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Jared motioned not to fight so many. The swarm was of Simon's men.

The Mouse wove his way toward them, looking anxious.

vSimon wants you both,” he sald.

"He didn't need to send so many with his invitatiom,” Jared sald.

"Why does he want us?" Eben said.

"You can help him.”

"As hostages with Titus?"

"Would that be bad? Hostages stay alive.”

"Well, if we're to be hostages we certainly aren't going to lose our
lives very soon,' Jared sald.

Eben knew the tone. Jared had something in mind.

"Take their weapoms, the leader said, and Jared and Eben ylelded

them.
“We ought to bind them," one of the swarm said.
"And have Simon laugh at so many, armed, who tied up two?"
"Not just amy two! Do you forget how this pair treated the
Romans?"

“What can they do now? Are their breasts iron to turn back your
spears? Can they outrun your arrows?"

‘When we said no one could catch us outside the Gate," Eben said
to Jared, "'we forgot spears and arrows."

Jared shrugged.

The swarm formed into a circle with Jared and Eben in the middle
and they all set off, meeting no Romans. They crossed Tyropoeon Valley at

its southern end which was less steep and climbed the western slope and
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passed the in-City branch of the Damascus Road.

“I'1l bet you'll be travelling this in style tomorrow or next day,"
one of the swarm said to the Mouse and burst into laughter.

"He'll ride like a prince on a fine horse," another said.

The whole swarm laughed but the Mouse still scowled, partly
in embarrassment, partly --- it seemed to Eben -=-- in a kind of guilty
bewil derment.

They got to the edge of a street leading into the Upper City and
one man, still laughing, pointed off to the Temple. A great cloud of smoke
billowed there.

"Can the sacrifices have begun again?'' he said, making another
joke.

"Can Ananus have risen from the dead and set his priests to work?”
another said. :

The whole swarm rocked with mirth.

Jared looked at Eben in bitter silence.

Fedederdedriededede fedededededriedededede

" When we do get to Simon, lesve the talkinz to me,”
Jared séid. :

He whigpered, lest the Simorite ews®m should overhear,
apd Even nodded. If talk could help, Jared was the one to do it. And
talk,it just sbout had to bte, Stripped down to tunlce end sandalse
they couldn't fight.

"If Simon lets me tolk," Jared sald, "maybe he'll let
me get cloee, If T do, you keep cloese to me."

aéiﬁa had whispered again and Eben felt a mountinz Exx
excitement. He wanted to ask, why etand close? Eut that might cause

a leak to the Simonitee. Already the Mouse wae edgling neserer.
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Jared, too, had seen the Mouse and he looked elaborately around =-=
at the Temple and its fires, at the crest of Kidrunigrn Beyond Kidrom, clouds
shadowed the Mount of Olives and, here and there, the dark growth on the
Mount was broken by patches of bare rock looking, so far off, like patches
of purple grapes.

They reached the Tower of Miriamne, one of the three towers built
by Herod to defend his palace. It also defended the Jaffa Gate overlooking
Hinnom Valley and at its western face had been incorporated into the western
wall of the City.

At the bottom of the Tower's dark, narrow, spiraling stairs, the
leader sent four men ahead, motioned Jared and Eben after them, then followed
with the rest of the swarm.

"if I cough," Jared said when they were halfway up and unlikely to
be overheard either above or below, ''seize Simon's dagger. 1I'll block him
on the other side, and when he sees that you can kill him before his men can
kill you, he will warn them away and we can get clear.”

bull? Eben clicked in fear-

ful admiration. This was Jared's wildest plan.

"No," Jared said and revised his own scheme. "You seize his beard.
There's enough of that to fill your big hands. And when you pull, you'll f£ill
his ugly face with red-hot needles. Then I'll seize the dagger.”

Eben clicked again. Great Alexander's trick! Well, he could
seize Simon's beard. But how, afterwards, get clear? Even the first open
level of the Tower =--- if they were lucky emough to find Simon there ===
must be ten paces sbove the ground. Were they to scramble down the wall like

lizardst Jump? Or maybe Jared had flying in mind.
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But wait! They might bring it off! They just might: And then
would ancient Gideon's three hundred, told of in the Book, stand much higher?

"Don't hold your cough too long,' Eben said.

They spiralled up, and up, and came out, end luckily they were on
the lowest terrace. Across it fat Simon, behind his greasy, grey stubble,
sprawled with a half dozen others on scattered rugs. The rugs were needed.
The terrace was deep in the droppings of pigeons, chief residents of the
Terrace for years until eaten during the siege.

The four who had spiralled ahead halted Jared and Eben on the side
of the parapet overlooking Hinncm. There Titus had established a base for an
assault on the Upper City, if it came to that, and now, with the rest of the
army, the base was relaxing, since the fighting scemed over except for the
Upper City --- a mere brush! Camp followers, of all sizes and curves were
helping the base relax.

"There's where we'll wind up, if I get close to Simon,” Jared said.

"With a broken neck or leg,” Eben sald.

"The drop will be shorter if you hang by ome hand."

Jared really believed such a drop possible! Well, maybe it was,
Eben thought.

The rest of the swarm emerged from the stairway and Simon nodded,
and the spear points of their four guardians pinked Jared and Eben forward
and the others drifted off to a wineskin. Allowed to halt almost within reach
of the dagger in Simon's girdle, Jared opened and closed his fiﬂ;r- in a
practise snatch.

Both he and Eben took in the positions of the favorites who had

stayed close to their leader. They were lolling, stretching end sprawling all
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around him; most wore swords and daggers, and beside every man lay a
javelin or two. Several had slings. The Mouse was hunkering down near
Simon, beside some object concealed in an old piece of sackcloth.

