Zion’s king is coming

The boy scrabbled under his bed. He felt like he was in a dark cave. He felt around - there was something tubular there. His felt its metal case and located a button. On pushing the button a dim light appeared at the end of the tube. ‘Oh, the batteries are dead’, he thought. He banged the torch, and for a moment a bright light flickered and illuminated his secret cave.

 There were many treasures in his cave, many lost a long time ago. There were some nasty things as well. In the corner he made out what looked like a snake. He moved towards it and stopped. He felt around and found a plastic tennis racket. He poked the snake and then with one swift movement he banged the racket down hard on its head. “Got it.”

 His cave was safe once again. Dragging the dead snake away he threw it out to the entrance of the cave. A hand reach down and picked it up and tossed the snake into a basket. 

“Any more dirty socks under there, Darren?

“No mum, just toys.” 

“Well come out now and tidy up the rest of this room.” 

Darren took one last look at his cave. He turned and heard something rip, ‘Oops’, he thought, ‘what was that?’. He felt around for his torch again, switched it on, and the dim light fell on a small piece of paper. It looked like an old manuscript. It had words on it but he couldn’t see what they were. The paper was very thin, almost like tissue paper, but not soft.

 “Are you going to stay under there all day or are you going to tidy this room? There’ll be no sleepovers until it is done,” his mum reminded him. Darren quickly put the paper into his pocket and left the cave. 

A sea of Lego and his mum greeted him.

 “Now clear up that Lego into the box and put the books back on the shelf, put your action men into the case, pick up the pencils, make your bed.” Darren’s mum’s voice faded as he thought about the piece of paper. What was on it? He wasn’t going to show his mum, it was his secret, and he found it in his secret cave.

 “Darren are you listening to me, or are you on a different planet?”

‘ Oh yes please’, thought Darren, ‘one where there are caves and no bedrooms to tidy’. 

“My bedroom’s tidy now mummy,” cut in Darren’s little sister Vicky.

 “My bedrooms tidy” repeated Darren in a singsong voice.

 “Well done Vicky darling” said Darren’s mum.

 “Vicky darling” repeated Darren. 

“Don’t be silly” said his mum, now tidy your room”. She walked out, and went down the stairs to prepare tea.

Darren sat on the edge of his bed and pulled out the piece of paper from his pocket. It was crumpled, and rough at the edges, like an old treasure map. The printed writing looked old fashioned. He read it.

“Zion’s King cometh unto thee.”

‘Zion?’ thought Darren, ‘what’s a Zion? Perhaps the writing is old and they used different letters in the old days’, thought Darren. Perhaps what they really meant was Lion. Maybe this is an old manuscript about a King who was so strong that he was like a lion. A brave mighty king, who won all of his battles. Who had a gleaming sword, very sharp, the sharpest in all the land and he was the best at using it. 

“Darren?” his mum called up “Have you finished tidying that bedroom yet?” “Not yet mum”, he replied wearily. 

‘Granddad is coming tomorrow’, thought Darren.’ I will ask him about the piece of paper. He is a bit mad, but he’ll keep it a secret and he seems to know a lot of things’.

“Tea’s ready”, his mum called out, Darren jumped up and ran down the stairs. He was hungry.

That night in bed, Darren had a dream. He was a great warrior. He had a long sharp silver sword and a large shield that had a picture of a Lion on it. He was riding a large white horse and leading a small army of soldiers. 

“Charge!” he shouted. Mounted on his horse, he went racing off over the hill to where the enemy were, evil soldiers dressed all in black, hundreds of them all with shields and swords. Some of his small band of soldiers when they saw the enemy army turned back and ran away, but some kept with him. Into battle they went. Steel swords clashed everywhere around them, but Darren quickly fought off the enemy until what was left of them ran as fast as they could away to the safety of their castles. The men with Darren cheered, “Hooray for King Darren!” 

That day at school, Darren was in a world of his own. Darren the King, the Lion King. Miss Smith, his teacher looked at him, sighed and rolled her eyes (she often did this), and moved on to help Tommy Big Brain who was having trouble finding the square root of 2.

At home Darren dropped his school bag by the stairs and dropped his coat by the cupboard. His mum followed behind him clearing up.

 “Is Granddad here” he asked?

 “Yes he is in the living room” his mum replied.

Darren went into the living room. Granddad was sitting asleep in a big red armchair. He breathed heavily and made a strange gurgling sound through his lips as he breathed out. The corner of his mouth was dripping with the remains of the tea he had drunk earlier. One eye opened, and looked at Darren standing in the corner of the room.

