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  Preface


  Myths are tales about gods or divine figures that explain natural phenomena, describe the accomplishments of gods or heroes, and justify social and political structures. Legends are stories of heroes who may be human or superhuman, achieving great deeds. Folklore is a collection of beliefs and stories rooted in a particular cultural setting. However, similar narratives exist worldwide, with only minor variations. Myths and legends possess the unique quality of being anchored in distinct locations while maintaining a broad outline.


  Is it possible that these globally shared stories are based on universal human experiences? Our shared biology and universally equivalent life cycles—from birth to marriage, child rearing, and death—may inspire broadly similar tales of genuine love, struggles, and the quest to transcend the boundary between life and death.


  Love is essential to gods and a recurring motif in many stories. The protagonists in each love story undertake various actions. Love often demands sacrifices, requiring individuals to set aside personal desires. Characters in myths and tales make sacrifices driven by love, and these sacrifices shape the narrative. These stories help us understand human nature and how we behave when we fall in love.


  Acknowledgments


  Myths frequently revolve around ethical or moral issues and provide insight into how others think. Groups that know how to pass on such stories enrich the lives of those who hear them, and those who hear them pass them on to their offspring.


  Family is the foundation of everything we come to know and without the support of my wife Hiromi, my children Cain and Sophia, I would not be the man I am today. I would also like to give a special dedication to Doris Nixon, my mentor and renowned wedding expert. Thank you to all of my friends and wedding industry colleagues who continue to support me.


  Trevor Takasu
 Wedding Producer, Ordained Minister, Author


  [image: Trevor Takasu]


  Legend One


  Solomon and Makeda (980 bce)


  A Jewish Wedding
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  STAR OF DAVID: Seal of Solomon


  Chapter One


  The Rise of Solomon


  In the annals of ancient history, amidst the rolling hills of Bethlehem, there lived an elderly man named Jesse, belonging to the Ephrath clan. Jesse’s youngest son, David, tended to his father’s sheep and journeyed between Bethlehem and Saul’s camp. “Within the expanse of one of these journeys, destiny wove its intricate threads, altering the course of fate.” Jesse entrusted David with provisions for his brothers and the commanding officer at the army camp. Little did they know that this simple errand would change the course of history.


  In the valley of Elah, for forty days and nights, the Philistine giant Goliath taunted the Israelites, challenging them to single combat. On one of those fateful days, armed with nothing but a sling and pebbles, David stepped forward to face the behemoth. With firm courage and divine intervention, he felled Goliath, sending shockwaves through the Philistine ranks. This heroic deed propelled David to fame and eventually to kingship over Judah.


  Meanwhile, Solomon, the offspring of David and Bathsheba, was destined for greatness. Despite his half-brother Adonijah’s scheming to usurp the throne, the prophet Nathan and the priest, Zadok, with Solomon’s mother, ensured Solomon’s rightful succession.


  In a momentous ceremony, Solomon was anointed king, riding into Gihon on his father’s mule amidst the jubilant cries of the people. With the ricochet of trumpets resounding in the air, Solomon ascended to the throne, ushering in an era of peace and prosperity. Solomon ascended to the throne at a mere twelve years old, filled with doubt about his ability to rule. Seeking guidance, he prayed fervently to God at Gibeon, where his earnest plea for wisdom was met with divine favor. Solomon’s reign possessed unparalleled insight and was distinguished by extraordinary feats. He commanded dominion over demons and engaged in discourse with denizens of the wilderness. His mastery transcended mere governance, delving into the realm of the arts, where he orchestrated symphonies, scripted allegories, and fashioned aphorisms. In the domains of botany and zoology, he attained eminence as an esteemed savant.


  One of Solomon’s most famous displays of wisdom came in a harrowing case involving two mothers and a disputed child. Confronted with a perplexing dilemma, Solomon’s judgment revealed the true mother’s selfless love, earning him admiration far and wide. Under Solomon’s enlightened rule, Israel flourished, enjoying an era of peace and prosperity that garnered respect from neighboring nations. Tribute flowed, and commerce thrived, marking Solomon’s reign as a golden age in the annals of history.


  “In his quest to fortify his sovereignty, Solomon embarked on a journey to Egypt, where he took the Pharaoh’s daughter as his bride—a calculated maneuver that cemented alliances with neighboring realms.” With his authority established, Solomon turned his attention to fulfilling his father’s dream: the completion of the Holy Temple. To accomplish this monumental task, Solomon enlisted the help of Hiram, King of Tyre, securing cedar trees for the Temple’s construction. Thousands of laborers, including his own warriors, were dispatched to quarries in northern Israel to extract the necessary stones. To emphasize its sanctity as a place of peace, they forbade axes and weapons on the Temple Mount. After years of meticulous construction, the Temple emerged as a magnificent structure, adorned with gold and revered worldwide.


