
Just to be anormal person, with a wife and family, and alittle
home of my own way out in the country somewhere, maybe
someplace where no one knows me, so I won’t have to walk
the streets being cursed and spat upon. I have worked hard.
I'm 42 now! I deserve at least that much!

Thelonging became so strong he began to weep, and he
almost turned back to accept Nahum’s offer. Nahum is a
prophet, too. He has the Word of YHWH. Who am I, to defy
Nahum’s prophecy? What arrogance! How could I doubt?
Who knows, maybe Juli is a prophetess! Then her proposal is
truly proof of the good word from Nahum! How dare I go to
YHWH and question His holy Word through His prophets?!
What utter gall! I must go back and...

Suddenly Jeremiah smelled arat. He screeched to a halt.
What were those words doing in his head? They certainly
weren’t his own thoughts. He went to a secluded bedroom.
He fell on his knees beside the bed and called out, “O
YHWH, if those are Your thoughts, confirm them to me,
please. If they are thoughts from Your adversary, please get
them out of my head, for they certainly are not my own
thoughts. I'will not listen to Your adversary, for I belong to
You and You alone, and it is You I serve.”

Jeremiah heard a faint scream of rage as the adversary
fled, and the far-off sounds of laughter as the angelic host
broke out in celebration. Logos came and comforted him,
rejoicing that he has passed the test. “My beloved servant,
your job for Me in Judah is not complete; if it were, [ would
be delighted to send you to Babylon with the group and
allow you to marry and raise children. But you shall not
take a wife or raise children in this place. For the sons and
daughters born and raised in this place will come to an end
with disease and sword and famine, and their carcasses
will be food for birds of the sky and beasts of the earth. Do
not enter a house of mourning, to lament or attempt to
console them, for I have withdrawn My peace from them,
and have set aside My lovingkindness and compassion.
You shall neither go to their parties or feasts, nor even eat
or drink with them. For behold, before your own eyes I am
going to cause the sounds of rejoicing and gladness and
the voices of the bride and groom to cease from this place.

“Both great and small will die in this land. They will not
be buried or lamented, nor will anyone bring comfort or
consolation for the dead. They will have no excuse, for you
shall warn them! How could I do what I must do if you
were down in Babylon —if you were not here to warn them!
You must tell them what I have said. And when they ask,
‘For what reason has YHWH declared such great calamity
against us? And what is our iniquity? What is our sin
which we have committed against YHWH our God?’ then
answer, ‘Your fathers have forsaken Me, and have followed
other gods to serve them and bow down to them, and have
not kept My Law. Now you, too, have done evil, even more
than your fathers! For behold, each one of you now walks
in the stubbornness of your own heart without ever even
trying to listen to Me or heed My Word! So I will hurl you
out of this land into other lands that you have not known,
neither you nor your fathers. There you will serve those
other gods day and night, for I will not be with you there to
show you favor.” Thus you shall give them My word.”

Jeremiah was shaken to the core. What if he had fallen
to the temptation to marry and go to Babylon with
Nahum? “Yes, Lord. I will continue to preach Your Word
and distribute Your warnings, however You lead. I am
Your servant. But Lord? Is there no hope of restoration?”

“Yes! Days are coming when it will no longer be sworn
‘as YHWH lives, who brought us out of Egypt,’ but rather
‘as YHWH lives, who brought us back from the exile.” For 1
will take them from the nations of the north where I had
banished them, and I will restore them to their own land
which I gave to their fathers. I will send fishermen to fish
for them; I will send hunters to hunt for them. They will
find them upon every mountain and hill, in every valley
and cleft of the rock. And they will bring them back to this
place. For My eyes are on all their ways. Nothing that they
do is hidden from My face, nor is their calamity concealed
from My eyes. I will first doubly repay their iniquity and
their wickedness with which they have polluted My land.
Afterwards they will cry out with one accord, ‘O YHWH
my strength and fortress! My refuge in the days of distress!
From the ends of the earth the nations come to You crying
bitterly, “Our fathers have inherited nothing but falsehood,
lies, vanity, futility, and things of no profit.”” Then 1 will
uncover the lies and expose the falsehoods, for behold, I
am going to make them know! This time I will make them
know My power, My might, and My glory, and they shall
know that My name is YHWH.”

So Jeremiah returned to the group in the living room.
He informed Nahum. “Your prophecy for me may be true.
L hopeitis! Butnotyet. YHWH has not confirmed it to me.
He says my job here in Judah is not finished. But you go.
You will find peace in Babylon, for YHWH is with you.”
Then he turned to Juli, still clinging to her father’sarm. He
bowed and gently lifted her hand, kissing it lightly.
“Thank you, my dear, for your kindness. Though I cannot
accept your offer, I do hope we meet again someday.”
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On his way out the door, Jeremiah was stopped by
Habakkuk, a young prophet who had been trained in the
School of Prophets. “O sir, I would really like you, as the
king’s prophet, to discern this... this prayer — confirm it —
before I give it to King Jehoiakim.”

Jeremiah read: “How long, O YHWH, will I cry for help
before You hear? I cry ‘Violence!” but You don’t save. Why
must I look on such iniquity? Destruction and brutality
surround me. Strife and discord rules. Laws are ignored.
Justice is not valued. The wicked entrap the righteous,
perverting justice. Look among the nations. Observe. Be
astonished, you who trust in Assyria! Wonder, you who
trust in Egypt! Behold, I am doing something new, which
you will not believe until you see. For I am raising up the
Chaldeans, that fierce and impetuous people who march
through the earth seizing lands which are not theirs. They
are dreaded and feared. They flaunt their own so-called
‘justice’ and ‘authority’. They love violence. Their horde
marches forward, collecting captives like sand. They mock
kings and laugh at fortresses. They heap up mounds of
rubble to capture cities, then sweep through like the wind
and pass on, leaving the land plundered behind them.

“ButIpray they will be held guilty, they whose strength
is their god. For You, YHWH, my God, my Holy One, You
have appointed the Chaldeans, even the kings of Babylon,
to be Your judge. You, O my Rock of Deliverance, have
called them here to discipline Your people Israel. For You
cannot tolerate her evil, nor look upon her wickedness.
But why then do You look with favor upon the Chaldeans
who deal so treacherously? Why are You silent when the
wicked swallow up those more righteous than they? I cry
out to You to bring the Chaldeans up with a hook; drag
them away with their own net— which they worship like a
god because their catch is so large.

“So I stood watch, waiting until YHWH should answer
my prayer. He told me, ‘Record the vision on tablets of
stone, for it is set for its appointed time. It will not fail. Tt
willnot delay. As for that proud king of Babylon, his soul is
not right within. But I will discipline him. For even in far-
off Babylon the righteous one will live by faith.” Though
the king of Babylon is drunk with haughtiness, though he
enlarges his appetite like Sheol, though like death he is
never satisfied, though he gathers to himself all nations,
and collects all peoples; yet all these will take up a taunt
against him. They will mock him, saying, ‘Woe to him who
increases what is not his, and makes himself rich with
another’swealth.” Your creditors will arise suddenly; those
from whom you collect will awaken, and you will become
plunder for them. Because you looted many nations, so the
remnant will plunder you. By cutting off others, you have
harmed yourself. Thus I will discipline, test, and prove,
until the earth is filled with the knowledge of YHWH as the
waters fill the sea. YHWH is in His holy temple. Let all the
earth keep silent before Him.” When he finished reading
it, Jeremiah nodded. “I confirm this is from YHWH.”
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The Babylonian siege at Carchemish lasted two years.
Now it was over. Over for Ashur-uballit and the Assyrians,
and over for Pharaoh Necho and the Egyptians, too. They
were starving, crushed in spirit, with no resistance left.
The slain piled up. There was no denying it. Their resolve
finally shattered. The Egyptians bolted. The victorious
Babylonians, led by young Nebuchadnezzar, pursued
them south. Nabopolassar remained at Carchemish with
half the army to keep the Assyrians from escaping, too.

Prince Nebuchadnezzar was too kind. He had not yet
learned the ruthlessness his father expected of him. Or
perhaps Habakkuk’s prayer was already affecting him. He
chased the Egyptian army all the way to Hamath on the
Orontes, but in the end, he halted his forces and called for
a parley with the Pharaoh. Necho II came under a white
flag and got down from his chariot to talk.