 “Hello Granddad. Did you have a nice sleep?” said Darren. 

Darren’s Granddad smiled. “Muh, what secrets have you discovered then?” he asked.

 Darren looked at him a little surprised. How did he know he had a secret? He felt for the piece of paper in his pocket. It was still there. He pulled it out along with his Dragon Ballzee cards that fell to the floor as he did so. 

“Got some new cards?” asked Granddad. 

“Oh yeah” said Darren with little concern, and held up a small crumpled piece of paper. “I found this in a cave.” He thought it would sound better than under his bed.

 “What’s this then?” said his Granddad as he reached for his glasses that lay on the table. 

“I found it in a cave “ said Darren “And I was hoping you would be able to tell me about it. I think it’s about a mighty king and warrior who was so brave that he was like a Lion. But it looks like an old piece of paper and they must have spelt Lion with a Z in those days.” 

Darren’s Granddad looked closely at the piece of paper and read slowly, but clearly.

“Zion’s King cometh unto thee.”

“What do you think Granddad, what is it talking about, do you know?” Granddad did not look up. He kept looking at the piece of paper and repeated.

“Zion’s King cometh unto thee.”

“The King is coming”

Darren’s Granddad peered over the top of his reading glasses. 

 “Where did you get this Darren?” he asked in a grave voice.

 “I found it in a cave” he replied.

 Darren’s Granddad was not so silly as to think that Darren had discovered a cave in the corner of Plaistow, but didn’t say anything, he just kept looking over the rim of his glasses. 

“Well what I mean“ said Darren, “was under my bed, but it’s a bit like a cave.” Darren’s Granddad smiled at him.

 “Do you think its part of an ancient manuscript?” asked Darren.

 His Granddad looked again at the paper saying, “O yes it is definitely part of an ancient manuscript. A very ancient manuscript.”

 “Older than you?” Darren cut in.

 “Yes much older than me, or my father, or my father’s father, or their fathers before them. This goes back to when the earth was not nearly as old as it is now. When it was much younger. When there were no cars or aeroplanes, no flats or skyscrapers, back to when people lived in simple houses and looked after the earth to grow their crops and care for their animals.”

 “Who is the Lion King?” asked Darren.

 “It’s not a Lion king, but Zion’s King. Zion was a place, and will be a place in the future. The King who lived in Zion would be the greatest King that ever ruled anywhere,” said Granddad. 

” Was that king strong and brave?” asked Darren.

“ Yes, he’s strong, brave and gentle and kind. He will go before his people, his arrow will flash like lightning, he will sound his trumpet, and he will shield his people.”

Darren looked at his Granddad wide eyed, thinking about the king. It seemed strange that he said that he would be gentle and kind as well as strong and brave.

 One thing did bother him. “Granddad”, Darren asked “You said that the king is strong and brave, but you also said that this was very old writing, so don’t you mean was strong and brave?”

 Granddad smiled again at Darren, “You listen good” he said. “This old writing talks about things that are to come, things that will happen after it has been written about.”

 Darren looked confused, so Granddad went on, “Zion is a place that once stood in an ancient city. It’s gone now, but someday the king of that city will come back and gather all of his people, and he’ll rebuild Zion. When the people wrote about these things, life wasn’t good for them. Their enemies had beaten them because they had forgotten to do all of the things that their king had told them. Some even said that he was dead, but others believed that he would come back in the future and be their king again, and so they wrote these things down.”

 Darren looked astonished. His Granddad knew so much, and what a story! The people were waiting for their king to return. 

Darren remembered his dream, about how he was a king on a large white horse. “Will he come on a big white horse, with a big shiny sword and a shield?” Darren asked. 

Granddad looked from the corner of his eye. “No I don’t think so. You see, he came once before, riding on a small donkey. He was gentle and caring. Some people didn’t recognise him as their king, and they laughed at him and mocked him. But others cheered and shouted for joy.” 

Darren thought carefully. A king who has been around for a very long time, who’s been once before and not everyone recognised who he was, and I think Granddad is saying he will come again. “Granddad, will this king come again, when did he first come, and who saw him? 

“Tea’s ready” Darren’s mum called. 

“Food” said his Granddad and got up.

“But what about the king?” asked Darren.

Granddad headed for the door. “Ask me next week”, he said, “and keep your ancient writing very safe. Come on, let’s eat.”  

