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	CHAPTER ONE

	 

	 

	 

	 

	It is the year 930 BC as the Sovereign Solomon, King of the United Kingdom of Israel had died. Now buried with his father David and his fathers before in the City of David. Now, Rehoboam his son must take his place as he is set to travel to Shechem to be declared the new king of the United Kingdom of Israel.

	 

	 

	Over in Egypt, under the Twenty-Second Dynasty, known as the Bubastite Dynasty, Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, an Israelite from the Tribe of Ephraim heard the news of Solomon’s death and was relieved. Sitting in his home provided by Pharaoh Shishak, the informant also gave him a scroll detailing what’s to come. He opened the scroll, beaten as it appeared and read what was written.

	“His son will reign in his stead?”

	“That is correct.”

	Jeroboam sealed the scroll and nodded.

	“I will have to assemble all of Israel and speak with the new Sovereign. I hope he will not be as austere as was his father.”

	Jeroboam spoke with Pharaoh Shishak concerning his next motives and actions. Shishak took in Jeroboam’s wishes and permitted him to achieve them, but to remember all the acts and rules he taught him while he was in hiding from Solomon. Therefore, Jeroboam gathered all he had with him and he and his wife, Ano left Egypt for Israel to meet the new king.

	 

	 

	At the border of Israel and Phistlia, precisely around Gaza, two Philistines were seeking to gain an entry point into the Israelite Kingdom. They saw an access point through the desert grounds.

	“If we march through this valley point, we shall be able to invade and conquer without being seen. Without anyone aware.”

	As the two Philistines spoke, a man came out of the desert. He was alone, dressed in a brown robe and cloak. He appeared rough-looking, lean, but built physique. His face hidden from the mixture of his diadem and the sunlight. The Philistines saw him and slowly reached for their swords. Walking slowly toward the man.

	“Are you lost, good man?”

	“No.” The man said “I am not. I am right where I should be.”

	“And why have you come here? To this spot?”

	The man focused his gaze upon the Philistines. For his presence was of mystery toward them. They couldn’t tell whether he was an Israelite or an Egyptian due to the aura around him.

	“Because you’re seeking to trespass.”

	“He’s one of them!”

	The Philistines rushed toward the man and was cut down within seconds by the man’s skills with the sword. One of the Philistines remained alive, but mortally wounded by the blade. Backing himself up roughly through the sand and blood as the man approached him slowly. He took small steps. Slow, but steady.

	“Who are you?”

	“Elrad. A hunter.”

	Elrad raised up his sword and killed the Philistine. He wiped the blood from his beard with a cloth from the Philistine. He took their bodies and brought them across the border for all the Philistines to see, reminding them of what happens when anyone of their nation crosses the borders.

	 


 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER TWO

	 

	 

	 

	 

	In Shechem, Rehoboam arrived and all Israel greeted him with gladness and joy. For their new king had arrived. Also entering the gates of Shechem was Jeroboam and those who accompanied him. They stood out amongst the Children of Israel, yet, they themselves were Israelites besides his wife Ano. As all of Israel gathered to speak with Rehoboam concerning his ruler ship and how it will be done, Elrad entered the gates and stood in the back of the crowd facing Rehoboam. Still cloaked in his robe, he looked out and saw the joy of the Israelites and nodded quietly. Jeroboam stood forward toward Rehoboam in the eyes of the congregation.

	“Sovereign Rehoboam.” Jeroboam said, coming before the king. “May I speak with you?”

	“What have you need to speak to me?”

	“It concerns your rule. Will you rule as your father Solomon did? Will you rule over us with grievous intent? Will you put a heavy yoke around our necks as he did? Will you?”

	“What would you have me do?”

	“Make it lighter. Make the yoke lighter for all Israel’s sake. That way, we will know for surely, you are the king Yisra’el truly needs.”

	Rehoboam nodded, taking in Jeroboam’s words. The words were true and Rehoboam knew it. He understood the rule of his father and how it was grievous amongst the Israelites. Rehoboam turned his back to walk away and Jeroboam reached for his robe.

	“Will you make it lighter?” Jeroboam asked again.

	Rehoboam stood before the congregation with confidence.

	“I will make a decision in three days’ time. But, before I do such a great task, I must seek counsel. I believe Yahweh’s will may be done. For all of Yisra‘el.”

	Rehoboam walked from the congregation as they began to speak amongst themselves. Voices speaking over voices. Conversations going all around the city of Shechem. Elrad watched the congregation as they spoke concerning Rehoboam and he walked away to a place for himself. Jeroboam walked into the congregation. He hoped Rehoboam would take his plea seriously and make it so. The congregation later departed.