But when the Pharaoh began to kneel before the young
prince, he said, “Stand tall. Don’t grovel on the ground in
frontof yourarmy. They need torespect you. The Assyrian
Empire is ours. You may have none of it. You should not
have attempted to defend them, but T won’t hold that
against you. You must return to Egypt without delay. Pick
up your support troops and equipment you left here in
Hamath. Leave nothing behind. If you have any garrisons
anywhere else in the Levant, take them with you too. For
when we come back, we will slay every Egyptian you leave
behind. We now own this entire land, from Carchemish all
the way to Egypt. If you swear to submit to me, I will let
you go freely, and I will leave you in peace as long as you
remain beyond the Brook of Egypt.”

The defeated Pharaoh agreed. He got his men at Riblah
in Hamath (including Judah’s King Joahaz), collected his
other garrisons around the Levant (which were many, for
Egyptat that time had control of Syria, Hamath, Phoenicia,
Philistia, and some of Israel), and returned to Egyptjustas
ordered. Shallum / Joahaz remained imprisoned in Egypt
the rest of his life, exactly as Jeremiah had prophesied.

After Nebuchadnezzar returned to Carchemish, the
Babylonians used their full strength and overwhelmed the
city in 605 BC. It was far too late for King Ashur-uballit I
to surrender. Nabopolassar ordered him slain, together
with everyone else defending Carchemish. With them
died the Assyrian Empire — totally, completely, as Nahum
had prophesied. Babylon and her allies reigned supreme.

Young Jeconiah (his father called him King Coniah)
was now ten years old and utterly spoiled. With his mother
Nehushta away, his adoring father gave him anything he
wanted, which was plenty. But the forty young ladies in
Jehoiakim’s harem all spoiled him as well — not because
they loved him, butas a way to vie for his father’s favors.
Surprisingly, King Jehoiakim did not realize that his son
had become an arrogant, demanding, self-centered brat.
That’s what happens to an ‘only child’ who gets whatever
he wants, with no discipline of any kind.
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The battle at Carchemish was over, the city plundered,
the slain buried. Nabopolassar had time to remonstrate his
young son. “Why did you stop short of destroying the
Egyptian army and executing their Pharaoh? They are still
too powerful. They still consider the Levant theirs. Even if
they obeyed you and removed all their garrisons, Egypt
will be back, unless you go down and take over. Nature
and nations abhor a vacuum. If your forces do not take
decisive control of the Levant right away someone else
will! Oh, and I'm not sure if King Umanmanda survived
the battle at Haran or not, but for whatever reason, the
Scythians and Cimmerians refused to support us at the
Battle of Carchemish when we needed them. You may
need to go up there to discipline them. If they have a new
king, he must learn his proper place in submission to us.”

After his lesson on firmness and cruelty, Nabopolassar
sent his son south from Carchemish with his full army. He
returned to Nineveh, for he was not well.

Nobody knew what was wrong. Maybe it was the water.
Maybe he’d picked up a bug that weakened his immune
system. Maybe someone had slipped poison into his food.
He was barely able to ride his chariot. Toward the end, he
got too dizzy even for that. The doctors couldn’t help him.

Now the victorious Babylonian army flooded into the
Levant. At every city they verified that all the Egyptians
were gone, took tribute, and established control. It was
pretty easy, for Pharaoh Necho II had kept his vow. Prince
Nebuchadnezzar wanted to please his esteemed father.
The cruelty was not in his nature, but he was learning. He
established puppet rulers, stationed Babylonian troops in
the abandoned Egyptian garrisons, and took captive the
nobles who seemed arrogant or refused to submit.

By July of 605 BC he reached Jerusalem. It was the third
year of Jehoiakim’s reign; his second year with spoiled ten-
year-old Coniah ‘Teigning’ by his side. By now, pretty
much everyone in the kingdom hated them both, though
some still tried to curry the king’s favor. Of course King
Jehoiakim ordered the city gates be shut, for he knew the
walls of Jerusalem could withstand the Babylonian siege.

But Nahum and his little band knew better. “Open the
gates!” Nahum ordered, “for YHWH has given this city
into the hands of the Babylonians!”

For the gatekeepers, that was treason! Though they
hated their king, yet to deliberately open the gates to the
enemy seemed a bit much. Nahum was firm. “If we do not
submit to the king of Babylon, YHWH has shown me that
we will all be destroyed. Indeed, I and my followers have
planned to move to Babylon. But YHWH had us postpone
it until now, so we could be here to help save Jerusalem.”

In the end, Nahum convinced them to open the gates to
let him and his band out. But they quickly shut them after
he had gone, for Nebuchadnezzar was already setting up
siegeworks to destroy the city.

Outside the city, Nahum led his band of two hundred
nobles, landowners, and wealthy citizens, with their wives
and children. They walked directly toward the royal tents
of Nebuchadnezzar and his commanders, carrying gifts,
and singing joyously.

When he saw the little band marching unafraid toward
his tent, Nebuchadnezzar was intrigued. He mounted his
chariotand rode to meet them. Nahum bowed before him.
“O great king of Babylon! Great conqueror and now ruler
of the Assyrian Empire! Great conqueror of Egypt and
Pharaoh Necho! We salute you. YHWH our God has told
us to submit to you, and to offer you these gifts as tokens of
our allegiance.” Here the wealthy fathers presented their
gifts, which amounted to a considerable sum. “We know
that you have the victory over Jerusalem and all Judah, for
YHWH our God has judged my people for our wickedness,
and has given us into your hand. Therefore we plead with
you, O mighty king! Let us go with you to Babylon. We
will serve you faithfully, until it is time for YHWH our God
to restore us to our land.” He bowed to the ground.

Nebuchadnezzar smiled. This was so-0-0-o much more
pleasant than the cruelty he had feigned. “Are you the king
here? You don’t much look like a king to me. Is everyone
here in agreement with you?”

Now the story came out. “I am Nahum the Prophet.
These you see here are the only ones who will follow me to
Babylon. Our king is foolish and stubborn. He hates you,
but he is weak and his people hate him. I believe you will
have no trouble convincing him to submit to you, for I will
assist you. I still have powerful friends in the city.”

They all looked back toward the city gates, which was
now closed. “Our foolish king has ordered them closed
against you, O King. But give me a half hour and I will have
them open for you.”

He instructed his followers. They turned and headed
back toward the gate, heads bowed as if they had been
rejected by the Babylonians. At first, the gatekeepers didn’t
trust them; they were traitors! But Nahum got them to ask
Jeremiah, who vouched for him. Finally they opened the
gates. Within seconds, Nahum’s men overcame the gate-
keepers and blocked the gates open for Nebuchadnezzar!

The king’s elite guard rushed forward to hold the gates
while Nebuchadnezzar’s soldiers swarmed into the city.
He ordered them to wait and do no violence while he went
into the palace to see Jehoiakim. Of course Jehoiakim was
furious that he had been betrayed, but what could he say?
The damage was done. People flooded into his judgment
hall, including Nebuchadnezzar and his guards, Nahum
and his group, and the prophets Jeremiah and Habakkuk.

As Nebuchadnezzar walked in, Habakkuk was boldly
reminding Jehoiakim, “I warned you that the Chaldeans
would come to discipline you. Jeremiah confirmed my
warning. Did you heed? Or repent?”
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Jeremiah added, “Yes, O King. I confirmed Habakkuk’s
prophecy. It fits with my own prophecies warning you of
the destruction to come if you did not repent. Now it is too
late. But I swear to you, if now you will quickly submit to
the king of Babylon, YHWH will go easy on you, and all
Judah, and the lives of many will be spared.”

Nebuchadnezzar smiled. Nahum did indeed have some
powerful friends in the city! So, what else could Jehoiakim
do? His people trusted Jeremiah more than they trusted
their own king! He submitted. This was too easy. Tender-
hearted Nebuchadnezzar wished Carchemish had been so
easy! He assigned a tribute to be paid, stationed a garrison
to collectitand report back if there were signs of rebellion,
then continued south along the coast toward Egypt.
Nahum and his followers remained with him, serving in
his caravan. Among them went the young prophets
Habakkuk and Zephaniah, and some teenagers named
Daniel, Hananiah, Mishael, and Azariah son of Hilkiah.

Nebuchadnezzar reached the Brook of Egypt. He knew
his father wanted him to go further, to finish off Pharaoh
Necho and his weakened army. But he had given his word.
He wanted to gain the approval of his father, but he was
still young, with a sensitive conscience. After all, Pharaoh
Necho IT had kept his end of the bargain. He had no cause
against him. In the end, he couldn’t decide. But he knew
Nahum was a prophet. So he decided to ask his opinion.

“O King, live forever! I do not know what you should
do. But YHWH knows, for He is the God of all Creation.
Give me time, and I will ask Him.”

