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			Introduction


			It was one week after the publication of Via Crucis Via Lucis: The Way of the Cross The Way of the Light and I was feeling pretty good that I managed to publish my first book as a work of contemporary Christian literature for the Easter period. That was October 2023, and it had taken about a year to put together and work out how to get it into the hands of people who might read it. 


			Naturally, I was on a high and felt a sense of relief and satisfaction. But it begged the question, “What’s next, Smithy?” not intending at all to write straight away.


			I wasn’t prepared for the answer that popped into my head, but it became quite obvious that the Easter story published just before Christmas wasn’t perfect timing for that book. Instead, it should have been the Christmas story.


			And that’s how it commenced!


			The planning and inspiration for this book came during the Christmas 2023 festivities, which enabled me to capture the story of Jesus’ birth again as it was retold in our churches and schools to wide audiences.


			The Christmas event is quite a bit different to Easter, with the focus on Christmas Day turning into an outpouring of gifts from one person to another. I found there were few liturgical practices that help lead up to Christmas, unlike Easter which has Lent and the 14 Stations of the Cross and 14 Stations of the Light.


			So I had to look at the Christmas story a bit differently.


			This book puts together the prophecies that point towards the birth of Jesus Christ, and tries to provide a historical and personal backdrop surrounding the Biblical promises that were given. By seeing through the eyes of the people in these stories and using the approach in our modern society of an advent calendar, I have attempted to assemble a contemporary Christian book that helps us to take time to reflect on the need for a Saviour.


			The story starts with Eve, having been bitten by the effects of sin and throwing the world off course from the original order that God had created. We then follow the events of history through numerous promises of God to people who would inherit the promises and be part of the lineage and storyline of Christ.


			Out of respect for modern Jewish custom, I’ve put a dash through the ‘o’ in the word for God, represented as G-d but pronounced as God like we would normally say it. I used the same technique in Via Crucis Via Lucis, which is intended to get us thinking in the culture and timeframe of the people of Israel rather than looking through Western eyes. Please don’t take offence at this simple writing technique.


			Whether you are a believer in Jesus or not, the Christmas season is likely to have some level of impact on you. Most people will buy a gift for someone, or themselves; shops will be open late to provide for last minute gifts; and you are likely to be called to work extra time (if in the retail industry) or forced to take time off with the rest of the company during the Christmas–New Year period. What I’m saying is that you are likely to be affected by modern Christmas celebrations or holidays, whether intended or not.


			What are you planning to celebrate this Christmas?


			


			If you will allow me to walk with you, then I encourage you to take the time to read through the promises of God and celebrate the birth of Jesus.


			


			Blessings in Christ,


			Brother Brad Smith


		


	

		

			Advent 1: The Curse
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			And I will cause hostility between you and the woman,


			and between your offspring and her offspring.


			He will strike your head,


			


			and you will strike his heel.


			Genesis 3:15


		


	

		

			Eve’s Story


			Adam and I played in The Garden many times before, and today was another gift from G-d. 


			Light filled the atmosphere bringing everything to life. Trees swayed in melody as if dancing to an unseen rhythm, the creation itself buzzing with vibrancy and brilliance.


			Plants and insects created an abundance of energy and an enchanted intimacy with each other, building a fascinating stage of entertainment and amusement.


			Observing these scenes filled our senses with deep satisfaction and delight at the handiwork of our Creator, and brought us contentment in each part of the day.


			It was bliss.


			The spectacular display each night poured forth speech from the brilliance of the stars scattered throughout the heavens. Their magnificent splendour told the story of the world that we were part of, a world which we could never fully grasp.


			Life was beautiful.


			Everything I could ever wish for was right here: the man of my dreams, to be dancing with all of creation; every longing of my soul was satisfied.


			I could not ask for anything more.


			As we played, my eye caught sight of the Tree. We’d been warned about it, the Lord had strictly cautioned us not to eat its fruit or we would die.


			The fruit is something that I’d not taken the time to observe, but the restriction kept my mind alert whenever we came near the Tree. As a result we had hardly played in the centre of The Garden. 