  The dedication ceremony unfolded as a spectacle of grandeur, orchestrated by Solomon himself, who led the procession to retrieve the revered Ark of the Covenant. Amidst solemn sacrifices and fervent prayers, a feast of unparalleled magnitude ensued, uniting the Jewish populace in jubilant celebration. God, pleased with Solomon’s dedication, made a covenant promising eternal prosperity for his lineage if he remained faithful. Yet, despite his blessings, Solomon felt a void in his life, leading him to construct his own lavish palace—the Lebanon Forest Palace—a marvel of architectural splendor that served as a proof of his power and wealth. Solomon’s reign, with his throne secured and his legacy assured, epitomized a golden era in Israel’s history, distinguished by grandeur, prosperity, and divine favor.


  The Rise of Makeda—Queen of Sheba


  In the lush highlands of Ethiopia, amidst the verdant valleys and majestic mountains, Makeda, daughter of the late king and sister to the fallen prince, stood poised on the precipice of destiny. Her journey to greatness began not in the rich halls of royal palaces, but in the quiet serenity of her father’s palace gardens, where the fragrance of exotic flowers mingled with the melodies of songbirds. Princess Makeda’s upbringing immersed her in the luxury and affection befitting her royal lineage. In her realm, where familial bonds intertwined with opulent splendor, an aura of invincibility seemed to envelop her. Yet, the abrupt departure of her father shattered this utopian facade, plunging Makeda and her kin into the abyss of mourning. With her father’s untimely demise, the weight of leadership descended unanticipated onto Makeda’s shoulders. Though originally intended for her brother, Prince Nourad, fate intervened cruelly, compelling Makeda to assume the mantle of authority over the kingdom of Aksum. The weight of responsibility pressed heavily upon her, thrusting her into a role she had not expected nor prepared for.


  In the quiet confines of her chambers within the Ethiopian Palace, Princess Makeda grappled with the heaviness of sorrow following the untimely passing of her brother, Prince Nourad. The chamber, decked with intricate carvings and silken wall-hangings, shared witness to her mourning as she contemplated the tentative future of the kingdom. In the middle of the candlelight, Makeda’s gaze lingered upon the bronze image of her stepbrother, Tewodros, a figure shrouded in shadows and rumors of tyranny. She wrestled with the looming threat he posed and his delight in the death of Prince Nourad; she resolved to honor her brother’s memory and safeguard the kingdom’s legacy. With each passing moment, her determination grew stronger, fueled by a sense of duty and devotion to her people. In the hush of her chamber, Makeda embarked on a voyage of courage and steadfastness, her determination echoing as resolutely as the ancient stones that laid the groundwork of the Ethiopian Palace. Though the path ahead was fraught with peril, she remained steadfast in her commitment to protect the kingdom and preserve its noble heritage for generations to come.


  ***


  In the solemn Chamber of Council, where the elders of the kingdom convened to deliberate matters of state, the fate of Aksum hung in the balance. Two figures, distinguished in their wisdom and influence, emerged as key players in the deliberations: Elder Gebre and Elder Amira. Elder Gebre, a staunch traditionalist, harbored deep-seated reservations regarding the notion of a woman ascending to the throne. His voice, reverberating with age-old biases and entrenched convictions, found resonance among certain council members, who echoed his sentiments. To them, the notion of Makeda ascending to power appeared laden with peril, a departure from the familiar order that threatened to destabilize the kingdom.


  Conversely, Elder Amira, known for her progressive stance and solid support for Makeda, championed the princess’s cause with fervent conviction. Her impassioned arguments, rooted in a belief in Makeda’s capabilities and vision for the kingdom, countered the prevailing gender bias that threatened to overshadow the council’s deliberations. As the debate raged on within the hallowed chamber, the tension mounted, each side fiercely advocating for their chosen candidate. Elder Gebre, invoking tradition and precedent, argued vehemently in favor of Tewodros, citing his lineage and experience as qualifications worthy of the throne. Yet, Elder Amira countered with compelling arguments for Makeda, highlighting her intelligence, leadership qualities, and steadfast commitment to the welfare of the kingdom.


  In the end, after hours of fervent discourse and thoughtful contemplation, the collective sagacity of the council triumphed. Despite the prevailing gender bias, Elder Amira’s eloquent advocacy on behalf of Makeda captivated the hearts and minds of most council members. Elder Amira shared that from a young age, Makeda had displayed an insatiable thirst for knowledge, and her curious mind was eager to explore the wonders of the world beyond her kingdom’s borders. Under the guidance of her father’s esteemed advisors, she immersed herself in the teachings of the ancient texts, mastering the arts of diplomacy and governance to prepare for her eventual ascension to the throne. On this note, it roused their resounding endorsement. The affirmation of Makeda’s ascension to the throne marked a historic moment in the chronicles of Aksumite.