Simon looked Jared and Eben over gloatingly, and when he spoke they
both recognized that he no longer considered them two whom he must treat
circumspectly. The use to which he now was able to put them required only
their live bodies.

"So you two were running off to Jericho," he said.

The tome and implication made Eben flush, but Jared was to do the
talking., He smiled as though at a wild misunderstanding and explained their
errand briefly.

Simon obviously knew all about it; Amos's messenger must have been
intercepted. He leered at Eben.

I can see why you might have wanted to go," he said. 'Whatever
you risked would have been more than paid off by what Amos's daughter could
give you. But him!” He jabbed a taunting thumb toward Jared, "A monk
isn't supposed to be interested in that kind of pay.”

The Mouse had pulled from the sacking a flat piece of metal, as
long and wide as his arm and made of coils and tendrils. He looked up and
waggled this, as though asking for permission to speak, but when Simon
scowled he sank back meekly and began to rub it with a soiled rag.

"I hear, though, that Amos's girl is special,’ Simon said.

Eben felt hot anger. He knew nothing about Amos's daughter ...
he had never heard of her until the priestly messenger came ~-~- but that did
not mean he was willing to toss her virtue around in this company. Trying
not to speak, he fixed his eyes on the Mouse and his worried rubbing.
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"Why go clear to Jericho?' Simon said. “Ican give you the pick
of a dozen girls right here. Girle like a big strong yellow-head like you.
And then you'd be on hand for when I need you. And I'm going to need youl"

Eben now did speak, though not in answer. The Mouse had polished
one end of his metal and Eben, appalled, saw what it was. A piece hacked
off the great golden vine he had often seen above the entrance to the Holy of
Holies. He could not mistake that glory.

"May Jesus, the Anointed, forgive you:" he said.

Simon sat erect in astonishment. He stared, theny roared with
laughter. "Don't tell me you belong to that lot!" he said. “Now I've got
two bellyaches! One from this monk. One from you and your Anointed. Dead
these forty years!"

"He is not dud,}-," Eben said. This talk could not be left to Jared.
"He 1s risen.”

"Crazy as a bat!" Simon sald and spat, then motioned his cronies
to look at Jared. "And this ome, even crazier. A celibate!” He made the
word obsceme. ‘A fool who never downs a woman!'

“"He is ome of the gang that lives om the Dead Sea on the way to
Masada,’' someone said.

"Near Netophah where the Imn is," another man said.

"It probably won't be there long," Simon said. "Titus is
planning to pull Masada to pieces as soon as he finishes hora.” He'll-be
going through Netophah«""

Netophahi! The drive to Masada would pass through Netophah! Such
a wave of fear and love swept over Jared that for a moment he did not stand

on the terrace of the Tower of Miriamme but in Netophah's Inn. Then his
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horrified thoughts raced on to the Community. The Legions had spared it on
their earlier march to Masada but they hardly would another time. And

how few of the Brothers knew how to protect themselves, let alone the scrolls.
His heart cried "The Scrolls! The Scrolls!"” He was rent with guilt bacaﬁua
he had thought first of Netophah's Inn.

Simon's next words confirmed his fears.

"Don't think they will miss your community this time,” the bandit
chief said., "Titus is going to clean out all such spots. He doesn't like
them, especially not that one. That's the report my men bring back.”

Now there was no time for guilty probing. Jared had a new reason
for quitting Jerusalem, more urgent evem than Amos's wife and daughter.

"What do you say to that?"' Simon said.

Jared coughed.

Eben swooped. One javelin tried to trip him but he rammed the
butt back against its owner's mouth. Then h; seized greasy stubble and
hauled and Simon, eyes spurting tears, shot erect, roaring, but helpless
from pain; and Jared snatched the dagger and pushed its point LJ;gASlnnn's
threoat.

The Mouse hugged hie-treasuro and crouched against a tangle of feet
as the cronies tried at once to rise, pick up weapons and surge forward.

“Don't make me cut his throat,” Jared said.

Eben, his arms locked over Simon's, had got behind his victim and
now both hands hauled at the stubble.

The Simonites stared dagedly. They could not, they saw, kill these

two before the dagger elid from Simon's throat, ear to ear.
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"Wait! All of you!" Exquisite pain made Simon mumble but his
men understood and wavered.

"Back up to the parapet,’ Jared said. He was whispering again.

Hauling on the stubble, with Simon tight against his breast, Eben
retreated and agony bulged Simon's eyes which continued to plead caution.

"Look out mostly for jﬁvoli.ns.“ Jared said. ''They may get off a
stone or so, but javelins are quickest."

He glanced down at the drop that would be long even if they hung
by one hand.

"It looks soft,” he said and offered his last advice. 'Land
loose and roll. Then run like a fox and start shouting for the security
Titus offered to all who come unarmed.”

"Don't forget to throw away the dagger."

"Titus may seize Miviamne," Simon saild. His voice was grindingly
hoin_c.__ "But some of us will get away. And one day we'll catch up with you.”
| They were showing now above the parapet, and relaxing legionnaires,
auxiliaries, owrderlies, and camp followers were staring up at tha three heads,

two looking dowr, one === glaring === skyward.;c‘o‘tta. Juu anri.ns.

"You've caught up with us now,” Eben said to Simon and drove the
white~hot needles deeper. "Are we going to cut his throat?"

"Oh, shove him!" Jared said. *Hard!l"

"I hate, myself, to kill an unarmed man, even Simon,' Eben said.

He opened his hands and planted a foot against Simon's pain-wracked
bottom and Simon stumbled, staggered, reeled and kicked up a cloud of pigeon

dust.
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Behind the dust's brief cover, Jared and Eben squirted over the
parapet, hung each by one hand, looked for the softest spot, looked again
to see that the other was as well off as he could be, then dropped, as faces
appeared above and javelins lanced down.