			Today was different, for some reason we were being drawn in. There was a moment that the song of creation seemed to pause, holding its breath while I heard my name being called, though it wasn’t my husband’s voice.


			Mother.


			I turned towards the Tree and listened closely.


			Mother …


			There it was again.


			


			MOTHER EVE.


			The Tree seemed to draw me towards it, bringing me closer. My curiosity was aroused. Unlike other times when I knew not of its threatening beauty, the Tree and its’ fruit captivated the fullness of my mind and emotions.


			I needed to step closer to experience it more fully, so I moved under the aromatic branches. The smell of cinnamon fragrance emanated from the Tree, combined with a mixture of other spices, which lifted my soul with delight as my body absorbed the scents.


			Oh my!


			This was unlike any other tree in the Garden, its radiant fruit hung within reach and begged me to hold it. Like the speech from the starry hosts, the Tree seemed to be calling me and would not allow me to look away. 


			I was captivated by its beauty and the opportunity it presented. Just being in this area gave me the feeling of awe.


			The Tree continued to speak, as though offering a deeper knowledge than what we had already received from the Lord at creation.


			


			“I can make you wise, to know the difference between good and evil.” The words echoed in my mind, “make you wise … wise … wise …”


			A strong connection formed between the fruit and my mind — in fact my entire being — wanted to know this sacred bond. Why was I unable to let it go? 


			I couldn’t.


			Reaching up, I took the glistening fruit and held it closely to my chest. Just holding it brought me a sense of power. The fullness of the beauty of what I held in my hands totally enthralled me


			The voice in the Tree continued, so I leered in to locate the speaker.


			It took a small while, my eyes having to refocus to distinguish the reptile from the camouflaged foliage that it used to cover itself.


			“Did G-d say …?” came the slippery tone. 


			“Did G-d say that you shouldn’t eat from any tree of the Garden?”


			My mind raced for answers. 


			Of course we could eat of any of the fruit trees — we’d been delighted with their flavour, their touch, and their effects on our bodies for as long as we’d eaten them. They rejuvenated us physically and emotionally. 


			No, there was nothing wrong with any of the fruit trees.


			“Only of the one Tree, this one, in the centre of the Garden, are we to abstain from eating ­— and touching — the fruit, lest we die.”


			My own words shook me, realising that I stood under the Tree, holding the forbidden fruit. And yet I felt strangely, strongly, satisfyingly connected to it.


			The voice continued, challenging the words I’d believed for so long, “You won’t die. Rather, your eyes will be opened to both good and evil. You will be like G-d!” 


			The words sunk deep, and my heart pounded to think that there was more to this incredible reality than we had come to experience. I questioned the validity of my thinking and the bounds that the Lord had set in place concerning this Tree, and its fruit. Perhaps it would be okay, just this once?


			Why would G-d keep this wisdom from us?


			I took a long gaze at the object in my hands; it glistened in the light of day. Its beautiful radiance filled me with delight just to hold it, but if we were to experience its nourishing taste then it will change our level of understanding and we can become like G-d Himself. 


			There was no reason to hold us back now.


			Glancing over my shoulder towards my husband for his approval, I peeled off the skin and took the first bite.


			A sacred exchange took place. 


			Wow.


			WOW!


			This tasted better than anything I had eaten from the Garden before!


			My entire being resonated with the rhythm of creation; my vision immediately broadened across the extent of the universe. My soul exploded with satisfaction as the effects of the fruit took effect on my body.


			“So this is what was being held back from me?” I quizzed, smirking. With delight, I passed on the fruit to my husband. He accepted, and ate.


			Just like me, Adam entered into a trance-like state of wonder and amazement. We could see the outer rim of the universe start to peel away. Everything we knew — or believed — had been sheltered from our eyes. And now our vision started to expand infinitely beyond what we could see and feel.


			The foreground started to blur; the Tree, the fruit, the serpent. We were being drawn upwards into the sky.