  ***


  The solemn ceremony for the burial of Prince Nourad began. In the Hall of Ancestors, mourners gathered to pay their final respects to the fallen prince, their deep grief in the dancing candlelight. Meanwhile, within the intimate confines of Makeda’s Circle, her closest confidantes gathered to offer solace and support during this time of mourning. Among them were her trusted friend, Liana, and loyal maid, Zara, whose unwavering loyalty and devotion provided a beacon of strength for Makeda in her darkest hour.


  In the palace kitchens, Elias, the skilled artisan, and his brother, the cook Tesfaye, moved with quiet determination, their hands working in unison to craft a feast befitting a solemn occasion. Yet, amidst their tasks, they exchanged whispered words of encouragement with Makeda, silently advocating for her rightful place on the throne while dispelling the rumors that circulated within and beyond the palace walls. As the burial ceremony drew to a close, Makeda emerged from the Hall of Ancestors, her heart heavy with grief yet emboldened by the untiring support of her circle. With each step, she felt the burden of responsibility upon her shoulders, knowing that the fate of the kingdom now rested in her hands. With Liana and Zara by her side, and the quiet reassurance of Elias and Tesfaye’s whispered words, Makeda resolved to face the challenges ahead with courage and determination. Despite the challenges that lay along the path to rulership, she remained steadfast, knowing that with the unwavering backing of her inner circle, victory was inevitable. With their support, she envisioned a future adorned with prosperity and tranquility, poised to usher in a new era of splendor for the kingdom of Aksum.


  ***


  As the final mourners took their leave from the Hall of Ancestors, Elder Amira approached Princess Makeda with a grave countenance. In a reverent whisper, she conveyed the council’s verdict, each syllable heavy with the gravity of fate. Makeda’s heart swelled with a blend of astonishment and thankfulness as the weighty truth of her imminent reign settled upon her. In the ensuing days, preparations unfolded for Makeda’s formal coronation, heralding her ascent to the throne as the illustrious queen of Sheba. Amidst the grandeur of the Ethiopian Palace, dignitaries from far and wide gathered to witness the historic event. With the support of her circle and the guidance of Elder Amira, Makeda stood resolute as she ascended the throne, her coronation marking the dawn of a new era for the kingdom of Aksum.


  As the crown was placed upon her head, Makeda felt a surge of pride and responsibility wash over her. With unwavering determination, she pledged to rule with wisdom and compassion, ensuring the prosperity and well-being of her people for generations to come. Thus, with the blessings of her ancestors and the unwavering support of her devoted subjects, Queen Makeda embarked upon her reign, poised to etch her name indelibly upon the annals of history.


  Chapter Two


  Rumors of the Fame of Jedidiah


  In the quiet moments of reflection, Makeda nurtured her love for the arts and sciences, finding inspiration in the beauty of nature and the rich tapestry of Ethiopian culture. She reveled in the company of poets and scholars, whose words kindled her imagination and fueled her passion for learning. But deep within her heart, Makeda harbored a yearning for a connection that transcended the boundaries of politics and power—a longing for a soul mate whose spirit resonated with her own. And it was this longing that would propel her on a journey of discovery, leading her to encounters that would shape the course of her destiny.


  In the decade since her ascension to the throne as Queen of Sheba, Makeda of Ethiopia had proven herself to be a ruler of remarkable intellect and foresight. Despite her pagan beliefs, she placed a high value on wisdom and diplomacy, recognizing their power to shape the destiny of nations. Endowed with a keen sense of commerce and diplomacy, Makeda had worked tirelessly to elevate Sheba to prominence on the world stage. Under her leadership, the kingdom flourished, its reputation for wealth and sophistication spreading far and wide. Sheba became renowned for its exquisite perfumes and spices, coveted by kingdoms across within Africa, India, and the Mediterranean. The kingdom’s exports, including precious commodities like gold, frankincense, and myrrh, brought prosperity to its people and cemented Sheba’s position as a major player in the global marketplace.


  ***


  In the company of her trusted friends, Liana and Zara. Liana, known for her keen intellect and sharp wit, had a knack for uncovering the juiciest morsels of gossip, while Zara, the loyal maid and confidante, showcased her gift for weaving captivating tales.


  It was Liana who first brought tidings of Solomon’s fame to Makeda’s attention, her words laden with the weight of truth. “Have you heard the rumors, my dear Makeda?” she would say, her eyes alight with excitement. “They speak of a king unlike any other—a man of incomparable wisdom and boundless wealth. It is said his kingdom is a marvel to behold, adorned with treasures from every corner of the earth.” They say to her that even his name is God given, ‘Jedidiah,’ the ‘Beloved of God.’