All missed and the two landed, rolled, scrambled up and rach_
beyond the marksmen mow increasingly thick at all the parapets of Miriamne's

terraces.
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Eben,shouted on landing but mot for the security of Titus, only
in triumph. He was caught up in one of those rare luminous moments which
forever glorify a man's youth. This one, recalled when old, would make him
big in grandsons' eyes. He had, he felt, indeed won a place up with Gideon's
three hundred, or almost that lofty. He did not, at first, evem think to
shout for so small a prize as Titus's security.

Jared, however, having thrown away their dagger, was roaring in the
jargon which had evolved out of the Leglons' years in Palestine.

“The hand of Titus in security! Titus promised. I claim security.”

Eben came out of the vision which had floated him up almost level
with Gideon's men and raised his own proper shout.

ﬁgmml;“ﬁwﬁ;;ln hand in security for the hand that pulled the beard of

Simon."

He glanced up to see if Simon was watching.

Simon was, and on the upper levels of the Towers of Miriamne his

followers crammed every opening. They were too high up for Eben to see their
"'%T\”ﬁ

faces but he could imagine they were all thoroughly soured.

"Titus promised:!” Jared sald again, but now was enveloped in
billowing laughter. And the mirth-filled camp women were looking so precisely
that Eben glanced dowm at Jared and hinaclfm then-blushed. The drop,
roll, and scramble had torn off their tunics and loin cloths. Barring sandals
they were as naked as at birth. |

®
"Now, mow!" The Primus Pilus Cotta cast off alofness to laugh with



everyone else, "'Isn't this carrying things too far? Even for two who drop from
the sky like gods!" '

Ehars Drpiatn)
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"‘-(hmd:" Jared said again.

o AR

“Who has a hand worthy of such gods?" a buxom camp follower saild.

"Mine may not be, but here it is and welcome!"

"And more, if he'll take it."

Women, legiomnaires, auxiliaries, artificers, orderlies, clerks,

a Corporal --- there was always a corporal --- held out hands them snatched
them back, as though none was worthy; and with arms bashfully behind backs tried
to name one whose hand would be worthy.

“The hand of Titus, certainly.’

“But Titus is busy with a guest from Rome:!"

"Then of Alexander, who commands after Titus!"

“Alexander is sick with the Jewish complaint!”

‘Then one of thé generals of the Legioms!”

They had a fine time calling the roll of the gemerals.

Then the laughter died. In dead silence one of the names put
forward in jest was repeated in hushed warning. It sent the camp women
fluttering toward their huts, hurried orderlies off on their missions, hustled
clerks back to their tablets. It squared the shoulders of the Corporal and
even Cotta seemed inclined to act as though, somehow, he had just happened to
be caught in this whooping rabble.

A lane opened through the silence and along the lane, in a litter
made downy by cushions, a delicate chestnut-haired beauty in bright silks was
borne by eight black bearers whose matched strides made their burden seem to

float. Left of the litter, on a fat, docile mowunt, rode a paunchy bald man
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whose dandified toga could have come, and only lately, from Rome. On the
right, astride a prancing stallion, rode Titus now making ready for the last
assault on the Holy City.

Titus Flavius. Sabinus Vespasianus, because of his guest and his
confidence in the safety of his camp, wore dress armor. This was less reliable
ageinst a Jewish assassin than his battle-dented gear but it was splendidly
inlaid with silver and gold. His tunic was spotless white. The scarf above
the collar of his cuirass was white also. And his crimson cloak, big enough
to sleep in, floated free. His small fixed smile was at once a tolerant
permission to the lately whooping rabble to have their fun and an aloof warn-
ing against too much.

"“Cover that pair!" Cotta hissed, and the Corporal grabbed the
handiest loin cloths, shoved their despoiled owners deep into the crowd and
rushed to make Jared and Eben decent for the Commander~in-chief's lady.

Such modesty caused the chestnut-haired figurine to murmur in
amusement. It would have been hard to guess her age within ten years but
there was no doubt about the charm of the Herodian Princess Berenice. That
lighted every male eye. In the game of love her score was better than that
of most men. Thrice wed, twice widowed, she had lately deserted a third
husband. Before she had reached a marriageable age and then between husbands
ghe had been, after the ancient practice of Egypt's royal house, her brother's
consort. Now, with his approval, she was the mistress of Titus, eleven years
her junior.

“She helped our people at first, until our hotheads tried to burn

her palace,” Jared saldy '"Perhaps, in some way, she may help us."
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"Not likely," Eben said. He remembered a story from his grandfather
of when Paul, a follower of The Anointed, had been triec_l in Caesarea. This
princess, sitting with her brother, had judged charges and evidence and
had done nothing. Yet Paul was a Jew of Jews.

Enjoying Jared's and Eben's near~nakedness, the Princess began to
laugh. Titus did not join her, and she looked toward the bald dandy inviting
him to share the fun.

"1 guess Fancy Toga is the visitor from Rome,” Eben said.

Jared, trying to decide how best to address the giver of security,
nodded absently.

Z71L call him Caesar.

co= o i

vy.-“r)fkcii;

He stepped toward Titus, his dawk face showing none of his feeling

T

against the man who had spread black woe through Galilee, Samaria and Judea.

"Hail, Caesar!" he said, loudly respectful. ''Your right hand in
security, Caesar. We claim your pledge to all who quit the City unarmed.’

"You have my pledge," Titus said and shook their hands briskly. He
was usually tolerant with those who came unarmed out of Jerusalem, for they
eased his task. Then he looked sharply.

"Your names?’

Eben swallowed, Their names, at least Jared's would identify them.
The defenders had shouted "Jared!" often enough.

Jared drew erect, a proud member of the Community before a Som of
Darkness.