			As the fruit dropped from our hands to the ground, our bodies seemed to fly past myriads of stars into the outer reaches of space. 


			Certainly we were becoming wise. This was clearly hidden from our eyes, and we had not seen it.


			We were becoming ‘gods’, just as the serpent had said.


			Passing through the heavens, we finally came to a stop and looked down towards the Garden and the Tree where we had been standing. And there we were: staring at ourselves from the outer most reaches of the galaxy.


			But how could it be that we were in two places at once? We felt the physical presence of our bodies in front of the Tree, and yet our spirits were away in the heavens.


			As we circled the scene from above, a darkness began to fill our bodies below.


			What?


			WAIT!


			We don’t know darkness. And yet, here it is.


			It felt like a door had been left open and a draft had come in, creating a cold breeze inside my bones and proceeding up my back.


			The cold flushed through my body in waves, chilling my emotions, and started to take control of my entire being. 


			What is happening? 


			The feeling didn’t go away, it shook me from the inside.


			Then a shockwave — a resounding gong, bellowed from the core of my being throughout the universe. This was a declaration that an eternal exchange had taken place.


			I fell to the ground, shaking. My spirit returned but the iridescent glow of my body started to fade. 


			


			No — it disappeared.


			Instead of being covered with the soft embodiment of physical luminescence from a godly glow, I stared at my now naked body that lacked the original G-d given heavenly covering and protection. 


			Rain showered above me, and a cold darkness overtook me, making me shiver.


			I needed to hide.


			The creation had looked on to witness this event — summoned by my exclamation of fear. Now, instead of being a superior race like G-d — full of wisdom and knowledge — they witnessed a pathetic ball of mortal flesh that became insignificant in the totality of life.


			I was afraid.


			Tears welled down my face. 


			Dark clouds filled the sky.


			My husband, nearby, also ashamed and disgraced.


			We sought refuge from the nearby trees, and robbed the fig of its leaves to cover ourselves from the stares of creation.


			We were outcasts.


			


			Cut off, and cursed from G-d.


			What have we done?


			And could this be fixed?


		


	

		

			Advent 2: The Priest
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			And Melchizedek, the king of Salem and a priest of G-d Most High, 


			brought Abram some bread and wine.


			Melchizedek blessed Abram with this blessing:


			“Blessed be Abram by G-d Most High,


			Creator of heaven and earth.


			And blessed be G-d Most High,


			who has defeated your enemies for you.”


			Then Abram gave Melchizedek a tenth of all the goods he had recovered.


			


			Genesis 14:18-20


		


	

		

			Melchizedek’s Story


			People in the area knew me as the priest of G-d Most High, a title that I received from the cleansing rituals I had performed for many years. The history of my life and the record of my birth is obscure. Perhaps there is a reason why I was called into this position, hidden from public life until the right time.


			It has been my privilege to bring praise, honour and blessing to my Creator G-d for many years. Just as Abel who gave the best portions of the firstborn lambs from his flocks, there has been nothing more pleasing to me than to see the smoke of my offerings be accepted as a pleasing sacrifice to the Almighty.


			And just like Abel, the Lord openly accepted my gifts and sacrifices each time I came to Him. Daily I pursue our friendship and I am blessed with His wonderful presence wherever I go. 


			The Lord is always with me.


			But not so with the nations that surround me. They do not share the love for G-d that they see I have, nor do they desire a relationship with the Creator. I am careful to live righteously, for that is what my G-d requires of me. And it is my joy to be able to serve Him in this way.


			The people of these nations know that I am not only high priest, but also king of Salem, the city of peace, and yet they don’t want to follow after G-d. In fact, they avoid having anything to do with me, or the city I govern.


			After the great flood, Noah’s sons went their ways and divided the land among themselves, according to the Table of Nations. Ham took the area of Egypt, along with the land of Canaan. Shem received the portion of land to the east of the Red Sea and north, known as the land of Uzal. Japheth took land in the north, that is, the land of Lud. Together their lands intersected in the north where the head of the four rivers meet. This was the beginning of life after the deluge, the beginning of the new creation.