Nahum came back in an hour, all smiles. “O King, live
forever! YHWH assured me that He will bless you and give
you success wherever you go, as long as you obey Him. For
you are not like your father, O King. He was proud, cruel,
greedy, and ambitious for power and glory. You are kind,
honest, strong, and yet still humble. He likes that in you!
Therefore He counsels you to keep your vow to Pharaoh
Necho, and leave Egypt now. Go in haste back to Nineveh,
the eastern district. Your father has died there. Itis time for
you to receive your kingdom. You will gain great power
and honor, and wealth too, for YHWH’s hand will be with
you for good, until the day you elevate yourself in pride.”

“My father has... has died?! How do you know?”

“I do not know, O King. I am just a man. But YHWH
knows, for He knows all things.”

So Nebuchadnezzar rushed back to Nineveh. He found
it just as Nahum had said. His father had died on the very
day of Nahum prophecy. He took his father’s body back to
Babylon for burial. The nation mourned his loss, but not
too much, for they rather liked the attitude of their new
king. Thus Nebuchadnezzar’s kingdom was established in
righteousness. He assigned Nahum a large plot of land just
north of the city, and ordered the Judeans to build homes
there, plant gardens, and prosper. They called it Tel-aviv.
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CHAPTER 16 — DANIEL, 604 — 603 BC

In the 4th year of Jehoiakim, King Nebuchadnezzar
was consolidating his kingdom and enjoying time with his
lovely young Median queen, Amytis. The rest of the
empire could wait. Making love with his talented and
enthusiastic queen was far more fun than making war. He
sensed YHWH’s blessing on him, and though he didn’t yet
know YHWH, he was grateful. Those Hebrews he had
brought from Jerusalem had really captured his fancy!
They had some kind of wisdom beyond his own. He
ordered his chief steward, Ashpenaz, to select the best of
the Hebrew boys, teach them the Chaldean culture for
three years, then bring them into his court to be his own
personal attendants and advisors. Among many, he picked
Daniel, Hananiah, Mishael, and Azariah. But Ashpenaz
gave them the Chaldean names Belteshazzar, Shadrach,
Meshach, and Abednego. (My story will retain Daniel’s
Hebrew name, just to avoid confusion.)

The Hebrew boys were taught in the king’s court, along
with captive youths which Nebuchadnezzar had taken
from other nations. They were fed from the king’s rations
of meats and wines. Sadly, none of that was kosher. Even
you and I might balk at all the fatty pork and pastries! The
Hebrews determined they would starve rather than eat the
king’s delicacies. But Daniel had a plan. He appealed to
Ashpenaz, “Please, test your servants. Give us vegetables,
fruits, nuts, and water — nothing else — for ten days. Then
compare us to other youths who eat the king’s delicacies. If
you don’t find us stronger, wiser, and healthier then they,
then we will eat whatever you say.”

Of course you all know that fruit, veggies, and water are
more healthy than pastries, pork, and wine, but Ashpenaz
didn’t. He was fearful. He had his orders! But he agreed to
the test, for ten days only. Then he ran an exam to compare
their strength, beauty, and intelligence with the others.
Daniel and his friends were so far above the other boys,
that Ashpenaz agreed to let them eat whatever they chose.
After a year of their special training, he tested them again.
Now he was astounded, for he found them to be wiser even
than the king’s own advisors. They became his favorites
among all his students. He managed to get special tutoring
for them in the ancient arts, things he didn’t comprehend
himself. But what they ate, he kept secret from the king.

King Jehoiakim of Judah was frustrated and distressed.
Coniah his young son and co-regent had become a little
rebel, even against his doting father. The forty lovelies in
his harem had come to fear him and no longer vied for his
attentions. His servants tiptoed around him and wouldn’t
say anything but, ‘Yes, Your Majesty!’ All his best advisors
and nobles had taken off with that apocalyptic traitor
Nahum. He got no respect! Finally, he called for Jeremiah.

“Whatis going on here?” He whined. “Everybody hates
me! Yousaid YHWH would go easy on me if I submitted to
Babylon. I did, but now I think YHWH hates me too!”
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Jeremiah opened his mouth to speak the Word of
YHWH to him, but then stopped. “I've told you many
times, but you cannot hear me. There is no sense my telling
you again. But maybe there are some left in this kingdom
who canstill hear. Callall the people together for me. I will
say it one more time, in the hearing of all. If YHWH finds
some repentance left in the land, He may postpone the
judgments that have certainly begun falling upon you.”

Soon the people were all gathered outside the palace.
Jeremiah stood on the high parapet beside the king. He
raised his hands for silence, and his clear voice rang out
across the square. “From the 13th year of King Josiah even
to this day, these 23 years, I have not failed to speak to you
all that YHWH said, but you have not listened. YHWH sent
you other prophets, Nahum, Zephaniah, Habakkuk, and
more, yet neither have you listened to them. Our message
has been the same. YHWH says, ‘Turn now, every one of
you, from your evil way and your wicked deeds, and thus
dwell on the land which YHWH has given to you and your
forefathers forever. Do not go after other gods, to serve and
worship them, and do not provoke Me to anger with the
work of your hands, and then I will do you no harm. But
you have not listened to Me or obeyed My Words.

“Therefore I will commission Nebuchadnezzar king of
Babylon, My servant. I will bring him against thisland, and
against its inhabitants, and against all the nations round
about, to utterly destroy them, and make them a horror, a
hissing, a desolation. I will take from them the songs of joy
and gladness, the voices of the bride and bridegroom, the
grinding of millstones and the light of the lamp. Thus this
whole land will become a desolation and a horror, and My
people will serve the king of Babylon for seventy years.
Then when the seventy years are complete, I will punish
the king of Babylon for his pride in exalting himself above
Me and his iniquity in doing his own pleasure. Thus I will
bring down the Chaldeans, and make their land desolate,
and will reward them according to their deeds, according
to the work of their hands.”

Oh, this time the people of Judah heard! The Word of
YHWH was never clearer! They bowed and cried and
prayed, and swore they would repent and put away their
evil and their idolatry. But King Jehoiakim was furious
with Jeremiah for getting his people all riled up like that.
He ordered him beaten and thrown into his dungeon.

Bleeding, bruised, and battered, Jeremiah cried out to
Logos. He seemed surprisingly unconcerned about the
beating. “Take ascroll, and write on it all the things you've
been saying, aboutJudah and all the nations, from the time
of Josiah even until now. Perhaps the house of Judah is
finally able to hear all the calamity which I plan to bring
upon them. Perhaps they are ready to actually repent and
turn from their wicked ways, so I can forgive them.”

But alas, Jeremiah was so badly injured that he could
not write. So he hired Baruch to take dictation.

Chapter 16 ~ Daniel, 604 - 603 BC

Writing the scroll was a big job, taking almost a year to
complete. When they finished, Jeremiah told Baruch to
take it up to the temple. The people had proclaimed an
annual fast day the year before, after Jeremiah had spoken
to them. They were even now gathering in Jerusalem to
repeat the day of fasting and prayers of repentance for
Judah. Baruch read the scroll to the gathering. Again they
bowed, cried, and swore they would put away their evil.

Sadly, neither Jehoiakim nor the nobles of his court
were there at the temple, with one notable exception:
Micaiah son of Gemariah and grandson of Shaphan, the
faithful scribe of King Josiah. Micaiah came to Baruch and
insisted they take the scroll to the palace and read it to the
nobles and officers of the king. So Baruch and Micaiah
took the scroll to Gemariah and the other court officials.

They got excited about the scroll, and fearful of the
prophecies in it. “The king must hear this! However, you
and Jeremiah had better hide, or he might kill you. We’ll
take care of it.” So they took the scroll and arranged for
another scribe, Jehudi, to read it to King Jehoiakim while
he was in his winter house relaxing in front of the fire.

The king and his nobles were not impressed. They had
no fear of YHWH. Jehoiakim despised the prophecies of
Jeremiah. As the scroll was read, the king casually sliced
off pages with his penknife and threw them into the fire.
Then he told Jerahmeel (his son by one of his concubines)
to take some nobles to the dungeon and execute Jeremiah
and Baruch for speaking treason against the king.

But Micaiah got there first and warned the dungeon-
master. He was a man who feared God. He had encouraged
Jeremiah as he was writing the scroll. Now he hid them,
protecting them from the wrath of the king. When YHWH
told Jeremiah to rewrite the scroll, the faithful dungeon-
master got him the pen and paper and assisted him.