"1 am Jared of the Salt Sea Brotherhood,” he said.

Eben followed suit. "I am Eben, a Bethel Benjaminite.”
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Jared! Eben! Titus studied them. This long, somber, black-eyed
petitioner and his big, broad companion who looked sunny-hearted as well as
sunny-haired had not, of course, alone sustained the stubborn defemnse of the
Fortress, but they had stood in the forefront, so his sples said, and one,
the somber one, had killed Sabinus. The pair had given rise to many stories.
His army, he knew, called them demi-gods. Soldiers were quick to see demi-
gods ahong their enemies; it magnified their own performances. Titus admitted,
however, that they looked like fighters.

"I ought to crucify you both," he said.

Fancy Toga had dismounted to walk around Jared and Eben, inspecting
them as though they were horses. "A prize pair," he said.

He spoke in his own language but Jared understood and was quickly
suspicious.

Titus did not seem to hear. He addressed Jared. 'Exactly how did
you come to quit the City?"

Jared told him, withholding the name of the town in which Amos's
wife and daughter awaited rescue. But he told of the bearding of Simon in
detail since that might win Eben special considerationm.

The Princess, listening, smiled on the burly young hero and because
she was Berenice her smile was inviting.

"A prize pair,” Fancy Toga said again.

'‘We'll let them prove how much of a prize,’' Titus said. He had
intercepted Berenice's smile. He looked sharply at Cotta, nodded, and rode
away with Fancy Toga. Berenice followed, trailing a second smile.

Jared looked intently at the Primus Pilus whom he remembered
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from the glimpse he had had at Jamnia, Then he had admired, although reluc~
tantly, the tall, erect, confident figure but now he was repelled by a narrow
face with waxy complexion, pilercing eyes, and thin, red lips.

Cotta returned his gaze, then beckomed and the Corporal, acting
smartly, closed a squad of legiomnaires around Jared and Eben.

“What is this?' Jared said. ''Didn't we receive the hand of Titus
in security?"

Cotta spoke deliberately. '"Security does not run as far as you
seem to want to go. It reaches to the Compound. ‘After that, who knows?"

Jared and Eben lodked across broad Hinnom Valley where the walls
of a big log compound rose. They had seen it many times from Jerusalem. Pris-
oners, reports said, were pemmed there until sold to slavers or until they
were Sent ...

Jared turned on ICOtﬁa in cold fury.

"“Then the hand of Titus means only that we are to fight in some
arena?’

"Titus's guest is from the Emperor, himself. Rome is pressed
for gladiators for her next great spectacle.”

“The Titus lies.”
(Merian; for the following scene, there are two versions. You choose which
one you like best and tell me which you cross out. This is the newer one.
The old one makes Cotta a more sympathetic character so you may want to read
book to the end before you decide. M)

"Then Titus lies."

Titus's encampments seldom heard him called a liar, not openly,
at any rate. Those who heard nogJahifted and sidled off, not to b; caught

in the punishment sure to follow.
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Cotta, his face flushing, gestured to the Corporal.

For an instant the latter hesitated. This Jared was, perhaps,
no demi~god. And a mortal was liable to punishment. But Jared had
been a portent in the fighting and the Corporal could not instantly
punish such a man for an impulsive outcry. 8Still, he was about to obey
when Cotta gestured angrily again and the Corporal, fearful for himself,
added weight to the sword hilt which he slammed across Jared's mouth.

"Take them across,'' Cotta said.

OR

"You and I share this -~~~ we are both fighting men ==~ so I do
not hear you," Cotta said. "But do not say ‘'lie' again of Titus. A second
time, and I must hear."

The Primus Pilus Cotta motioned, but the Corporal hesitated.
This Jared might not be a demi~god but he had fought boldly; the Corporal
could not believe he had been told to punish such a man for an insult so
few had overheard.

Cotta's face flushed, partly because he already regretted his
order. He could not, however, back down, and he motioned again.

The sword hilt slammed against Jared's mouth and a faint, disap~
proving murmur grew all around.

‘“Take them across,'’ Cotta said.

Guards and captives set off along a chalky trace that led through
a gentle valley. The feet of thousands of captives had worn the grass away.

Jared stumbled along and pawed his torn, swelling mouth and blood-soaked
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beard. Eben heard him muttering, "The Circus Maximus! The Circus Maximus:"
All Jews knew that uncounted brothers had had to fight in Rome's notorious
arena., Jews had fallen there fighting against foes armed with nets and
tridents, with swords and daggers, with shields and spears. Jews had died
there on fiery crosses. Jews had died there fighting other Jews.

Eben plodded along in silence but Jared's muttering continued.

“What are you saying?' Eben said.

"1 did not cough on the Tower," Jared said, ""to land us 4a the
Circus Maximus."

This could have been apology or regret. Eben knew it was neither.

They reached the Compound's gate, and the Corporal's spear knocked.

open upon an alert inner guard. Beyond the guard, at least a thousand
prisoners stood, sprawled, sat, lounged, slept, gossiped, p;cknd at vermin,
diced after the Roman fashion. Some were wounded and most were dirty but
a considerable number were, plainly, strong emough to make gladiators for
the Circus Maximus or any other arena.

All turned with excitement as the newcomers were pushed inside,
and many of those not standing sprang to their feet. Newcomers meant news
of the slege and of the Holy City. The excitement swelled when Jared and
Eben were recognized. There were cries of disbelief and loud dismay. Those
prisoners who had once fought willingly for Simomn cried in derision.

"Look! This pair is as low as any of us.” omne said.

"Get us on our way to Jericho," Eben said to Jared. "I do not

like some of the company here."



“We haven't wuch time," Jared made his swollen mouth say.