  Zara, ever the discerning witness of events, would interject her own discerning perspectives into the conversation, weaving narratives of Solomon’s illustrious renown as a benefactor of the arts and sciences. “They say he is a lover of knowledge and a seeker of truth,” she would say, her voice tinged with awe. “His court is a haven for poets and scholars, who flock to his side to bask in the brilliance of his intellect.”


  As whispers of Solomon’s renown echoed far and wide, carried by the tales shared among Makeda’s companions, the princess found herself increasingly drawn to the enigmatic king and his realm. With each passing mention, her curiosity ignited, and her resolve strengthened. Thus, with a heart aflame with determination and curiosity, she resolved to seek an audience with Solomon, driven by a fervent desire to unveil the truths hidden behind the captivating whispers that had ensnared her imagination.


  Chapter Three


  Journey to Jerusalem


  Driven by a fervent curiosity and a desire to discern the truth behind the tales that had reached her kingdom, Queen Makeda embarked on a daring journey to Jerusalem, a city situated fifteen hundred miles to the north. Undeterred by the distance, she orchestrated a procession of camels, burdened with opulent treasures, traversing the desert sands in a regal display of wealth and splendor—priceless spices, sparkling diamonds, and a staggering four and a half tons of gold, symbols of Sheba’s wealth and prosperity.


  Her purpose was twofold: to ascertain whether King Solomon lived up to the lofty reputation that preceded him, and to explore the possibility of forging a lucrative commercial agreement between their kingdoms. With determination burning bright within her heart, Makeda set forth on this odyssey of discovery. Her mind abuzz with anticipation and her spirit alight with the promise of adventure.


  ***


  As Makeda embarked on her camel caravan journey through the vast expanse of the desert, she found herself enveloped by the ever-shifting sands that stretched as far as the eye could see. The caravan moved steadily, the rhythmic sway of the camels carrying them across the arid landscape with determination and purpose. Under the scorching sun, Makeda’s entourage pressed onward, their faces shielded from the relentless glare by flowing robes and intricately woven headscarves. Despite the harsh environment, an atmosphere of anticipation enveloped the caravan, propelling them forward with a sense of excitement and hope.


  As they traveled through the desert, Makeda found herself captivated by the beauty and grandeur of the barren landscape. Towering sand dunes rose and fell like waves upon an ocean of sand, their golden hues shimmering in the intense heat of the sun. Occasionally, a mirage would materialize on the horizon, teasing the weary travelers with visions of lush oases and refreshing waters.


  In the midst of the breathtaking desert landscape, danger skulked in the shadows, concealed beneath the ever-moving sands. One fateful night, as the caravan rested beneath a starlit sky, a band of desert raiders, their faces veiled and weapons glistening under the moon’s glow, descended upon them. A fierce struggle erupted, swords clashing and battle cries rending the tranquil air. Yet, buoyed by Makeda’s unwavering courage and determination, her companions rallied to her side, their steadfast resolve to defend their queen, propelling them to fight with unparalleled ferocity. In the end, our forces vanquished the raiders, scattering their ranks to the winds, but not without cost. Several members of the caravan had fallen in the skirmish, their sacrifice a solemn reminder of the dangers that lurked in the unforgiving wilderness. Undeterred by the trials they had faced, Makeda and her companions pressed onward, their spirits undaunted by the challenges that lay ahead. For they knew that beyond the horizon awaited a destiny that beckoned them with the promise of greatness, a destiny that would forever alter the course of history.


  ***


  As Makeda’s camel caravan made its way through the rest of the desert, they encountered a group of prominent Egyptian magicians. They are renowned far and wide for their mastery of the arcane arts.


  With honeyed words and beguiling smiles, the magicians sought to entice Makeda and her companions into partaking of their wares, promising treasures beyond imagining and secrets whispered in the shadows of ancient tombs. Yet, beneath their veneer of charm and allure, lay a darker purpose, one that sought to ensnare the unwary and extract from them a hefty toll.


  Among their myriad performances, they presented a spectacle of prestidigitation, defying comprehension and stretching the boundaries of reality. With a flourish of their hands, the magicians conjured forth a chest of radiant gold, adorned with gemstones that glittered in the desert sunlight. “This chest,” proclaimed the lead magician, his voice dripping with honeyed charm, “contains treasures beyond imagining, riches that would make even the gods themselves weep with envy. But only those of pure heart and unwavering faith may lay claim to its bounty. Are you willing to test your mettle, oh Queen of Sheba?”