This second scroll had all the prophecies of the first,
and more. He ended with, “You burned this scroll, because
youdidn’t like what YHWH said about the king of Babylon
coming to destroy Judah. Therefore, O King Jehoiakim,
YHWH says that He will not only bring all these calamities
on the land of Judah, but He will also punish you. Your
dead body will be cast out, unhonored, unburied, leaving
none of your descendants sitting on the throne of David.”

By 603 BC, King Nebuchadnezzar had reigned for two
years. He had pretty well gotten used to being king by now.
He enjoyed everyone bowing to him, praising him, and
jumping through hoops to please him. He discovered that
the bennies of being a king are huge. Anything he wanted,
anytime. His guards, servants, and advisors surrounding
him at all times. And his Queen Amytis! What a delight!
Was this the ‘blessing of YHWH’ Nahum had promised?

But one night, while sleeping peacefully beside his
beloved queen, Nebuchadnezzar had a special dream,
which was to dramatically impact everything.
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It was a grand, soaring, magnificent dream, full of
spirit! Full of significance! Full of deep portents for the
future! But what did it mean? The dream ended abruptly,
with a world-shattering cataclysm which filled the king
with fear even as itawoke him with cold sweat dripping off
his brow. Never had he had such a dream! His wife still
slept soundly, the room looked the same, the moon still
shone as bright, but somehow the universe had changed,
and the king knew it would never be the same again.

King Nebuchadnezzar couldn’t sleep a wink the rest of
the night. Early the next morning, he sent for his advisors,
magicians, and astrologers, the wisest and most learned
men in his kingdom. (They are the Magi of ancient Sumer,
‘kingmakers’ by whose support a king is established or is
overthrown. Ever since the time of Arphaxad and his son
Cainan, the Kasdim had held the power in the civilized
world. They spoke the ancient dialect of Hebrew which was
spoken by Noah and his sons before the Flood. But when Ur
was conquered by the Chaldeans, the integrity of the Kasdim
had been compromised by their overlords. So by the time of
Nebuchadnezzar, nearly all the wisdom of the Kasdim had
been lost. Now the Magi were little more than soothsayers
and wizards.) “I had a dream,” Nebuchadnezzar told his
Magi. “My spirit is anxious to know its meaning.” He was
speaking in the ancient dialect of Hebrew known as Kasdan,
the language of Sumer, the language of the Kasdim!

Most of the ‘wise men’ of Babylon hardly recognized the
ancient Hebrew anymore. Babylon had spoken Aramaic
(Syrian) for generations — ever since the Assyrian Empire
began. Aramaic had become the ‘lingua franca’ of the
Assyrian Empire, the commercial language which every
nation had to use to do business with Assyria.

So the Magi answered the king in Aramaic. “O King,
live forever! Tell us the dream, and we will be glad to
declare to you its interpretation.”

Nebuchadnezzar was suspicious. These are the wisest
men in his kingdom. They are supposed to know the wisdom
of the ancients. But they don’t even know the ancient Kasdan
language? “No! I will not tell you the dream. If you hear
the dream, you can easily make up something to sound
plausible. T could do that myself. But my dream comes
from the ancient gods. So go to the ancient gods and get
both the dream and its interpretation. That is my firm
command. I give you one month. If you are able to comply,
I will reward you with incredible riches and honor. If you
cannot tell me both the dream and its interpretation, you
will be torn limb from limb and your houses will be made a
rubbish heap.”

At least he now spoke in Aramaic. That gave them
hope. They conferred together in private, then returned
and bowed deeply, “Yes, O King! We will go and get your
dream and its meaning from the ancient gods. Only let the
king tell us the subject of your dream, so we will not
appear ignorant before the gods.”
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King Nebuchadnezzar drove them from his presence.
“I shall give you no clues. My command is firm. You have
onemonth to tellme both the dream and itsinterpretation.
There certainly should be enough wizards, prophets, and
oracles among you to come up with it in a whole month.
Now get out!”

But when the month was up, they pled with him for
another month, still trying to ply him for clues.

Nebuchadnezzar was angry. “You're just stalling for
time. I said, my command is firm. I don’t trust you. From
the time I was a boy in my father’s kingdom, I have seen
how you try to fool everyone with mystical incantations.
Now you have agreed together to attempt to deceive me.
So I ordered you to tell me the dream first, so I may know
that you are also able to give me its interpretation. But if
you cannot, it will be undeniable proof that you are all
frauds. Every last one of you will be slain, as I said!”

“But Your Majesty! Thereis no one on earth whoisable
to declare someone else’s dream! No great king or emperor
has ever asked such a thing of any magician, wizard, or
wise man before! What you are demanding is too hard for
mortal man! No one could declare it to the king except the
gods, whose dwelling is not with mortal flesh!”

As he suspected, they are all frauds. Why has he tolerated
them in his kingdom? They may have been able to fool his
father, but they would not fool him. Nebuchadnezzar, in a
rage, ordered all the Magi slain at high noon the next day.

Sadly for Daniel and his friends, his command was to
kill ‘all’ the Magi. Their training for the last two years was
to become Magi — to become ‘wise men’, advisors to the
king. But the decree was non-negotiable. If the Magi were
all to be slain, so would the youths being trained as Magi.

Early the next morning, Daniel and his friends heard
the news from Arioch, commander of the king’s personal
guard. He was assigned the task of executing the Magi, and
had come to get them ready. Daniel was only sixteen,
while Arioch was a mighty, seasoned warrior. Still Daniel
boldly faced him. “Of what crimes against the king are we
accused? Have we no opportunity to defend ourselves?”

“Hah!” Arioch despised Daniel’s youth. “You don’t
understand much about kings, do you! When they give a
command, you don’t question; you just obey!”

“Yes, sir. Butif Iam to be executed, Iwould like to know
what it was that caused the kings’ wrath.”

“Oh, he was angry about some dream he had, which
none of the Magi could interpret.”

“SoifIgive him the interpretation, he will no longer be
angry and you won’t have to execute us.”

“Mmm... Yes, butit’s not that simple. He refuses to tell
the dream. You'd have to give him both the dream and its
interpretation.”
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“YHWH can do that. Let me talk to the king.”
“What? You've got to be kidding!”
“Would I kid you when my life is at stake?”

So Arioch led Daniel into the throne room before the
king. “Your Majesty, live forever! I found a boy among the
exiles of Judah who claims his God YHWH can tell the
king’s dream and its interpretation.”

Instantly the king was interested. Of course he didn’t
know who the kid was, though he looked like a Hebrew.
But he had heard about YHWH from Nahum, and he was
still expecting that ‘blessing’ that Nahum had promised.
“Who are you? Can you get YHWH to tell me my dream?”

“My name is Daniel, O King. I am one of the Hebrew
slaves whom you wanted trained in Chaldean customs.
We only heard about your dream this morning. I beg you,
please, do not slay the Magi until you give me time to go to
YHWH and ask Him. He is the almighty God! He alone can
tell you the true interpretation for your dream.”

“Almighty God? Hmm. Do you need another month?”
“No, Your Majesty. Just give me one day, I pray.”

“And can you obtain for me both the dream and its
interpretation?” Nebuchadnezzar was skeptical, but at
least he didn’t despise Daniel for his youth.

“NotI, O King. But I know YHWH is able. He is the one
true Creator God, who dwells in the highest heavens. He is
the revealer of mysteries.”

“The Creator God? Okay. You shall have your one day.
Arioch! Postpone the executions until noon tomorrow.
Daniel, if you bring me the dream and its interpretation
before that time, I shall grant you riches and honor.”

So Daniel was led back to his quarters with the other
Hebrew youths. He told them about the stay of execution,
and asked them to beseech YHWH to have compassion on
them, and reveal the dream. Then he went to kneel in the
closet, and cried out to God the rest of the day and into the
night. He was still there at 4 AM, when he heard that still
small voice in his soul, “Peace. I have heard your prayers.
Sleep now, My beloved. You need your rest.”

Exhausted but now at peace, Daniel dropped off
instantly into a deep, dreamless sleep. Unusually for him,
he did not awaken with the rest of the boys in the morning.
Since he was still in the closet, nobody noticed he was not
there when Arioch came to prepare them for execution.

11 AM rolled around. The boys were brought to join
the other Magi just outside the palace, where the king’s
enemies are slain in front of his window. But now Arioch
noticed that he was missing. “Where’s that fraud Daniel?”
heraged. “Thatlying <expletive deleted>was just trying to
buy time, so he could make his escape! Search the area!
Go back to search his quarters!”