He had seen how many were fit to be gladiators. A consignment
with Fancy Toga in charge was probably already waiting. And, no doubt,
transports'also. at Caesarea. The chosen ones might be started off any day,
fitted with welded meck rings, chained, and on their way to Rome.

“If we break for Jericho,” he said, "it ought to be soon.'

"Well, do we dig under, climb over, or break through?’ Eben said,
trying to make nothing of walls twice as tall as he was, and four times as
thick.

There was no more time for talk. Prisoners were pressing jd all
around, wanting the latest news from stricken Jerusalem:« One, a leathery
little man, bore himself with such spirit that he easily found elbow rooum.
Not old, although graying, not young either, he looked indestructible. Down
each leathery cheek a gully =« no mere wrinkle =-=- cut from the corner of
each eye past his wouth which was less a mouth than a seam. He asked no
questions but kept an ear unmistakeably cocked.

Garments were rent when Jared and Eben told of the Temple's
destruction and men moaned over Ananus's death and turned hard looks om
the Simonites. But these drew together and gave back looks equally hard.

"Those Judases would betray even The Anointed," Eben said, giving
them the name of one who, his generation of Christians had been told, had
betrayed their Messiah into enemy hands.

Jared and Eben found a cleared spot in the shade of the wall, and
flung themselves to the ground. Neither spoke, and Eben wondered whether

Jared shared his deep discouragement. It was one thing to fight, when you
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knew you had skill and courage. It was amother to be penned like an
animal headed for slaughter --- perhaps in the Circus Maximus. When
Jared sat up abruptly, Eben expected a discussion of means of escape but
Jared had a different problem on his mind.

"Eben!" he sald. 'We heard from Simon that the Romans will
strike against Masada and the Community and perhaps other places.”

“"And I believe him,” Eben said. "Titus will want no pocket of
Jews left to surprise his soldiers after the Upper City falls.'

"And that wmay fall soon. Oh, Simon must have food hidden and
of course he knows where to find water, But his best men will leave
because the Temple has been destroyed and they will not wish to fight just
to help bandits keep their loot.’

"He won't be able to hold out long," Eben said.

"That is what troubles me,"” Jared said. 'I must warn the Com~
munity. Our Scrolls, all the truths which the Brotherheood has gathered up
over almost two hundred years, lie in the Library where one Roman torch
could fire them. And most of the Brothers do not know how to fight. They
have no weapons; they are old. I must warn them, and ---" he hesitated,
wighing to be as honest as he could be --- ""gome others. Eben could you
fetch Amos's women out of Jerlch;?"

"I guess I could,” Eben said« But inwardly he shied away from
the errand. Two women all the way to Jammia! And one a girl! Ten lambs
would handle easier. You couldn't bounce your staff off a girl when she
skittered avay, as a girl would.

“1'11 be back before you're much past Jerusalem, Jared said.
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“"Keep morth! On the by-road that leads through the Valley of Serek. I'll
find you."

“1'11 be watching,” Eben said. '"But first you've got to get
us out of this pen.”

“1 will,” Jared said. He sprang to his feet. Looking at the
tall, hard body, the defiant angle of the cropped, black beard, Eben thought,
as he had often thought before, that it was strange a monk should be such
a magnificent fighting man. He had said so once to Jared, and Jared had
answered shortly, "My father was a soldier.”

But he had said no more and Eben had questioned him no further.
He knew almost nothing of Jared's life in the Community beyond the fact
that the Scrolls were in his charge and that they were precious to him.

He sensed, too, that Jared carried some secret burden. But he did mot
know what it was.

"1'11 walk around,” Jared said. Maybe I'll hear something that
will help.”

sedietedelciricleRieiniictoiinieeh

A knee bumped Eben's shoulder as he sat alone, against the wall,
with the sea of prisoners washing around him, and he looked up and saw the
leathery, indestructible little man who had listened silently to the story
of Jerusalem's disasters.

The little man stooped and drew a fish in the dust and brushed
it quickly away.

“In this packed pen,” Eben said, "a man's standing place is
his seat, so won't you sit down?"

The little man sat down beside him and they looked into each
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other's faces, rigid with coantrolled emotion.

"How did you know?' Eben said.

“I knew when you were called Eben. I have heard of Eben.”

"And who are you, brother?"

“I em Elias. I was a follower of Peter.”

"Peter baptised my grandfather,” Eben said. His face shone.
“It was on the Day of Tongues. My grandfather had come to Jerusalem that
day, with some hides."

"The day the Holy Spirit descendedi”

"I wasn't even born then. But he often told me about it. I
am of Bethel. And you, brother?"

"I have lately come from Rome."

"From Bome? Did you know Peter?”

"1 did.”

"Rome must put a man in fear for his life if he is willing to
leave it for Palestine today.'' Eben said.

“We are not much safer in Rome,” Elias said. "But I left because
I was given a mission. I bring a Writing for James who 1s known in Rome
as our leader in Jerusalem."

"The brother of The Anointed is dead.”

"80 I have learned. Bﬁt someone will be in his place.”

"Qur people put off chooeing for fear the new leader would also
be persecuted,’ Eben said..

Jared came striding through the crowds and Eben explained him to

El’.“«\
He is not one of us but you can trust him."
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Jared sank to the ground beside them. His sober face told of
a fruitless errand.

"Jared," Eben said, "This is Elias. He is of my belief."”

The leathery little man touched hand to head and heart.

"And are you also of Bethel?' Jared said.

""Elias is from Rome,” Eben said. ''He knew Peter, one of those
who walked with The Anointed.”

"One of the very first," Elias said.

“I have heard of Peter," Jared said.

"And do you know the Romans crucified him?' Elias said.

Jared and Eben nodded. Word of the execution had long since
reached Judea; Peter's bitter followers had broadcast the crime to strength-
en resistance against Rome which had committed it.