  Queen Makeda observed the chest with a blend of interest and caution, her sharp mind searching for any hint of deceit amid the mesmerizing display of illusion. Though she acquiesced with a subtle nod, her determination remained unyielding. With practiced skill, the magicians unveiled the chest, unveiling its treasures before the gathered audience. Within lay a magnificent assortment of jewels and precious metals, their radiance nearly overwhelming. Yet, she remained vigilant, alert to any subtle cues that might reveal the truth behind the spectacle. First, she observed the slight hesitation in the gestures of the lead magician as he summoned forth the chest of treasures. Despite his attempts to mask it with an air of confidence, Makeda noticed the fleeting flicker of uncertainty that crossed his features, a telltale sign of deception concealed beneath a veneer of charm.


  As the chest was opened, unveiling its supposed treasures, Makeda’s sharp intuition caught a subtle distortion in the air, a faint shimmer that rippled across the surface of the riches. Though barely discernible to the untrained observer, this anomaly hinted at the illusory nature of the contents, casting doubt upon the magicians’ extravagant claims of boundless wealth.


  Last, Makeda observed the reaction of the crowd, noting the fleeting expressions of awe and wonder that quickly gave way to skepticism and suspicion. Though the magicians sought to dazzle their audience with their feats of magic, Makeda sensed a growing trace of doubt that rippled through the gathered throng, a silent acknowledgment of the deception that lay hidden beneath the surface. Soon, Makeda pieced together the puzzle of the magicians’ trickery, drawing upon her keen intellect and astute powers of observation to unravel the mysteries that surrounded her. And as the illusion began to falter and fade, she stood poised on the brink of revelation, ready to expose the truth that lay concealed within the shadows of deceit. In the final reckoning, Queen Makeda unveiled the magicians’ deceit, invoking the ancient wisdom of her forebears to pierce through the veils of illusion that ensnared her companions’ minds. In that moment of profound clarity and enlightenment, she emerged triumphant, her spirit unyielding in the face of deception.


  Chapter Four


  Into the Palace of Solomon


  Upon her arrival at Jerusalem, Queen Makeda’s caravan commanded attention even before it came into view. From afar, the glint of sunlight danced upon the golden treasures carried by her camels, pitching shining reflections that beckoned to onlookers. The heady scent of exotic spices filled the air, carried on the gentle breeze that heralded the queen’s approach. As Makeda’s procession approached the city gates, the bustling streets of Jerusalem stirred with anticipation. Residents and travelers alike halted their daily endeavors to witness the arrival of the illustrious queen and her retinue, captivated by the opulence and grandeur on display. Leading the procession, Makeda rode atop a majestic camel adorned with sumptuous fabrics and ornate jewels, her regal aura demanding immediate attention. With an aura of grace, stature tall and dignified, and a steady gaze emanated confidence. Her ebony locks poured in lustrous waves around her shoulders, ornamented with jewels that glimmered like stars against the milieu of her dark hair. Draped in robes of the finest silk, woven with threads of gold, and laced with knotty patterns, Makeda’s attire spoke of her wealth and status as the Queen of Sheba. Each fold of fabric seemed to catch the light, casting a radiant glow upon her as she rode at the forefront of her caravan. Striking refinement marked her countenance, her eyes ablaze with keen intellect and insatiable curiosity. Beside her stood her faithful maid servants, their every movement a testament to years of unwavering dedication and devotion. Trailing behind, a contingent of male attendants marched with disciplined precision, their unwavering strength and loyalty palpable with each resolute step.


  As the caravan entered the gates of Jerusalem, Makeda beheld the splendor of Solomon’s kingdom with awe and admiration. The city’s towering walls rose majestically before her, their ancient stones bearing witness to centuries of history and tradition. From the busy markets to the grand palace of King Solomon, she marveled at its magnificence and splendor built over thirteen years to achieve such awe-inspiring grandeur. The peripheral walls rose high into the sky, crafted meticulously from enormous blocks of high-quality stone, each cut with precision and trimmed to exact measure on all sides. She was quick to notice one that stood out prominently—the Palace of the Forest of Lebanon. Standing a formidable one hundred and fifty feet in length, seventy-five feet in width, and soaring to a height of forty-five feet, the hall stood as a testament to architectural mastery. Four rows of majestic cedar pillars graced its expanse, their sturdy forms supporting grand cedar beams that adorned the ceiling with majestic splendor. The artisans of the king arranged forty-five side rooms in three tiers along the sides, with each tier containing fifteen chambers. Windows lined the walls, allowing natural light to filter into the wide, rich space.