Chapter 16 ~ Daniel, 604 - 603 BC

Daniel had not yet awakened. But now, he had begun
dreaming. It was a startling dream, full of spirit; a grand,
soaring dream, full of portents of the future; itended with a
cataclysmic roar that filled the earth and awakened Daniel
in a cold sweat. Suddenly, he knew! He hurriedly washed
his face and prepared to meet the king. Then the door
crashed open, and the guards sent by Arioch rushed in.
“Here he is! We've got you now, you lying...”

Daniel didn’tstruggle. But the soldiers were cruel. They
put a rope around his neck and yanked and dragged him,
half carrying, half pushing him with brutal shoves, to the
Magiabout to be executed in front of the king’s window.
It was high noon, and the executions were ready to begin.

“So, you thought you could escape! What have you got
to say now, Daniel?” Arioch was openly disdainful. “For
your lies I shall slay you first of all!”

“Do not destroy the wise men of Babylon, I pray. Take
me up to the king’s presence, for L have heard from YHWH.
I will declare the dream and its interpretation to the king.”

“What? You've got to be kidding!”
“Would I kid you when my life is at stake?”

“Itseems we've been through this before. Fool me once,
shame on you. Fool me twice... not a chance! It is high
noon. The king’s command must be carried out!”

“There he is. In his window. Look! He sees me! He is
holding up his scepter to me!”

Arioch couldn’t deny that. He brought Daniel inside to
see Nebuchadnezzar, who eagerly asked, “Are you able to
make known to me my dream and its interpretation?” He
looked anxious and haggard, as if he hadn’t slept a wink.

Daniel bowed low before the king. And now we come to
a strange part of our story, which afterward young Daniel
was never quite able to explain. He expected to be using
Chaldean, or Aramaic, for that is how the king addressed
him. He normally spoke Hebrew, as did all the exiles of
Judah, but he wasn’t sure the king understood Hebrew.

Butas Daniel opened his mouth, what came out was not
Chaldean, Aramaic, or even modern Hebrew, but ancient
Hebrew, Kasdan, the language of Ur Kasdim and old man
Noah. Daniel had not learned ancient Hebrew, you must
understand. But he was filled with the Spirit, so he spoke as
he was inspired from the heavens. Many of the words were
similar, but the pronunciation was really quite different.
No one around him could understand a thing he said.

Exceptsurprisingly, King Nebuchadnezzar knew some
Kasdan. He had loved ancient history as he was growing
up, and he had become intrigued with the language of the
ancient Magi, the Kasdim, before they had been corrupted
by the Chaldeans. He couldn’t speak it very well, but he
could mostly understand it. He was stunned when he
heard young Daniel speaking it.

107



In fact, for the first few sentences, Nebuchadnezzar
hardly even heard the words. He was overwhelmed with
the sound of that beautiful, melodic Kasdan, flowing like a
majestic river from the mouth of this boy as if it was all he
had ever spoken in his young life. His pronunciation, his
intonation, were perfect — far more fluent that the king’s
old teacher. “O King, live forever!” Daniel began. “As for
the mystery about which you have inquired, neither wise
men, nor wizards, nor priests, nor prophets are able to
declare it. However, there is a God in heaven who reveals
mysteries. YHWH! This God has made known to King
Nebuchadnezzar what will take place in the future, in the
latter days. This was your dream and its interpretation.”

Still in Kasdan, Daniel then launched into the most
beautifully vivid description of his dream that the king
could imagine. It was as if Daniel had been there beside
himand had seenitall! Kasdanisa graphiclanguage; every
word paints colorful pictures in the mind for those who
understand its intricacies. But I must translate it for you
into English, though it sadly loses much of its beauty.
“You, O King,” Daniel said, “were standing beside the big
window in your throne room, looking out over the palace
square where your people often gather to hear you and
give you honor. You saw no people in the square. Instead,
itwas nearly filled with a massive and glorious statue. The
awesome magnificence of this statue was beyond telling!
Its feet spanned the square. The top of its hat touched the
clouds. Its head was made of the purest solid gold, shining
like the suninits strength. Its great chest and mighty arms
were pure polished silver, radiant in their beauty. But its
belly and thighs abruptly changed into bronze, on down to
the legs, which morphed into iron. They seemed strong
but cruel, heartless, and foreboding. Then, O King, you
looked down at the feet, and were astounded to see that the
iron was no longer strong. Rather it was mixed iron and
clay, fragile, cracked, and ready to collapse. Indeed, the ten
toes were mostly clay, and already breaking off.

“As you beheld this awesome sight, wondering that the
great statue could still be standing upon such fragile feet,
your gaze was drawn to the distant Zagros Mountains.
Normally their purple majesty relaxes your eyes and
quiets your soul. But you saw to your horror that the tallest
mountain peak was being sliced off, making a pyramid-
shaped stone. You could see no hands, yet it was as if huge
hands from above had cut off the mountaintop and lifted it
high into the sky. You instinctively ducked, O King, as
those unseen hands hurled the pyramid-shaped stone
right toward your palace. Yet it was not aimed at you, nor
even at your palace, but right at the toes of the colossal
statue, where the iron was mixed with the brittle clay.

“A terrible cataclysm ensued, for when the stone
crushed its feet, the entire statue exploded and blew away,
like chaff from the threshing is carried off on a summer
breeze. Only that stone remained. But it had been broken.
It lay in three pieces in the middle of the square.

108

“You mourned the loss of the statue, O King, for you
had become attached to it, while at first you hated and
despised the broken stone. Then after three days the three
pieces united into one and began growing bigger. Now you
became attracted to it, seeing it as something mysterious
and exciting, not threatening, but of compelling interest.
As the stone filled the square, you decided you must learn
its mysteries, even if it took the rest of your life. You fell to
your knees in worship before the stone. Yet it continued to
grow faster and faster until it engulfed you, your palace,
the entire city of Babylon! Indeed it quickly became a great
mountain, which filled the entire earth! All the kings and
great men of the earth bowed to worship before it, just as
you had worshiped it, O King. And all the nations of the
earth were likewise enveloped within the great stone. Your
heart was overwhelmed with awe at its majesty, Now the
intensity of your fear and worship so thrilled your soul
that sleep could no longer hold you. You awoke, with
sweat pouring off your brow. That was your dream, O
King, and now YHWH will grant you its interpretation.”

The king was sitting on the edge of his throne, with his
eyes glued to Daniel. His mouth remained half open, his
face white, his pulse raced, and his breathing came in short
gasps. Daniel didn’t even notice, as he plunged on. “You, O
mighty king, are the head of gold, the emperor over kings,
to whom YHWH God of heaven has granted the kingdom,
the power, and the glory. Wherever the sons of men dwell,
or the beasts of the field or the birds of the sky, He has
given them into your hand and caused you to rule over
them. After you will arise another kingdom like you but
inferior to you: your allies the Medes and the Persians.
They also shall be great, shining like silver in their
strength, but shall never achieve what you have achieved,
O King. Then when they become proud, a third kingdom
shall suddenly arise to rule the earth, Macedonian Greece,
the kingdom of burnished bronze. It, too, shall be great,
bringing its influence to all the earth, though not as great
as the first two kingdoms. Finally, just as the bronze
morphed into iron, after the third kingdom shall arise a
fourth, called the Roman Empire. It shall be strong, yet
cruel and heartless, like the legs of iron, swift to run to and
fro to crush rebellion and break in pieces nations who
opposeit. The legs are two, so this empire shall be divided;
Roman rule shall never be complete; another nation will
always rule alongside. As you saw clay mixed with the iron
at the feet, so shall the Roman Empire decay from within,
still maintaining the appearance of strength, yetin the end,
divided and crumbling. Some within the Roman Empire
will remain strong, and others will become decadent and
weak, fighting against each other, just as iron cannot mix
with clay. Thus the four metals you saw in your statue, the
gold, silver, bronze, and iron, represent four great world
empires. This part of your dream, O King, covers the entire
span of history from the time you first brought the exiles of
Judah into your land, through many generations, even
thousands of years, until the time of the end of the age.”
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“Finally, at the end of the age, the Roman Empire will
be split, not just into two, but into many nations, many
kingdoms, even as the two feet split into their toes. All
shall inherit some of the strength, but also much of the
weak and brittle decadence of the Roman Empire. Even as
the toes became mostly clay, breaking off even as you
watched, so these nations shall rise and fall, but never
achieve to the strength or glory of the previous kingdoms.”

Daniel paused for breath. His cheeks were flushed red,
and his face uplifted and radiant. Nebuchadnezzar was
panting in his eagerness. Sweat poured off his brown. “Go
on!” he urged. “Go on! What about that pyramid stone?
What does it mean? I must know! It was like a god!”

Daniel smiled. “God indeed, O King! Tell me, where
was the pyramid stone as you were studying the statue?”