			My city Salem was between the land settlements of Shem and Ham, lying east of the land of Canaan. It was during this time that the surrounding nations begun to be a stench in the nostrils of my G-d, with their constant bickering towards each other. Even though they all descended from their father Noah, there was no way that they could get on with each other. While there was  unrest elsewhere, under my leadership and authority our city experienced peace. I attribute this directly to my role as king and priest to G-d Most High.


			In time, war broke out amongst the brothers.


			Ham’s descendants, the kings of the west, refused to pay tribute to the kings of the east, and as a result Shem’s descendants came against the kings of the west, four against five. The kings of the west weren’t able to stand up to the kings of the east, and they carried away everything that was part of the city. Unfortunately, this also included the nephew of a man named Abram, who was taken into captivity as part of the plunder.


			Abram burned with indignant rage against the kings of the east as they clearly had no regard for the foreigners in the camp. Drawing his armed forces, he took off in pursuit. Having attacked and overcome them, he brought back his nephew Lot, along with the women and other foreigners, and all Lot’s possessions.


			The battle of the kings was settled.


			


			The situation was being brought back to peace, and I recognised that Abram had done this to honour G-d by rescuing his nephew Lot from a life of slavery.


			Putting on my priestly garments, I headed out to meet Abram. My emotions bubbled high that someone had taken a stand against the nations for all their ungodly actions that they had done to each other for many years. I wanted to assure him that what he had done was a pleasing aroma to G-d Most High and I was intent to bring Abram into the presence of the Lord, so I packed the bread and wine.


			As I was on the way, the king of Sodom drew near to pay homage to Abram for bringing back his people from the war, and offered him all the goods that he had brought back. “Just give me the persons, and take the goods for yourself.” 


			Looking to me, Abram sensed that this was not an offer of grace from the defeated king. According to Akkadian rule at that time, Abram had the right to keep all the people and goods for himself. This was also stated as acceptable conduct in the Code of Hammurabi. The king of Sodom really wasn’t offering Abram anything!


			Abram replied: “O King of Sodom, I have raised my hand to the Lord G-d Most High, the possessor of heaven and earth. I have vowed to take nothing from you, not even a thread of a sandal strap. I will take nothing that is yours, lest you might say, ‘I have made Abram rich!’”


			The king looked to the ground, not able to take in these words.  


			Abram continued, “I will take only what my young warriors have already eaten, and I request that you give a fair share of the goods to my allies: Aner, Eshcol and Mamre; let them take their portion.”


			At this, the king went away to split up the spoils as directed.


			“Abram!” I called.


			He turned to look at me, our eyes fixated together in a knowing, friendly embrace.


			Bringing the bread and wine, I set it up on a table for us to enjoy fellowship. 


			Here we sat for precious moments together in the presence of the Lord. There was something special that I received, which I wanted to pass onto this man of righteousness before he left.


			Finishing the elements, I lowered my hands onto the shoulders of my friend, and declared this blessing,


			“Blessed be Abram by G-d Most High,
Creator of heaven and earth.
And blessed be G-d Most High,
Who has defeated your enemies for you.”


			Abram bathed in the divine blessing being poured upon him, taking in the fullness of these words that reached deep into his spirit and touched the depths of his soul. Tears of joy flowed down my new friends face.


			We finished after a short while, and then it was time to depart. Our time was fruitful, the blessing carried an eternal weight that rested on him and his family forever.


			Turning to me, Abram brought me a reciprocal blessing, “Melchizedek, I bless you with a tenth of everything that I have recovered.” And he ordered the young men to set apart the holy gift as a sign of our friendship.


			“Abram!” I called, as he was leaving.


			His face and eyes shone with the peace of righteousness. I knew that we had a life-long friendship, the covenantal blessing and tithe brought that together during our time of fellowship.


			“Abram, although I am known as the priest and king of Salem, I promise you that I will not be the last. There is another coming after me and He will fulfill all that was promised to you!”
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