  Adjacent to the Palace of the Forest of Lebanon stood the Hall of Pillars, a structure measuring seventy-five feet long and forty-five feet wide. A grand porch enveloped the entrance, complemented by an awning supported by sturdy pillars. Solomon’s throne room, known as the Hall of Justice, was another marvel to behold. Paneled with cedar from floor to ceiling, it served as the king’s seat of authority, where he presided over legal matters with wisdom and impartiality. Surrounding the throne room were the living quarters, meticulously constructed with the same attention to detail. Here, Solomon resided in regal splendor, alongside his beloved wife, Pharaoh’s daughter, whose living quarters mirrored his own in grandeur.


  Upon Makeda’s arrival at Solomon’s palace, the king personally greeted her with utmost grace, extending his hospitality to her and her extensive retinue. The opulent halls of the palace offered every conceivable comfort and amenity, leaving Makeda and her companions wanting for nothing during their sojourn. After indulging in a rejuvenating bath and donning fresh attire, Makeda proceeded to Solomon’s private chamber, where he awaited her presence with eager anticipation. Dressed in a simple white tunic adorned with modest jewelry, she entered the room to find Solomon standing before her, a paragon of regal dignity. In a gesture that surprised Makeda, Solomon greeted her not as a foreign queen, but as an equal—an acknowledgment of her sovereignty and stature. This display of respect spoke volumes of Solomon’s character, revealing not only his renowned wisdom but also his reverence for all humanity. As they conversed, Makeda articulated the purpose of her visit to Solomon, expressing her desire to establish a meaningful connection between their kingdoms. Solomon listened attentively, his demeanor reflecting a genuine interest in Makeda’s intentions and aspirations. In response, Solomon graciously offered his palace as Makeda’s temporary residence, extending an open invitation for her to stay as long as she desired. In a magnificent display of goodwill, friendship, and unparalleled diplomacy, he extended his hand. And she, amidst the grandeur of her new home, couldn’t help but feel a profound admiration for the king who enveloped her in an embrace of warmth and respect, ushering her into a realm of boundless possibilities.


  Chapter Five


  Riddles and Metaphors


  In the lush courtyard, Makeda and Solomon engaged in their profound exchange. Makeda posed a series of enigmatic riddles, each one designed to test the depths of Solomon’s wisdom.


  “In the realm of the heavens, I dwell, yet I am closer than the air you breathe. I am the harbinger of light, yet I cast no shadow. What am I?” Makeda challenged, her voice carrying the weight of centuries-old mysteries.


  Without hesitation, Solomon responded, his eyes alight with understanding. “You speak of the sun,” he declared, his voice resonating with confidence. “It is the celestial orb that illuminates the heavens, yet its brilliance knows no shadow.”


  Undiscouraged, Makeda pressed on with another riddle, her words laced with intrigue. “I am the beginning of eternity, the end of time and space. I am the beginning of every end, and the end of every place. What am I?”


  Solomon pondered the riddle for a moment before offering his response. “You speak of the letter ‘E’,” he proclaimed, his answer revealing a keen intellect. “It is the symbol of eternity, the first letter of ‘end’ and the last letter of ‘space,’ encapsulating the essence of beginnings and endings.”


  Moved by Solomon’s wisdom, Makeda broached another pressing matter that weighed heavily on her heart. “O King of Kings,” she began, her voice tinged with concern, “I am confronted with a familial challenge that threatens the harmony of my kingdom. My stepbrother, Tewodros, harbors resentment and seeks to sow discord within our realm. How can I, as queen, navigate this delicate situation, pacifying him or perhaps persuading him to depart without inflicting harm?”


  Solomon listened intently to Makeda’s plight, his ridge wrinkled in contemplation. “In matters of family strife, the path to resolution often lies in fostering understanding and reconciliation,” he advised, his tone measured yet compassionate. “Seek to understand the grievances that weigh heavy on Tewodros’ heart and offer him a listening ear. Through open dialogue and empathy, strive to find common ground and a peaceful resolution.


  Should his motives clash irreconcilably with the sanctity of your kingdom’s well-being, it may demand of you to enact measures safeguarding the equilibrium and concord of your realm, shielding your subjects from the specter of harm.


  Matters of the Heart


  Days turned into weeks. Makeda found herself immersed in the captivating world of Solomon’s royal court. One evening, Makeda received an invitation from Solomon to dine in the grandiose banquet hall of his palace, a setting of sumptuousness and splendor that left her breathless.


  As Makeda crossed the threshold into the hall, she was immediately struck by the regal protocol meticulously observed by Solomon’s attendants. Clad in garments of the finest silk and bedecked with jewels that shimmered in the ambient light, the maids of Solomon moved with a graceful elegance as they catered to the needs of the assembled guests. The dinner table itself was a sight to behold, resplendent with luxurious fabrics cascading in folds, each embroidered with intricate designs that whispered tales of opulence and sophistication. As the meal began, Makeda found herself unable to tear her gaze away from the spectacle before her. An abundance of exotic dishes and delicacies from across the kingdom adorned the table, creating a sumptuous feast fit for royalty. Succulent meats, fragrant spices, and colorful fruits garnished the table, tantalizing her senses and whetting her appetite.