Eben explained the little men's mission to Jared.

"Where can I take my Writing now?' Elias said. ‘''Perhaps to
another of our centers? Ephesus, Alexandria, Antioch?"

He had already carried h&aiﬂiiting all the way from Rome, a
'harrowlns succession of voyages from port to port --- Neapolis, Syracuse,
Knossus, Rhodes, Salamis and then on a long slide south, Tfipolia. S8idon,
Tyre, Cagfaria. And near Jerusalem, which he had thougééiég; end,; he had
learn:g:shmta was dead and the city besieged. Then he, himself, had been
captured. But now the little man braced stoutly for further hardships and
Eben and Jared looked at each other with admiration of such resolution.

"Perhaps Amos might advise you,' Jared sald and explained the
school at Jamnia.

“"Jared and I should be there soon. Come with us,”" Eben said.
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He was pleased by Jared's interest.

Elias looked at them oddly.

"What is this Writing?' Jared asked. All writings were of
interest to him because of the Scrolls.

"1 am forbidden to say, except to one like James.'

"Where do you keep it?" Jared could not see where anything could
be hidden on Elias’s nearly naked body.

Elias looked around. It was almost time for the evening ration
of food and most of the prisoners were on their feet, already forming in
line some distance away. Nevertheless, he kept his voice low.

“1 hid it near Bethel," he said. ‘'There I learned that the
siege had encircled Jerusalem, and while I puzzled about how to reach
James (that was before I heard he was dead) the Romans seized me. But I
hid the Writing first."

"You hid it in Bethel?' Eben asked. 'Bethel?”

“Just on the outskirts." Elias said. 'Why?"

"Because that is where I was born," Eben said. He smothered a
laugh. 'Well, that settles everything: Bethel is only a few miles north
| by east of Jammia. Jared and I have erramds first, but travel with us.

We will get you there.”

Elias stared at them, and again his expression was odd.

"You speak freely of travelling, my friends,” he said === in a
real whisper now. '"But do you know that a whole cohort is on guard here?"

"We know," Eben said. He did not feel as carefree as he sounded.

“Do you know that the talk in the Compound is that the strongest

of us will be sent soon to Rome to be gladiators? Probably not me. They
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think I am old, and they do not know how strong I ame But certainly both
of you. They say the consignment may be started within two days.”

"While I was walking around,"” Jared said, "I heard that a trans«
port would sail soom."”

After a pause, Elias bent his head so that his voice, coming
from close to his chest, was very faint.

"gimon's men have weakened the north wall. They plot a break-
out tomorrow night.'

Jared looked at Eben and Eben looked at Jared. The darkmess on
Jared's face lifted and on Eben's candid countenance a broad smile spread.
He remembered how unobtrusive the little man had been in the crowd, standing
silent with one ear cocked. He leaned toward him.

"Now I begin to see how you kept so long clear of enemies on the
way from Rome,” he said.

Jared rose, his eyes shining. “Isn't it,"” he sald, "almost time
to eat? Come on. We'll need all our strength.” He patted Elias's bony
shoulder. "Keep close to Eben and me,”’ he said, ' and we'll all get to
Bethel, and to Jammia, too.’

ededeiricdeirivicirivivicloiciricicvivk
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The next day the three moved separately amomg the prisoners, Jared
and Eben trying uncbtrusively to get the lay of the land outside the walls.
They met for the evening meal and at sunset, after eating, Jared walked away

from his two companions and knelt, facing north toward Paradise, and his

lips moved.

"He is one of a Brotherhood which always prays at this hour,”

Eben said. "And at sunrise, too."

"1 too must pray,' Elias said. 'For my Wricing to be safely
deliveredg Pray with me, Eben.”

"I willy And I will pray also for a dark night,” Eben said.

An overcast sky did follow sunset, and as the light faded the
three made showy preparations for sleep, against the south wall of the
gompound. The plan Jared had settled on was simple. He rechearsed it now
in a low voice.

"When Simon's crew crashes the north wall, the noise will draw the
guards and we'll get over this south one without anyone seeing.’

"At least we ought to," Eben said.

"It will be easy,” Elias sald, as though scaling walls were nothing
to him.

The Simonites were gathering slowly near the north wall, and in
the growingderkaess the guards did not seem to mark any significence in
the changed grouping. The crowd thickened.

"When our time comes," Jared sald, '"you stand on my shoulders,
Eben. That high you'll easily get a hand on the top of the wall. Then get

your lame leg over and dangle an arm down for Elias.”
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“I'm not heavy," Elias said.
"Watch out for guards on the far side," Jared said. "They'll
also be running toward the crash. But one might look up.”

"And as soon as Elias gets a leg over,' Eben said, "I'll dangle

e
\w an arm for you."

“"Don’'t forget that a man can snag a leg between two logs of this

wall," Elias said. 'Let's not get hung up there like medals on a legionnaire's

breast plate.”

They fell into silence. Over at the now invisible north wall, a
hoarse buzzing grew louder and a slow grinding sound minglgd with the buzzing
and then an enormous crash drowned out every other sound. Jared put his back
against the south wall and locked his fingers to form a stirrup.

“Up:" he said and Eben stepped to the stirrup and to Jared's
shouldefs and reached mightily and got to the top of the wall.

Over at the main gate a sentry cried an alarm and a corporal roared
and then Roman rage and Simonite curses shrilled bedlam everywhere. Jared
grasped Elias at the knees and hoisted and the indomitable little man kept
upright and seized Eben's dangling arm and Eben swung the light weight upward.

"Now you, Jared," Eben whispered.

A dust cloud billowed over them, carrying the echoes of the crash,
as Jared grasped Eben's hand and half walked up the wall until he, too,
could get a leg over. Roman rage and Simonite curses swelled louder. The
three men squirmed over the wall and hung by their arms like sacks.

