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Abi wiped her brow before she lifted the earthen water jug onto her shoulder. The sun 

was already high in the sky. Mother would need the water for cooking, and it was Abi’s job to 

bring each day’s supply. She hurried from the well. 

“Abi, I was beginning to wonder where you were. Father and Micah have important 

business to do today and will be hungry when they come back. Will you please go to the barn 

and get an omer of barley?” 

Abi obeyed her mother without delay. Yet, as she stepped to the barn, Abi could not help 

but pause to gaze off into the distance. Nestled in a little hillside of Ephraim, Abi’s family lived 

not far from Shiloh, the place where all Israel came to worship Jehovah. On a clear day they 

could see the smoke rise from the sacrifices offered there. Her father and brother had gone to 

Shiloh this morning with one of the beautiful young rams from their flock of sheep. Abi squinted. 

Yes, she could see the smoke. 

From the barn Abi could hear the baa’s of the sheep and their lambs corralled in the 

pasture nearby. She scooped the grain into her basket. Yesterday her mother had made flat cakes 

of finely ground wheat and olive oil for father and Micah to bring to the temple at Shiloh, too. 

Abi had helped her bake them. The sacrifices and feasts kept them busy. She hurried back to the 

house. 

“Micah, you’re here already!” Abi exclaimed as she entered the doorway and saw her 

brother. 

“Yes, we were early in line at Shiloh this time. The priests worked quickly to sprinkle the 

blood and lay the parts of our ram in the right order on the altar, but many men were still waiting 

to offer their animals.” 

“Yes, waiting,” said Father as he joined them, “waiting with sheep, oxen, and goats. But it 

is true,” he added, “that our whole life is one of waiting. We wait for the real Lamb to come.” 

 

* * * * * 

 

We don’t know exactly what life was like before Jesus was born, but we know the faithful 

of God’s people diligently watched and waited for that day, even as we wait now for Christ to 

come again on the clouds of glory. 
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