“Ididn’t see it, at first. But it must have been resting on
that mountain from which it was about to be cut.”

“You are wise, O King. Look out your window. Lift up
your eyes unto the hills, from whence comes your help. For
God is there. YHWH dwells on the top of that mountain.
He always watches over you, whether you are aware of
Him or not. There He shall remain, at rest, watching over
the affairs of men until the end of the age. The pyramid
shape of the stone represents a great mystery, which the
heart of every man longs to comprehend. Yet to very few is
given the wisdom and insight to ask the right question,
much less receive the answer. To you, O King, the God of
heaven has placed in your heart the wisdom and courage
to ask the right question. Therefore ask now, O King.”

King Nebuchadnezzar knew what to ask, almost before
the words were out of Daniel’s mouth. But did he dare? He
paused. Then slowly, still in ancient Hebrew, he asked,
“What must I do, to bring myself and my kingdom into
harmony with this ‘God of heaven’ of whom you speak?”

“Yes!” Daniel yelled, raised his fist, and pumped the air.
“Yes!” the heavenly host echoed his shout. The sound
reverberated across the vast expanse of the universe with
awesome power and finality. The devils of the earth shook
with fear at the power of their voice, for in it, they heard
their own defeat. Logos smiled. “The Father’s Plan of the
Ages will be successful. He will see to it. For that indeed is
the right question, the question every man must ask.”

Now Daniel looked intently into the king’s eager eyes.
“The mystery of the stone is this, O King. The pyramid has
but one top, sharply pointing toward the heavens. This
represents YHWH the Father of Eternity, whom no man
cansee or comprehend, but who sees and comprehends all
things at all times. But the base of the pyramid stone has
four corners, pointing to the four corners of the earth.
They represent King Logos, the Word of Father YHWH,
sent out from heaven to all the earth. The stone rested at
the top of the hills while you gazed at the statue; even so
YHWH is at rest, watching you build your kingdom.
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“You asked the right question, O King, for YHWH has
given you wisdom. He has shown you what will happen at
the end of the age, so now you know. The most important
question anyone can ask is, ‘How can I bring myself and
my kingdom (however great or small) into harmony with
that great God of heaven represented by the pyramid
stone?’ Look again, O King. Lift your eyes again to the top
of the hills. See there, and understand. YHWH s at rest. He
changes not. He watches over all, yet He does not bow to
your will nor is He swayed by your desires. Rather, you
must bow to His will and be influenced by His desires.

“So the answer, O King, is as simple as the question, yet
so profound that the mighty men, the kings of the earth in
all their pride, can never comprehend it unless they are
granted wisdom from above. Humble yourself, O King.
Look unto the hills. YHWH will give you wisdom. He loves
you! He will direct your steps, until the day you become
proud and reject His rule over you to go your own way.”

“That’s it? Humble myself and look to the hills?”

“Yes. And expect to receive His wisdom when you ask.
He loves to aid you, and He will not deny you as long as
your heart is willing to receive it and follow it.”

“What does this have to do with the end of the age, and
the stone coming to crush the statue? And why did the
stone break and then come back together?”

“Ahh... O King. This is another great mystery. What
you did not see is important, too. Whose hands cut the
stone out of the mountain and cast it upon the statue?”

The king shook his head. “I could see no hands at all,
yet there must have been huge hands, bigger than the
mountain itself, for they sliced off the stone more easily
than you would slice the top off a banana.”

“Well said, O King! Huge hands indeed! The hands of
the Holy Spirit, the third aspect of the almighty God, sent
by the eternal Father YHWH to guide and empower Logos
the great King. It was the Holy Spirit who picked up the
stone and hurled it against all the kingdoms of mankind.
But the stone broke when it touched the statue, for the
kingdoms of man are all tainted by evil, corrupted by the
wickedness lurking within our own hearts, while Logos is
altogether holy. When Logos touches us, our sinfulness
breaks Him, crushes Him, even to the death. But then the
statue exploded and blew away. Just so in His death shall
our sinfulness be blown away like chaff upon the breeze.
Yet death cannot hold King Logos, the God of Life. Father
YHWH will restore Him by the eternal Life of His Spirit.
After three days the stone came back together and began to
grow, slowly at first, to fill the square, to fill your palace
and win your heart, then to fill the city, and finally to fill
the earth. All by His unseen Spirit, for YHWH is Spirit.
Thus will all nations and kingdoms, peoples and kings,
small and mighty, bow before Him to worship and confess
that He is King of kings, Lord of lords, the almighty God.”
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King Nebuchadnezzar had fallen upon his knees, with
his arms held up as if in prayer before Daniel. This was
unheard of, in any king’s court that ever existed. His
guards, who didn’t understand a word being said, had
their spears and swords at the ready just in case. But the
king didn’t even see them. He saw nothing but the shining
face and burning eyes of the boy standing before him.
“What then? Is thatall? This ‘end of the age’ you talk about
—isit the end of all things? Are there no more kingdoms?”

Daniel smiled and took a deep breath. “There are no
more kingdoms, O King. For Logos the Word of YHWH
will set up His Kingdom which shall never be destroyed. It
will conquer all the kingdoms of men, but it will endure
forever, even to the ages of ages. Now, O King, you know
the rest of the story, the final chapter. You know in whom
to place your trust. You know to humble yourself and look
unto the hills. You know to ask and receive His wisdom
and His guidance for your life. What now do you choose?”

Nebuchadnezzar could remain on his knees no longer.
He fell on his face at Daniel’s feet, his choice abundantly
clear. Logos saw, and rejoiced. He inspired Daniel to hold
his hands above the king and sing this beautiful blessing.
“I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills from whence comes
my help. My help comes from YHWH, almighty Creator of
the heavens and the earth. He will not allow your foot to
slip. He who keeps you will remain alert for you. Behold,
He who keeps His beloved will neither slumber nor sleep.
YHWH is your protector. YHWH is your shade above your
head. The sun will not smite you by day, nor the moon by
night. YHWH will protect you from all evil. He will keep
your soul. He will guard your going out and your entering
in from this time forth forever.” (Psalm 121)

The king’s court was frozen in suspended animation.
But after several minutes, Daniel glanced down and saw
the king on his face. A look of shock and bewilderment
came over him. Horrified, he too fell facedown to the floor.

When the king finally aroused himself, he saw Daniel
prostrate before him. “No Daniel!” he cried. “You must
notworship me! Forsurely your Godisa God of godsand a
Lord of kings, and is the revealer of mysteries just as you
have said! Guards! Bow immediately in worship to Daniel!
Then go out and prepare an offering, a sacrifice of fine
young bulls, and burn incense for him! He is the prophet of
God Almighty! Stand up, young man! I shall promote you
to be second in my kingdom, ruler over all of Babylon,
chief of all my wise men! And I shall give you great riches
and honor. I shall honor your wisdom... Daniel? Arise!”
Nebuchadnezzar was still speaking Kasdan and of course
none of his guards understood a word. But Daniel was still
prone before him. The king bent low and lifted him up.
“Daniel? What is it? Why do you not respond to me?”

“O King, live forever!” Daniel answered, but now he
was speaking Aramaic. “Forgive me O King. I am just a
boy. I do not understand the ancient tongue.”

110

They had been using Kasdan for so long — now the king
was mystified. He shifted into Aramaic. “But... Daniel!
You've been speaking the ancient tongue all this time! You
speak it more fluently than my old childhood teacher, God
rest his soul. Didn’t you understand what I just said?”

“I knew it was the ancient tongue, O King, for I recently
have started lessons with a Magus of the old school. He
calls himself Cal, but I'm sure it’s not his real name. He says
Cal stands for ‘Learning of the Kasdim’. His mission in life
is torestore the ancient tongue, the wisdom, and the entire
culture of the Kasdim. He’s been teaching me their history.
Before they were conquered by the Chaldeans, the Kasdim
ruled the world! But... no, O King. I understood none of
what you just said, for I'm still working on the history; he
has only just begun training me in the ancient tongue.”

“How then did you speak it so perfectly — indeed, so
gloriously! — when you interpreted my dream?”

“Uh...IthoughtIwas speaking Aramaic, Your Majesty.
YHWH must have changed my speech to the ancient
tongue just so you would know it was from Him, and not
my own wisdom.”

King Nebuchadnezzar was strangely intrigued. He felt
compelled to pursue this. “How long will it be before your
training is complete, young man?”

“You commanded that we study for three years, O King.
Two years are complete; I yet lack the third year.”

