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Aram of Edom’s story formed by imagining the scene in the Old Testament’s first book of Samuel, which mentions a young na’ar—a servant boy who accompanies King Saul to search for the stray donkeys of Kish. The resourceful boy appears more than once in First Samuel 9 and then disappears. Aram’s story evolved as I read on and imagined his destiny along with that of Doeg the Edomite, the notorious shepherd of King Saul, who is first mentioned at First Samuel 21:7. 

The only fictional changes I have made to geography and characters, are to use Gilgal in Ephraim of later centuries than David, rather than Gilgal on the Jordan immediately north of Jericho, as my placing of Saul’s last meeting with Samuel. Also, I call Saul’s firstborn, Merab the Fair, and make her a sister-twin of Jonathan, rather than just his oldest sibling.

The story may be read alone but I have crafted it for the way it sounds—to rekindle the ancient tradition of oral storytelling. The earliest stories we treasure were most often told around a warming fire or hearth, as sacred stories in places of worship, or at bedtime in the presence of loving elders. 

This memoir will best kindle the imaginations of listeners when it is prepared as a reading or series of readings, for one evening or more. Readers of different ages and voices are encouraged to use the Bible references in this preface and the maps in the story, to learn about Aram’s background and King David’s ancient lands.

Such careful preparation of the sequence in these adventures and how to pronounce the character’s names, will help presenters bring alive the suspense and mystery of the tale for all who listen in their company. If participants gather around a meal, a hearth, or an open fire under the stars in the deepening of night, Aram’s people, places, and the heavenly and earthly beings he meets in this tale, may come to life in the telling, as in sagas of so many peoples told long ago.

Gathering, listening, and soul-giving, around this little story within its much larger story, may revive the love in all our cultures for telling our greatest epics, as the sacred canopies of our own stories. As with any character, in any good story, when we put ourselves in their shoes and bridge that distance between our heads and hearts, we consequentially story ourselves. 

—CHAPTER ONE—

When Elia eventually parted with his secret, I was thirteen. The memory of his telling is clear because our well-loved Steward to Saul, son of Kish, was like a father to me. I had gone down in early afternoon to our Master’s work sheds near the city gate, in search of the supply of linseed oil for cattle tethers. Finding Elia there at our Master’s workbench with plane and wood, was unexpected, but it gave me my advantage. As many times previously, I offered old Elia a short rest from his labours, with small talk. In just a while I had satisfied his lingering interest in our new-born lambs. Yet on this occasion, Elia paused a little longer over a ladle-handle he was shaving down out of red, Cushite mahogany.

“And how are you getting along this year, boy, with feeding so many of our Lord’s new calves in the byre?”

Elia listened with his eyes. He was taking in my story but there was always his surer welcome, of my company. Enjoying these quick-passing moments of conversation with our Steward, I ventured to badger Elia one more time with my usual question. Without even a hint of irritation, Elia yielded to my knowing adolescent perseverance.

In that comfortable solitude of iron, leather, and sawdust, broken now by Elia’s gentle baritone, I finally heard my story. The wonder and mystery of it was just as I had guessed. My twin brother, Doeg and I, were foundlings.

Whether our mother fled family hardships or the fabled drought of those years now past in the wilderness of Paran, whether she came from much further than the Arabah in search of the god and shrines of the Tribes of Adonai, or whether she travelled north from the Gaza desert to escape Edom, and find refuge with this people who write their holiest of names as YHWH, we will never know. Elia said she had most certainly travelled alone.

She came on foot along the ancient highway, possibly with Yemenite traders, and must have borne us all the while at her breast. She had reached as far as the Well of the Single Olive, at Wadi al Hesa on the north-road to Kadesh and Bered. There, she took her last steps and could lift herself no more.

Why her Bedouin protectors left her in such weakness at the well—Elia allowed himself just one opinion—was a blot on their name. I could now tell Elia was speaking away his tears. 

My mother’s last act of courage was to leave us swaddled tight, in the deep shade of the legendary olive tree. And we were found there within days by a Jebusite widow, also traveling unaccompanied, in the safety of an Egyptian caravan. Elia would not unbar his lips with any further word about our mother’s end, nor of her resting place. Nor, how he came to discover Doeg and my given names. Instinctively, I knew not to risk an entry into such hallowed, adult secrets, torn as I was with wanting to hear more. 

As I waited for the old man to finish, my only friend on the Geba, my greatest question was now answered. We were newborns. And we were Edomites, because of the swaddling knots our dear mother had used to wrap us. And the final proofs were the black, white, and crimson woven kilims, of a small but not unknown Edomite clan, in which Doeg and I were cocooned. Once found, we were sold within days, still un-weaned, to Elia and Miriam of the Tribe of Benjamin, at the Damascus Road arcade inside the walls of Jericho.
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