“Drop all together,’ Jared said.

"Ready,’ Eben gaid.

"Ready, Elias?" Jared said. “Dropi"



301

"Of courgse I was ready, but I was short of breath,” Elias said.
He scrambled/;fl feet among the heaps of earth which had been piled up in
éigging the walls' post-holes.

They slid into the night while the wild hullabaloo behind the W
walls continued.

A shadow loomed and Elias butted it just below its middle and it
fell and became a writhing legionnaire.

‘You're fast, Elias,” Eben said. Jared took the helmet off the
butted Roman and banged the bared 'head against a rock.

“"Now we have wea;mns.” he said. ."Elias, take his spear. 1I'll
‘take the sword. Eben, look for the dagger."

They slid once more through the darkness, helped by the crafts
which Jared an;i Eben had improved in the Jerusalem fighting. But Elias
showed himself, p.Fhapl. the craftiest of the three. They trotted warily
through the night, keeping south of Jerusalem, whose ghostly towers loomed
more and more to their left,

The clamor back at the Compound died down and they caught the vast
stink of the City , borme on the night wind; it seemed a septic brew of the
corruption there. Jared stepped up his gait, and little by little the bedlam
behind them lessened, and the stink, too. Elias had trouble keeping up, and
Eben motioned Jared to go slower. They did not regret the lost time. Elias
had bought it when he charged the legionnaire outside the Cowound.wall.

They saw ghead the low outlines of a little village, asleep on the

calm breast of the Mount of Olives. Eben knew it and‘ could not wait to tell Elias.

"Bethany: Bethany, Elias.”



"Where the Messiah part§d from the Eleven:" Elias stopped, and
knelt on the hard earth.

Eben knelt too.

Jared waited silently until cthey rose. Then all hurried on.

Now they could talk freely and Jared explained to Elias the errand
to Jericho which Eben must undertake alone.

"I will go with him," Elias said.

"I will be glad to have you, ! Eben .sa2id.

Jared went over with Eben the instructions the priest had given them
for finding the two women, instructions which Jared and Eben had learned by :
rote before destroying the paper.

“T will join you and the women this side of !iuuhs,“ Jared said.

"1 know of Emmaus, although I have never seen it,"' Elias said.

What follower of the Anointed did not know of Emmaus? It belonged
in a story that Christians told over and over. Two dilciﬁlea had been walking
to Emmaus after hearing that the Anointed was risen from the grave, and
talking of this marvel, they had been joined by a stranger who continued to
the village and took bread with them. When he broke it, they recognized him.
He vanished before their eyes and they returned to Jerusalem to tell the
Eleven. ‘

* Elias, indeed, knew of Emmaus!

"East of Emmaus!" Jared sald. "When you are sottiné-n.ar the town
but before you take the downward trail."

"But when?" Eben said. |

"Around hoon. after the second night. Listen for this.”
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Jared whistled, a partridge call, not the soft, comforting note
with which mother partridges, all summer, rounded up their young, but
Septewber's warning, short, brittle, sharp.

"When you hear that, it will be either the bird or me. Answer the
same way.' He embraced Eben, touched head and heart to Elias, and strode
southward.

Eben called after him. "Wait! How old is the daughter of Amos?"

"Fifteen, I think. Almost sixteen'

"Sixteen! She should have a husband. If she had a husband she
wouldn't be making this trouble for us. Why isn't she married?”

But Jared was out of sight and sound.

Fededededededdedeiviirledriodoiricdek

Jared came, after a journey through darkness, in sight of the Cowmunity
buildings crouching beside the Salt Sea. In the flushed East, a ring of sun
had appeared, and he could hear faintly the morning chant of the Brothers.
He lifted his own deep voice and, when the sun became a dazzling circle, he cried
as the others would be crying, 'We thank thee, Oh Lord!" and flung himself.
to the ground.

Hav: ver been away? Was the siege onl drea

Rising he laid his sword in a rock crevice ... the Priest of Aaron
disliked the sight of weapons ... and pressed on toward the Watch Tower
~hilch rose above the complex of small buildings. He pictured what would be
going on within the walls. Now, whoever was taking the Overseer's place would
be giving out the day's tasks. Now, because of the Rule, silence would be
settling over the courtyard, over every building, colonnade, stable, shed,
pasture, rocky field. All would be as quiet as the wind-swept graveyard where

row on row of Brothers lay, facing the north.
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asee and warn .

Worry, fatigue and guilt beset him together, now that his jourmey
was ending. But as he drew near the Tower, a smile broke across his face.

Not far ahead, in the now clear morming light, he saw the Chaste One, propped
against his favorite rock, and Jared hurried forward in spite of weary legs.

“Jared:" The Chaste One's face glowed. But after they had embraced
he said, as though they had parted only woments before, "The Commentary goes
well but no Conmentary is easy and to make this one worthy is almost more
than I should attempt. Perhaps Hillel should have done it, or Johanan should
do it now."

Pressing as was his errand, Jared took time to frame his reply. He
knew his best thought was expected, although the Chaste One's doubt was denied
by his look of undeniable contentment. Jared could see that he had set his
gentle heart on this deed for the glory of the Lord, and wild horses would
not have pulled him away from it.

"A commentary by Hillel would have been by Hillel,' Jared said.

"One by Johanen, only by Johanen. Neither would be your commentary.'

The Chaste One nodded at this truth and closed his eyes, but not
in sleep. His lips moved, shaping, revising, happily building his own commen-
tary.

