
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


King of Time

Dear reader,

This novel is the product of the author’s imagination, carrying within its folds worlds and events woven by thought to take you on a journey beyond the bounds of reality. Although some incidents may intersect with real-world events or figures, such similarities are purely coincidental and should not be regarded as reflections of actual facts or positions.

This story seeks to offer a creative narrative experience—one that stirs the intellect, provokes questions, and invites an exploration of the concepts of time and destiny within a fictional framework. Therefore, any personal interpretation or individual understanding of the content remains solely the reader’s responsibility; the author bears no liability for such readings.

Ultimately, King of Time is, above all, a literary work meant to entertain and spark the imagination, far removed from any interpretations or projections beyond the text itself. We wish you an enjoyable read and hope these pages carry you into a realm of wonder and mystery.
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​Chapter One: The First Encounter — Year 5G4 AD

Safed, Year 594 AD

It was a cold morning in Safed, the fog slipping between stone alleyways as though the city itself hid its secrets from prying eyes. At Wahb School, where students from across the East gathered, the boy Benjamin Al-As sat in a corner of the courtyard, watching the caravan arriving from Iraq.

The newcomers wore heavy cloaks, their camels laden with books and manuscripts. At the head of the caravan rode a fourteen-year-old boy with a steady gaze and a composure rare for his age.

Nehemiah ben Hosheil, son of the great rabbi of al-Mada’in, of the tribe of Judah.

Benjamin approached, drawn by the newcomer’s calm confidence, as though fate itself

had orchestrated the meeting.

Benjamin (curiously): “You’re new here, aren’t you? Where have you come from?” Nehemiah (steadily): “From Iraq. My father, Rabbi Hosheil, sent me here to seek wisdom.” Benjamin smiled, as if he saw in the boy more than a mere student.

Benjamin: “Then you are a great man’s son. But wisdom doesn’t only come from books—it comes from journeys, from meeting people, from understanding the world.”

Nehemiah studied him, then replied in a quiet voice that carried hidden strength: Nehemiah: “Wisdom begins with knowing oneself. Do you know yourself, Benjamin?” The question surprised him, leaving a mark. It was more than small talk—it was a test. Benjamin (with a faint smile): “Perhaps I’m searching, the same way you are.”

––––––––
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​Chapter Two: Weeks of Knowledge and Doubt

Wahb School, Safed — the following weeks

Their meeting was no passing friendship; it became an ongoing dialogue between two minds after truth.

In the first days they debated sacred texts, the philosophy of rule, and the fate of the Jews under Byzantine power. Yet something else crept into their talks—something for which Benjamin was unprepared.

One dawn during prayers in Safed’s synagogue, a rabbi whispered to him:

Rabbi Elijah: “Do you realize who your friend is?”

Benjamin (startled): “Nehemiah? He’s a student, like the rest of us.”

Rabbi Elijah: “He is more than that. An ancient prophecy speaks of the Messiah, son of Judah, the awaited king who will restore Israel’s glory. Nehemiah... fits the description exactly.”

Benjamin glanced at Nehemiah praying devoutly. He said nothing, yet inside him an idea took root—one he could not escape.

If Nehemiah was the Messiah, son of Judah, what did that make him?

Benjamin himself was of the tribe of Joseph, and the texts foretold another Messiah—one who would prepare the way for the king yet never live to see the victory:

The Messiah, son of Joseph.

Could that be his fate? Was he the one destined to wield the sword that cleared a path for Nehemiah, only to die for it?

––––––––
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​Chapter Three: The End of the Encounter and the Beginning of Doubt

The last day in Safed, before Nehemiah’s departure for Iraq

They sat beneath an ancient olive tree where they had debated for hours, but this time silence dominated.

Benjamin: “Have you ever thought of being more than a student—of playing a part in

changing the world?”

Nehemiah (with a wry smile): “Benjamin, you love grand dreams. But I am only a man seeking wisdom, nothing more.”

Benjamin: “Perhaps. Yet the world sees something else in you. If destiny has chosen you, will you ignore it?”

Nehemiah gazed at him for a long moment, then spoke softly, a hidden weight behind his words:

Nehemiah: “Destiny doesn’t ask our opinion, Benjamin. It chooses us, ready or not.”

Benjamin realized then his life would not be ordinary. If Nehemiah was Messiah son of Judah, was he himself Messiah son of Joseph?

Was that truly his fate?

––––––––
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​Chapter Four: Letters Between Two Friends

Safed — al-Mada’in, Iraq | Years 594 – 609 AD

The distance never broke their friendship. Letters flew between Benjamin Al-As and Nehemiah ben Hosheil, filled with deep debate that leapt beyond law and exegesis into politics, destiny, and the end of days.

Every letter posed a fresh question, a new idea, as though the two sought to decode history before it unfolded.