“Then I will postpone what I promised, for one year.
Finish your studies, forIwant you to restore the wisdom of
the Kasdim to all my Magi. The fools have degenerated to
nothing but cheap magicians, wizards and soothsayers
who whisper and mutter their vile incantations and don’t
have the good sense to discern their way out of a paper bag!
IfTam to be the great head of gold, the king of kings that my
dream prophesies, I must have wise men who are really
wise, with the wisdom from above! So from this day forth
you are the chief of all my Magi, even though you are not
finished with your studies. You shall have any teachers
you wish. If Cal is wise in the wisdom of the Kasdim as you
say, then he shall be your personal tutor. You shall dine
beside me at my table, and anything you ask I shall grant.”

“Thank you, O King. You are most gracious. But don’t
forget that it was really YHWH who gave your dream and
interpreted it — I was just His tool. Thank Him as well.”

“Of course, Daniel. His use of the ancient tongue by you
will remind me. It was beautiful, glorious! Learn it as fast
as you can, so I can listen to you speak it every day. Now,
do you have any requests for me to grant?”

“Just this one, O King. Please grant that I may continue
to dine with the other Hebrew youths in training. I fear
that once I enter the king’s court to dine at the king’s table,
my education will be greatly delayed. For then I would
become involved in many things to distract my training.”
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CHAPTER 17 — DANIEL, 602 — 600 BC

In the sixth year of his reign, Jehoiakim rebelled. He
paid tribute for Pharaoh Necho’s protection, and now he had
to pay annual tribute to Babylon as well? That was not right!
He and his thirteen-year-old co-regent Coniah went down
to Egypt to complain. Along the way they picked up others
in the Levant who were unhappy with the situation:
among them the city-states of Ashdod, Ashkelon, Gaza,
and Raphia. At first the Pharaoh didn’t want to help them.
After his horrible defeat at Carchemish he had given his
word to Nebuchadnezzar not to interfere in the Levant.
But Jehoiakim insisted. “We are your faithful tributaries!
We've been loyal to you! We paid all you asked! But you
must defend your tributaries or they’ll stop serving you.”

So Pharaoh Necho relented and promised to defend
them against Babylon. Butsecretly he hoped he didn’t have
to, for he was not sure he was strong enough. However,
from what he’d heard, Nebuchadnezzar had gone soft. He
had become a family man. He enjoyed the luxury of the
palace. Maybe he wouldn’t bother with the Levant.

Of course the Babylonian soldiers now manning the
Egyptian garrisons in the Levant saw what was going on.
They immediately sent word to Babylon.

In 602 BC, the three years of training for the exiled
youths was complete. Ashpenaz prepared them for testing
by the king. He was proud of their training, especially the
Hebrews! He mixed them all together and dressed them all
identically so the king couldn’t spot the Hebrews.

Nebuchadnezzar spent the day grilling them. It didn’t
take him long to weed out the others and concentrate on
the Hebrews. “These young men are ten times wiser and
more knowledgeable than even my own Magi and wise
men!” he exclaimed. “And even more handsome, as well!”
Suddenly he recognized Daniel and the light bulb went on.
Sure enough, the brilliant ones are all Hebrews, he thought.
He remembered his promise to Daniel from a year ago.

So he called for Nahum. He had become the mayor of
Tel-aviv, the fertile district between the Euphrates and the
Chebar Canal, which he had given the Hebrews. Nahum
had become a good personal friend, and was often called
over to the palace to advise the king. Nebuchadnezzar
relied on his judgment. “What do you think about these
kids? They seem so quick to learn, and so astute! Why?”

Nahum bowed. “Because YHWH God of Israel gives
them wisdom and understanding, O King.”

“Nah! Go on. It's more than that. Why, compared to
them, my best advisors are dull and stupid!”

“Well, okay... What do you feed them, O King?”

“Who? My advisors? I give all my Magi nothing but the
finest foods — the same foods I myself eat.”

“And the Hebrew youths?”
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“The same, of course. What are you getting at?”

Nahum shook his head no. He knew what the king ate!
“O King, I've never talked with anyone about it, but 'm
willing to wager a gold dollar that they are not eating the
same foods as your advisors and your other Magi.”

“Done!” Thekingnodded, smiling. He always did like a
good wager, and this was a cinch. He himself had ordered
their food. His faithful steward would never disobey his
orders, never, not in a hundred years.

So he called Ashpenaz on the carpet. “What do the
Hebrew youths eat each day, exactly?”

Ashpenaz was caught. He had no way to wiggle out of it.
“OKing, live forever! I demanded of them that they eat the
foods from the king’s own kitchen, as with all the other
captive youths. But... O King! They refused! They swore
they would rather die than eat the king’s food! They have
been eating nothing but fruits, nuts, and vegetables — and
that mostly raw. I'm sorry, Your Majesty. I should have...”

Ashpenaz bowed, fearing for his head. The king stood
from his throne and reached into the folds of his royal
robe. This was it. He was sure to have a dagger there, and
the steward’s next breath will be his last. But instead, he
heard a bell-like, ‘tinggg ...” and glanced up to see a shiny
gold coin spinning in the air about the king’s hand. He
grabbed it again. “This is my lucky dollar. Many a wager it
has won. But you bested me...” he flipped it over to
Nahum, “and I consider it a lesson well-learned. I shall
start eating more raw fruits and veggies myself — today!”

Nebuchadnezzar scanned his court. His older Magi
were glaring suspiciously at the trainees, frowns on their
faces. “Nahum, T have anotherrequest. I desire youradvice
on my new Magi here. They've finished their training and
are ready to enter into my service. But can I trust them?”

“No, O King. Of course you cannot trust them. You
captured them, took them from their homes and families,
brought them to Babylon, and even here you took them
away from the other exiles and made them live with you in
your palace. Now you want to force them to serve you
against their will? Some may never forgive you for that.”

“After all my training? What should I do with them?”

“O King, I said ‘some’. Give them their freedom to go
back to their families with the other exiles. Invite only
those who really wish to serve you, to remain with you.
You can trust all who stay of their own free choice.”

“Free choice? Hmm... That's a novel idea. I'll do it.”

The Hebrew boys were listening. Now Daniel stepped
boldly to the dais. Nebuchadnezzar held out his scepter,
giving him permission to speak. “O King, live forever. Do
you remember when I interpreted your dream a year ago?
You said that after my training was complete you would
make me the chief of all the Magi in your kingdom.”
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“Yes, Daniel. I remember. And it shall be done. But do
you think you are ready...?” The king was starting to have
second thoughts. He could not imagine all his old wizards
and prognosticators actually submitting to this youngster.

In answer to the king, Daniel turned to the other
Hebrew boys, and began to grill them —in ancient Hebrew,
Kasdan! He quizzed them about the Kasdim, their history
and culture, their character, integrity, wisdom, and all the
ancient knowledge of the Kasdim. This went on for an
hour, as it became evident that every Hebrew boy was
nearly as fluent in the ancient tongue as he.

Then Daniel turned back to the king. “When Cal began
teaching me the language of the Kasdim, I realized that all
their great wisdom and knowledge is tied up within their
language. The meanings of the words and the powerful
pictures they convey... restoring the language restores the
ancient wisdom as well! We...” he waved a hand at his
friends, “shall require that conversations among the Magi
all be spoken in Kasdan. Remember how delighted you
were to hear me speak it? We shall teach it to all the Magi.
Until they learn it, they shall have no call to come before
the king. That will keep them in their proper place until
they are ready to serve you again. Another benefit, O King.
With the Magi advising you only in Kasdan, all who don’t
understand it will not be privy to your secret counsels.”

Nebuchadnezzar gladly agreed, and commanded all his
Magi: “From this day forth, no Magus will presume to
advise the king in any language except in Kasdan. Those
most fluent in Kasdan shall rule the others, and teach
them, until all the king’s Magi are fully fluent in Kasdan
and the ancient wisdom of the Kasdim. And since Daniel is
now most fluent in Kasdan, I now appoint him chief of all
my Magi, as I promised.”

What else could the old geezers do? They were miffed,
of course, but they had to submit to Daniel. Though I must
add that they learned to really appreciate Daniel as they
began learning the ancient wisdom and discovered how
far it surpassed their magician’s bag of tricks.

King Nebuchadnezzar had one more test for Daniel. He
had to know if this young Hebrew boy (now seventeen)
would be loyal to him even above his own people. When
the others had gone, he called Daniel back to his throne.
“Daniel, your wisdom is most impressive, so I ask for
counsel on arather sticky problem I have right now. L have
justheard that some of my tributaries have agreed together
to rebel against me and refuse to pay my tribute. They even
talked Pharaoh Necho into supporting their rebellion.
They are Ashdod, Ashkelon, Gaza, Raphia... and Judah.”