  Yet, despite the lavish spread before her, Makeda could not concentrate on her dinner. The grandeur of Solomon’s court enveloped her, its elaborate rituals and customs dominating her senses. She marveled at the meticulous attention to detail, the flawless choreography of the servants, and the pervasive air of refinement that suffused the hall. As she dined in the company of Solomon, surrounded by the trappings of royalty, Makeda realized she was witnessing a world unlike any she had ever known. And in that moment, she felt a profound sense of awe and reverence for the king who presided over it all, his wisdom and magnificence shining brightly in the splendor of his court.


  ***


  Set within the inner chambers of the palace, Makeda and Solomon engaged in a profound exchange of gifts and wisdom. Fascinating designs adorned the room, depicting scenes of ancient battles and legendary heroes. Rich carpets covered the marble floors, muffling the sound of footsteps as the two rulers conversed. In the center of the room stood a grand table, carved from the finest cedar wood, and inlaid with patterns of gold and precious stones. On its surface lay the treasures that Makeda had brought as gifts for the king—golden artifacts, fragrant spices, and glittering jewels that sparkled in the soft light that filtered through the windows. While they conversed, Makeda and Solomon sat on intricately carved thrones, their faces illuminated by the soft glow of oil lamps hanging from the walls. The air was rich with the heady aroma of exotic spices, intertwining seamlessly with the delicate fragrance of flowers that wafted throughout the room.


  In the sanctuary of their intimate exchange, Makeda bared her soul to Solomon, unveiling her deepest hopes, fears, and aspirations for the days ahead. With every utterance, she experienced a profound tranquility enveloping her, as though an unseen hand had gently lifted the burdens of the world from her weary shoulders. And as Solomon spoke of the wisdom of seeking guidance from God, Makeda sensed a deep resonance within her soul. She knew that in God’s presence, she would find the answers she sought—not as tangible riches or material wealth, but in the quiet assurance of His love and guidance.


  Daily, Solomon found himself captivated by the queen’s wisdom and beauty. Unlike the hundreds of wives and concubines he had married for political alliances, Makeda stirred something deep within his soul. Her grace and intelligence set her apart from all the other women he had known.


  Solomon, in a rare moment of vulnerability, was seized by emotion at the sight of Makeda. With hands trembling, he reached for parchment and quill, his heart bursting with words he could not suppress. In a voice brimming with passion, he began to recite verses from his Song of Solomon, his love for Makeda cascading forth in a torrent of poetic expression. “Behold, you are beautiful, my love, behold, you are beautiful!” he exclaimed, his voice resonating with heartfelt sincerity. “Your eyes are doves behind your veil; you have hair like a flock of goats leaping down the slopes of Gilead. Your lips are like a scarlet thread, and your mouth is lovely. Your cheeks are like halves of a pomegranate behind your veil.” As he spoke, Solomon’s words flowed like a river. With each verse, he expressed his deep affection for Makeda, his desire to be near her, to cherish her, and to hold her close, and as Makeda listened to Solomon’s heartfelt words. Her heart danced with a symphony of joy and trepidation, a delicate balance between elation and unease. Aware of the potential complexities arising from the king’s affection and the intricate web of kingdom relationships, she found herself torn. Yet faced with his impassioned declaration, she could not ignore the stirring of her own emotions, a tempestuous tide threatening to engulf her in its embrace.


  ***


  Amidst the palace gardens, where the air saturated with the intoxicating fragrance of blooming flowers, Solomon and Makeda embarked on a journey of conversation. Their words delved into the labyrinthine depths of their emotions, navigating the intricate pathways of their burgeoning feelings and the weighty ramifications of their respective kingdoms. “I cannot deny the way you make me feel, Makeda,” Solomon confessed, his voice soft with sincerity. “Your presence brings me a sense of peace and joy that I have never known before. And yet, I cannot help but wonder—what will become of us? What will our love mean for our kingdoms?”


  Makeda’s heart swelled with emotion as she listened to Solomon’s words, her own feelings mirrored in his eyes. “I feel it too, Solomon,” she admitted, her voice trembling with emotion. “But I fear the consequences of our love. My people look to me for guidance and leadership, and I cannot afford to let my personal desires cloud my judgment.”


  Solomon nodded with concern. “I understand, Makeda,” he said gently. “But perhaps our love can be a force for good in the world. Together, we can forge alliances between our kingdoms, fostering peace and prosperity for all our people. We can lead by example, showing that love knows no boundaries, and that unity is stronger than division.”