––––––––
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​Scene 1: A Letter from Nehemiah to Benjamin — 538 AD


To Benjamin Al-As, Safed

Benjamin, my friend,

Four years have passed since I left Safed, yet I feel our conversation unfinished. Here in Iraq, at the synagogue of Pumbedita, the very questions we asked beneath the olive tree still echo. The rabbis speak of Byzantine weakness, the Persian ascent, and prophecies of the last days.

But there is something else I cannot dismiss. Some rabbis speak of the awaited Messiah, a man of Judah who will lead our people to deliverance. I hear them whisper my name, as they once did in Safed. Is this my fate, Benjamin? Am I that man?

I want you to come to Iraq—Pumbedita, al-Mada’in—where ideas shaping the world are taking form. There are matters we must discuss face to face.

Nehemiah ben Hosheil



​Scene 2: A Letter from Benjamin to Nehemiah — C00 AD


To Nehemiah ben Hosheil, al-Mada’in

Nehemiah,

I have read your letter many times, as if searching between its lines for what you did not write. You ask whether you are the awaited Messiah, but the real question is: do you wish to be?

In Safed, the rabbis speak of something else—not Messiah son of Judah, but Messiah son of Joseph: the man who will prepare the way yet never see the victory. Do you know what they say? They say this man will hail from the tribe of Joseph, will wield the sword that clears the path for the king, and will die for it.

I am of the tribe of Joseph, Nehemiah. Is this my destiny? Am I that man?

I will visit Iraq soon. There are matters we must discuss, not in letters, but eye to eye. Benjamin Al-As

––––––––
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​Chapter Five: A Meeting in Iraq — 602 AD

Pumbedita Synagogue, Iraq

After years of letters, Benjamin at last arrived in Iraq, to the synagogue of Pumbedita, where Nehemiah awaited him.

The encounter differed from their first in Safed. They were no longer merely students seeking wisdom, but men who understood the world was changing—and that they might stand at the heart of that change.

Nehemiah (quietly): “I read your letter, Benjamin. Do you truly believe you are Messiah son of Joseph?”

Benjamin (softly): “I do not know. But I know this—if you are Messiah son of Judah,

someone must prepare your way.”

Nehemiah held his gaze a long while, then spoke with the same unseen weight:

Nehemiah: “Destiny doesn’t ask our opinion, Benjamin. It chooses us, whether we are

ready or not.”

​Chapter Six: A Return to Safed — 605 AD

Safed Synagogue, Palestine

After Benjamin’s visit to Iraq, it was Nehemiah’s turn to come to Safed.

This meeting felt deeper—far more perilous.

Benjamin: “Things are changing quickly, Nehemiah. The Persians grow stronger, the Byzantines weaker. Are we ready for what’s coming?”

Nehemiah: “The question isn’t whether we’re ready, but whether we’re able to change what’s coming.”

Benjamin: “Do you think these are the last days? Are we living in the time of prophecy?”

Nehemiah: “If we are, what then? Shall we merely wait—or become part of history?”

––––––––
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​Chapter Seven: An Audience with Kavnai — 60G AD

Al-Mada’in, Iraq

Night was retreating into a dark-blue dawn when Benjamin Al-As entered the house of

Kavnai, grandfather of Nehemiah ben Hosheil and one of the senior rabbis of al-Mada’in.

Kavnai, more than eighty years old, carried an undimmed brilliance in his eyes. He sat enthroned among rabbis and merchants while Benjamin stood before him, ready to unveil a daring plan.

​The Dialogue with Kavnai


Kavnai (quiet yet firm): “I’ve heard of you, Benjamin Al-As. They say you’re a man of vision, but visions alone do not make history. Tell me, why have you come to me?”

Benjamin glanced at Nehemiah seated beside his grandfather, then answered confidently:

Benjamin: “Because I believe this is an historic moment—one that can change our

people’s fate. Emperor Heraclius weakens, and the Persians under Khosrow II grow strong.

If we ally with the Persians, we can liberate Jerusalem—not as invaders, but as partners.”

Murmurs swept the gathered rabbis—astonishment in some eyes, anxiety in others.

Rabbi Nahum (sharply): “You propose that we go to war? Have you forgotten what happened when we backed the Persians before? They turned on us!”

Benjamin (calm but resolute): “Back then we had no leverage; we were mere followers. This time we can be partners. We have wealth, we have men, we have knowledge. If we give Khosrow support, we will earn a place in Jerusalem’s future.”

Rabbi Elijah (skeptical): “And how do you guarantee the Persians won’t betray us?”

Benjamin: “Because they need us as we need them. They seek control of Syria-Palestine but require an internal ally. We know the roads, the cities, how to govern them. If we bind ourselves into their strategy, they cannot discard us easily.”

Kavnai studied Benjamin a long while, then spoke in a low voice heavy with decision:

Kavnai: “You speak like a leader, Benjamin—but leadership is not words; it is

responsibility. Are you prepared to bear it?”
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