Daniel didn’t bat an eye. “Punish them, O King! You
dare not let such rebellion spread, or your empire will
crumble. Crush their arrogance. Take their kings captive
and plunder their royal cities.”

“Even Judah? Won’t YHWH protect them?”
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“Especially Judah, Your Majesty! I know YHWH will
not protect them. They have sinned against Him, and you
are but obeying His command to punish them. Their army
will flee before you. You will not lose a man in the attack.
King Jehoiakim will fall on his face before you and plead
for mercy, for God knows he needs to be humbled.”

“And Necho? What about his promise to help?”

“Pharaoh Necho talks big, O King. But I know that he
will not try to defend the Levant. He dare not attack you,
unless you threaten Egyptitself. Explain his foolishness in
promising to help the Levant. ButI warn you. Don’t attack
him as long as he remains beyond the Brook of Egypt!”

Daniel had passed Nebuchadnezzar’s last test. He will tell
it like it is, even if his own people suffer for it. The king was
impressed. “Thank you, Daniel. T'll do as you suggest.
Early this spring I will begin a campaign into the Levant.
Now, I want you to do something else for me, my friend.”

“Of course, Your Majesty.”

“I want you to rule Babylon for me, under me, second
only to me in all my empire. For I have found you faithful
and true. There is no one else in all my empire whom I can
trust like you, nor is there anyone else with such wisdom
and understanding from the gods!”

“Not from the gods, O King. From the one true God,
YHWH, the almighty Creator. But yes, I accept your offer.
I am happy to remain by your side to advise you, as your
faithful servant. With your permission, I will appoint my
three Hebrew friends, Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego,
to the administration of the provinces of Babylon. That
way I can always be available to you rather than getting
bogged down in the administrative details of the empire.”

“Of course! Again, I am amazed at your wisdom! By all
means, your Magi are yours to use however you like.” King
Nebuchadnezzar paused, thinking. He sighed wistfully.

“Yes, my lord the king? Do not hesitate to share with me
anything, even your troubles or weaknesses. I swear I will
not think the less of you. For I know that you are the ‘head
of gold’, and together, we shall achieve that for you.”

“Thank you, Daniel. I see you are very perceptive. I am
distressed about my relationship with Amytis. I love her
dearly, but I am not pleasing her. Maybe she’s homesick
for Media. When she was young she was so supportive and
warm to me. Now she has grown cold and cynical.”

“OKing,Iamyoungand unmarried. Inever considered
such things as how to please a woman. Women are very
different from men, and all I understand about gaining the
respect and cooperation of my fellow man may not apply.
Give me time. I will ask if YHWH has any wisdom for me.”

But the more Daniel prayed, the more inadequate he
felt to address the king’s problem. Daniel had so much
wisdom, except in this one area he was ignorant.
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Nebuchadnezzar left on his campaign to the Levant to
subdue Judah and Philistia. So Daniel had time to fast and
pray until he got an answer. On his first day of fasting, he
decided, “That’s it. I must get married. That’s the only way
I will get the experience to answer the king. I'd better do it
while the king isin the Levant, so I'll have his answer when
he returns next year.” He spent the rest of the day making
lists of the eligible young ladies among the Hebrew exiles
and charting their talents, endowments, and pedigree.
Though only seventeen, he shouldn’t have any problems
getting their father’s permission — Daniel had full control
of the empire while the king was gone!

It took Daniel a week, for he was very methodical and
thorough. This wasn’t a decision to be taken lightly. He
narrowed the field down to his top three choices. This is
going to be fun! All three girls are delightful, smart, and
beautiful. He laid his list down before YHWH in prayer.
Butafterafew days of wrestling with YHWH about them, it
was not so much fun anymore. He went back to his big list,
but YHWH seemed to be saying “No!” to each one. Finally
he put his lists and charts aside, “O Lord YHWH, God of
Creation, I give up. I need Your wisdom. Mine has totally
failed. Show me which girl You would like me to marry,
even if she is not the smartest, prettiest, or most talented.
I'll do whatever You want, for I belong to You.”

That night, Daniel had a dream. In it, a shining person
came to him. He was clothed in splendor, with long hair
like a woman, yet with a full beard like a man. His face was
kind yet stern, vibrant with the wisdom of the ages. Daniel
fell on his face before him, but he wouldn’t permit it.
“Don’t worship me!” he said in Kasdan, “For though I am
glorified, yet I am a created being just as you. Worship
YHWH only. Yet, youmay sitatmy feet to learn of me. Iam
Arphaxad and Aimee, joined into one person as the earthly
institution of marriage portrays. I founded the city of Ur.
And... Tam the head of the Kasdim.”

So Daniel sat at his feet, and for the rest of the long
dream he plied this glorious being with questions. Yet for
each question, Arphaxad-Aimee merely answered, “Yes.
Thatis a good question. Here. Eat this,” and handed him a
page from a book he carried. After he had chewed and
swallowed the page, the scene was repeated, until finally
the book was entirely eaten. Then the vision faded and
Daniel awakened to ponder its significance.

In 601 BC, Nebuchadnezzar returned from the Levant.
His army was still intact, though it was obvious that his
warriors had been beaten and demoralized. At first the
king didn’t want to discuss his humiliation. All he would
say to Daniel is, “You said that I would be the head of gold!
Ahead of gold should not get kicked about like a football!”
Then he bit his tongue and said no more.

As the days passed, the king remained morose and
uncommunicative. Daniel realized he needed to take the
initiative. “O King! YHWH loves you.”

Chapter 17 ~ Daniel, 602 - 600 BC

“He has a very strange way of showing His love!” Again
the king clammed up and would say no more.

“Perhaps it will help to clear the air if I tell you the story
of what happened to you in the Levant.”

“You don’t know what happened in the Levant!”

“True. Just the same, I will tell the story. YHWH is the
revealer of secrets, remember? You went to Judah and
quickly overcame it. Jehoiakim could not stand before
you. He fell at your feet and pled for mercy. You plundered
his palace and took many young nobles, princes, and
ladies of the court, who are now with Nahum in Tel-aviv.
Then you went to the coast and did the same to the rebels
in Philistia. Again they could not stand before you. You
plundered their cities. They won’t rebel again soon!

“But at that, O King, you got proud. You went to Egypt
to warn Pharaoh Necho to stop interfering in the Levant.
But instead of just warning him, you got angry with him.
You accused him of encouraging the Levant’s rebellion.
You threatened to cross the brook and ‘teach him alesson’.
Anger begets anger, O King. Necho angrily dared you to
attack, and threatened you in kind. Before either of you
could control your tempers, you had ordered your armies
to engage each other. It was a disaster. Necho was ready,
but you had not yet prepared an attack strategy, since you
had only planned to warn him. Your forces were routed
and chased clear back to Gaza before the Pharaoh let you
go. He mocked you, laughing all the way back to Egypt.”

“I know! I know! It’s all my own fault for not heeding
your advice. You warned me to not attack Egypt. But I was
feeling invincible! I guess I sort of let this ‘head of gold’
stuff go to my, ahh... head. Sorry...”

“It’'s okay, Your Majesty. YHWH doesn’t love you any
less for it. He understands our natural human weaknesses.
If you learn wisdom from it, your defeat may actually turn
out for the best. YHWH is teaching you humility. He will
make you the head of gold, but only if you humble yourself
to follow His wisdom. Believe me, you aren’t the only king
YHWH wants to teach humility! After you left Jehoiakim,
you probably thought he was humbled, didn’t you? No!
YHWH showed me that he cursed and raged against Him!
So YHWH sent a band of Syrians down from Damascus to
attack his northern cities. Did he then repent and humble
himself before YHWH? No! More raging and cursing! So
YHWH sent a band of Moabite raiders against him. Still no
repentance. Then a band of Ammonites — you’d think he
would have learned! But no, still he rages against YHWH
and rebels against you. I'm afraid he may never repent and
learn wisdom. But you are different, O King. YHWH loves
you, for you are willing to repent and learn wisdom from
Him after just one small defeat by Egypt.”

Nebuchadnezzar started to smile, the first smile since
his return. “Thank you, Daniel. Yes, I do want YHWH’s
wisdom. I just wish it didn’t cost so much.”
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Daniel returned the smile. “You're right, Your Majesty.
It does always seem to cost somehow, doesn’t it. But I
swear it’s worth it! YHWH’s wisdom is more precious than
gold! In fact, in your dream the reason YHWH called you
the head of gold is because He saw that you love wis