	Within the three days, Rehoboam consulted with the old men, those who were under his father’s rule. For they saw what had transpired before in a generation and now they must give word to Rehoboam’s rule, for the young king is uncertain of what to give the Children of Israel. Should he continue his father’s way of rule or should he bring forth a lighter rule, in order for all Israel to be content. Rehoboam sat at the table before the old men, shaking his head. Unable to make a final decision.

	“How do you advise me to respond to the people?” Rehoboam asked. “What should I do? Keep my father’s rule or bring forth a lighter way?”

	“We have a proposition for you, my king.” One of the men said.

	“Please, I would like to hear it.”

	“If you would appear to be like a servant to the congregation and serve them, then this day forth, you will answer them according to their desire. Speak good words to them and they shall be your servants forever.”

	Rehoboam nodded. Taking in the advice from the council.

	“Is that what you believe I should do? Make myself a servant in their eyes? So, they would in turn become servants for my sake and the kingdom’s?”

	“That is what we advise, my king. We know no other alternative. For if you do this, the people will rejoice of your rule once more and contentment will abound by them for all of your rule and your son’s rule and his son’s.”

	Rehoboam nodded. “Thank you for your counsel. I will take it under consideration.”

	The old men showed obeisance toward Rehoboam as they left his sight.

	 

	 

	Two days had passed and Rehoboam had yet to make a decision for Israel. He was torn between the advice of the old men and the request from Jeroboam. On the third day, deep in the night, Rehoboam met with some of the younger men within Shechem. For they met in one of the study rooms within the city. One preserved for the king. They came in a sat among Rehoboam, seeing the concern on his face. For he worried about the people and their response to his decision. The older men had already given him direction on what to do, but, he isn’t certain of that method.

	“What should I do?” Rehoboam asked. “I’m not sure what to do for Israel.”

	“What did the older men advise you to do?”

	“They told me to become a servant amongst the people, to make the rule lighter, and they would in turn become servants to myself and the kingdom.”

	“I see their reasoning for such advice.”

	“The people said they want me to make the yoke which my father put upon the lighter. Is that what I should do? Make it lighter and become a servant to the people and they to me?”

	“Well, we do have a proposition for you.” One had said.

	“I would love to hear it.” Rehoboam said, sitting up in his chair.

	“This you shall speak to the Children of Yisra‘el, you shall continue your father’s way of rule. When they ask of it once more, tell them your little finger shall be thicker than your father’s loins.”

	The second friend entered into the conversation saying, “Now, you shall tell them whereas your father placed upon them a heavy yoke, you shall add to that yoke.”

	The third friend entered and said, “As your father had chastised them with whips, you shall chastise them with scorpions and straps.”

	Rehoboam listened carefully to those words spoken by the younger men. He nodded and a glint of a smile appeared on his face.

	“Thank you for your advice. I’ll consider everything before I speak amongst the congregation.”

	“It is what friends are for our king.”

	The younger men left Rehoboam’s sight and after the three days had passed he stood in front of the congregation. For they all awaited an answer to their futures. Jeroboam was present for the speaking as was Elrad, who stood in the same place as before. Unlike most of Israel, Elrad was still. Calm. Collective. He neither yelled or frowned as the Israelites were doing in the presence of Rehoboam.

	“He’s about to speak.” A young woman said to Elrad. “I hope he delivers what we asked of him.”

	“What he gives will be what his father commanded.” Elrad said. “He’s Solomon’s son. He will behave as Solomon behaved to a degree. So, expect what you already know to come.”

	Rehoboam walked out before the people as they cheered his name, praising Yahweh for their new king. Jeroboam stood in the front of the congregation; his eyes were keen on Rehoboam. Hoping he doesn’t make the same mistake his father did.

	“Children of Yisra‘el, you have asked of me concerning my rule for you all. And after much counsel, I have come to a decision. That decision is clear and final. For I shall not lighten the yoke around your necks.”

	The congregation mumbled in fear, hearing the words coming from Rehoboam. Jeroboam looked with uncertainty as a hint of anger began brewing within him. Elrad stood watch, sensing the dread coming over the Israelites.

	“My father made your yoke heavy and I shall add to that yoke! My father also chastised you all with whips, but I shall chastise you all with scorpions and straps!”

	“We didn’t ask for this!” A man yelled from the congregation. “You’re no better!”