  Makeda’s heart soared at Solomon’s words, her fears momentarily forgotten in the warmth of his embrace. “Yes, Solomon,” she whispered, her voice filled with determination. “Let us build a future together, one where love and compassion reign supreme. For if our love can bring hope to our kingdoms, then surely it is worth any sacrifice.” As she spoke these words, a thought came to pass how she felt. Solomon’s wisdom, animals’ speech, A prolific writer, builds at his peak.


  In the embrace of the moonlit garden, their hands intertwined in an unbreakable bond, Solomon and Makeda sensed the transformative power of their love. It shimmered like a guiding light, illuminating a world steeped in shadows and conflict. With each stride toward their intertwined fate, their hearts resonated in perfect harmony, a testament to a love destined to transcend the bounds of time, steadfast and eternal. Makeda’s announcement of her impending departure to Aksum cast a shadow over the evening, leaving Solomon grappling with conflicting emotions. As they sat together at the private dinner, the weight of Makeda’s departure hung heavy in the air, unspoken but keenly felt.


  Solomon’s lips touched the wine, but his heart tasted worry. “Makeda, my dear, I cannot bear the thought of you leaving,” he confessed, his voice tinged with sadness. “But I understand your duty to your people. Now more than ever, Aksum needs your wisdom and leadership.”


  Makeda nodded, her own heart heavy with the weight of responsibility. “I know, Solomon,” she replied softly. “But it pains me to leave you, knowing that our time together may be limited. I have grown to care for you deeply, and the thought of being apart fills me with sorrow.”


  Their conversation meandered through the pathways of their kingdoms’ futures, weaving seamlessly with the gentle melodies that danced in the air. With each exchange, the tension between them dissipated, giving way to an enveloping warmth and mutual comprehension. But, as the evening wore on and the wine flowed freely, their inhibitions faded, giving way to a raw, unbridled passion that neither could deny. In the heat of the moment, their desires overcame their reservations, and they surrendered to the undeniable pull of their love.


  As they lay tousled in each other’s arms, bathed in the soft glow of the moonlight, Solomon felt a surge of emotion unlike anything he had ever experienced before. “Makeda,” he whispered, his voice trembling with emotion. “Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”


  Makeda’s heart soared at his words, her own feelings mirrored in his eyes. “Yes, Solomon,” she replied, her voice filled with joy. “I will marry you, and together we will build a future filled with love and prosperity for our kingdoms.” And as they sealed their vows with a tender kiss, in the depth of their souls, they harbored the certainty that their love was destined to endure beyond the confines of mortal time, transcending the vast expanse of distance to intertwine their hearts in eternal unity.


  Chapter Six


  The Wedding


  The news of Solomon and Makeda’s impending wedding spread like wildfire throughout the streets of Jerusalem, igniting a palpable sense of anticipation and excitement among the people. In the bustling markets and crowded squares, whispers of the royal union filled the air, mingling with the vibrant sounds of merchants hawking their wares and children playing on the cobblestone streets. Within the palace walls, preparations were well underway for the grand event. Servants bustled back and forth, attending to every detail with the utmost care. Fragrant flowers and flickering candles adorned the halls, enveloping the surroundings in a warm and inviting glow. In the days preceding the wedding, a succession of elaborate rituals and ceremonies unfolded, each imbued with the profound significance of Solomon and Makeda’s union. Priests invoked blessings upon the couple, while musicians diligently rehearsed melodies to grace the air on their momentous day.


  In one of the ancient Jewish engagement rituals, Solomon and Makeda took part in a symbolic ceremony known as the “Kiddushin,” or sanctification. In this ritual, they exchanged betrothal gifts as a sign of their commitment to one another. Solomon presented Makeda with a precious jewel, symbolizing his love and devotion, while Makeda offered Solomon a beautifully crafted piece of artwork, symbolizing her pledge to support and honor him as his wife. As they exchanged these tokens of affection, the priests recited blessings, invoking divine favor upon their union. This ritual served as a solemn and sacred precursor to their forthcoming wedding, symbolizing the beginning of their journey together as husband and wife.


  Amidst the flurry of wedding preparations, on the inaugural day, the mothers of both bride and groom, joined by their dearest companions, convened in the hushed solemnity of the men’s chamber to partake in the age-old tradition of plate breaking. With solemn determination, Makeda’s mother, Queen Ismenie ‘the former Queen of Sheba’ and Solomon’s mother Bathsheba ‘King’s Mother’ stood side by side, each holding a plate in hand. As the stepping of their footsteps faded into the room, they raised their chosen tools—a hammer and the sturdy edge of a table.
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