	“Oh, I am better.” Rehoboam responded. “I am much better. For I am bringing forth my father’s rule in greater feats and in greater strengths!”

	The older men stood in the congregation, hanging their heads in shame as they knew he took the advice of the younger men, his friends over theirs. For his friends have no wisdom. No experience. They were just doing what they pleased with Rehoboam. Rehoboam left the sight of the Israelites as they echoed in anger, fear, and dread. Elrad watched as Israel was being divided before his eyes. A tragic sight for one in the twelve tribes. Yet, Elrad had remembered a prophecy spoken by Ahijah the Shilonte, stating that such an action would happen, in order to cause Jeroboam to divide the kingdom of Israel. This was all caused by Yahweh. For it was spoken by his prophet.

	Elrad walked away from the shouting sprees amongst the Children of Israel. For being separate at was the only way he could obtain any sense of peace within a quickly eroding kingdom.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER THREE

	 

	 

	 

	 

	All of Israel were grievous and stricken by Rehoboam’s words and his desire of rule. Jeroboam appeared before them, giving them comfort and a hope for a brighter future. The way Jeroboam spoke to the congregation had given them a thought, that thought became an idea, and that idea became a possibility. They no longer wanted Rehoboam to be their king and to rule over them. They desired Jeroboam. For his speech and his intent towards Israel.

	“What portion do we have in Dawid?” The congregation had asked Rehoboam when in his presence once more. “Neither do we have any inheritance in the son of Jesse?”

	“Return to your tents.” Rehoboam commanded the congregation. “See to your own tents, Yisra’el!”

	The congregation did as Rehoboam commanded and returned to their tents. However, after some time had passed and the anger began to grow amongst the Israelites, they began to separate themselves from Rehoboam and his rule over the kingdom. They demanded to have a new leader to lead them into the future. Most of the Israelites had sided with Jeroboam with only the Children of Judah remaining with Rehoboam. Things were changing. Division was now seen and felt amongst all of Israel. Elrad remained where he stood, in the place of the Tribe of Benjamin.

	 

	A time later, Rehoboam remained in the city of Jerusalem and called into his study, Adoniram. Adoniram was over the tribute to Israel and to the kingdom. Adoniram was the son of Abda, a servant of Yahweh. Adoniram respected Rehoboam for his kingship and his place amongst all Israel.

	“Adoniram, I send you to Shechem to collect the taxes of the people.”

	“My sovereign. I believe the people will not give you the taxes you speak of. For they are angry with you. Very wroth.”

	“Leave that to me. Go and retrieve the taxes and return. We need it done.”

	Adoniram bowed and left Rehoboam’s sight.

	 

	 

	For the ten northern tribes dwelled in the northern part of the kingdom, while the tribes of Benjamin and Judah remained in the southern division of the kingdom. The following day, Adoniram made way to Shechem to speak to the congregation and Elrad was there to see him leave. He knew what would happen to Adoniram and only shook his head in shame of Rehoboam’s decision.

	 

	 

	Adoniram arrived in Shechem and gathered all the Israelites in the city toward him. They knew he was one of Rehoboam’s trusty men and they hesitated to hear any words that would come from his mouth. But, they hoped they would be words of change. Words of hope. A lighter hope. The people amongst him were focused. their faces stiff, but still pliable to a degree. The younger generations were only following what seemed popular, whereas the older generations hoped for what was needed.

	“King Rehoboam has sent me here to collect your labor taxes and to be delivered to him this day.”

	“Taxes?” A man said. “Taxes?! He sends you here so we can give him our wages?!”

	“It’s his rule. He commands it.”

	“Here are our wages. We’re sure Rehoboam will be pleased.”

	At that moment, stones began to fly toward Adoniram. Stones coming from the hands of the congregation. Smashing into his face, arms, legs, stomach, and back. He crouched down to avoid more stones. Yet, they were too much. The stones started to fall atop his head, knocking him unconscious with the following stones signaling the killing blow. Such an assault eventually killed Adoniram. In the distance, Rehoboam was present, sitting atop his horse and he witnessed the stoning. He took off, fleeing back to Jerusalem.

	After the stoning, Jeroboam came before the people and spoke to them of the change and the comfort he could bring. Something in which Rehoboam will not do. Then, it was settled in the hearts of the people to make Jeroboam the king of the northern tribes of Israel. Jeroboam accepted their request and became their king. In the center of Shechem and banner was made and showcased amongst them people. For in Jerusalem, were banners of a violet menorah. In Shechem, a golden menorah shined. Signifying the divided kingdoms of Israel.

	 