Jared went on into the main courtyard and through it, in search of
a jar and water. He must purify himself with a lustral bath before mingling
with the others, even before seeking out the Priest of Aaron with his alarming

news.
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He observed the rule of silence and did not glance at the Brothers
he passed, but they could not conceal their excitement at their Keeper's
sensational, unexpected return from war. And since the Discipline forbade
speech they communicated as was usual in such situations. Without even a
soun§>pantomime)ssid all that was needed:

Jared --- has returned --~ is wounded ~-- but still seems fit =--
seems older ~--- seems tired --~ who was never tired --- is thinner --- thin?
Gaunt! --- looks hungry --- hungry? Famished! =--- and worried =-- worried?
Haunted:

Climbing toward his cave with his filled jar, Jared heard a loud
call and turned to see a Novice.

""Keeper of the Scrolls! I was told to tell everyone so I must
tell you, although I had not known you were expected. At the evening meal
there is to be a Meeting of the Many.”

"Thank you, Brother,'" Jared said. "And will you say to the Priest
of Aaron that I have urgent need to speak with him?"

"1 will, Keeper." The Novice's eyes were bright with the encounter.

"I am going now to bathe. Then I will go to him as soon as he can
see me."

"I will let you know.'" The Novice raced away.

Jared went on, and his cave greeted him with a familiar, dry,
briny smell. It was hard in this quiet peaceful place to realize the danger which
threatened. He reminded himself!

Fif mu warned. d I must see her and tell her. And

I mu o] Eben after the second ni s
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But fatigue weighed him down. When the novice returned, bearing food
and fresh garments, Jared was asleep in the cave. Exhausted, he slept on and the
Hovice did not wake him but sat at the entrance, waiting. After al;,tha mes~
sage was only that the Priest of Aaron would see no one until evening. He was
at prayer.

When the Novice had delivered his message and gone, Jared put on the
fresh apfarel «== the white tunic, robe and sandals =~ required by the Rules
for the evening meal.

He was disturbed that his warning to the Priest of Aaron must be
delayed by a Meeting of the Many. These were held after the evening meal and
usually for matters of great moment. They often dragged on interminably. It
would be black night by the time he could report the Roman threst and explain
the plan he had worked out for hiding the Scrolls. The actual hiding could be
done aéfer he returned from Jamnia; Jerusalem had not yet fallen. But pre-
liminary preparations should be started now. Every Brother should be told

his own part.

There was time before supper to visit the Scriptorium which he yearned
to see. The sun, sliding down behind thc cliffs, brightened the stone build-

ings. A small, welcome coolness had come into the air.

= o

He hurried along the colonnade and, when he entered, the Attendant
smiled a welcome. He was alone, for the Masters who usually knelt at the old
tables were preparing, with baths and prayer, for supper.

"Has all gone well?' Jared said. A question about the business of

the Community was, of course, allowed.
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"Qur days never alter.’

"Then no_ thing of moment has happened?”

"Well, the copying of the Isaiah scroll has been set back,"” the
Attendant sald, "' the one you gave out before you went off to Jerusalem.'

Jared turned to where several tables, set end to end, formed a
continuous surface for a leather strip as long as three tall men. Weights
held it unrolled. It was stiff, cracked and worn and had been often wended
with patches glued to its underside, where they would not cover writing. Its
faded script was hard to read at best. Alongside, a new roll awaited the
copying but that had been only begun.

"What caused the delay?”

"The Fifteen decided other work was more urgent.’

What other work? The copying of such a Scroll had always come first.
And in knowledge of the writings of Isalah, no one in the Community could
compare with the Master who had been set to this task. What was he doing now?
Digging out rocks?

Trying to conceal his indignation, Jared nodded and went out. Perhaps
he might have done more good if he had never gone to the siege!

In the twilight which stained their white robes purple the Brothers
were gathering outside the Assembly Hall. They stood in reverent silence.
To partake of this supper, Jared knew, one should have not only the body
cleansed and the garments fresh but the thoughts, too, purified. He tried to
forget his resentment at the decision which had sent a Master copyist away
from the work he did superbly well. He was, Jared reprimanded himself, grow-

ing too critical of the Community.
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Was not the chief trouble that so many of the Fifteen and all in
authority were old?

f yvou would eak with d play you a r ou

are others who could be built up.

Slowly he approached the waiting line.

but the wil d 11 be concerned.

The Brothers stood in the usual Tens, in a column according to
rank with a space left at the head for the Fifteen who had not yet arrived.
At the end of the line Jared noted, startled, a young Brother stood alone.
His head was bowed over his bulky chest. Heber!: It was big, good-natured,
timid Heber:

Heber, apart? Of course, he was always getting into trouble. But
just scrapes, usually. This wac a kind of separation imposed only for a most
serious sin; it was perhaps the occasion for the Meeting of the Many. 1
wonder what he has done, Jared thought with concern as he joined the Fifteen who
were moving now into the space reserved for them. The snowy-bearded Priest of
Aaron was the last to come. He led the way into the Assembly Hall.

The Fifteen sat down first, and then the rest, divided into their
groups of Ten, a priest to each group. The baker brought in loaves of bread,
and the wine, and after the Priest of Aaron stretched out his hands and blessed
them, the silence was broken by all, giving praise to the Lord. The bakers
gave a loaf to each man, and the cooks gave to each a plate of beans, flavored
with a little lamb, and the meal was eaten in silence, brokem again at the

end with prayer and praise.



Was not the chief trouble that so many of the Fifteenm and all in

authority were old?

Slowly he approached the waiting line.

The Brethers stood in the usual Tens, in a column according to
rank with a space left at the head for the Fifteen who had not yet arrived.
At the end of the line Jared noted, startled, that one young Brother stood
alone. His head was bowed over his bulky chest. Heber! It was big, good~
natured, timid Heber!

Heber, apart? Of course, he was always getting into trouble. Just
scrapes, usually. But this kind of separation was imposed only for a most
serious sin; it was perhaps the occasion for the Meeting of the Many. 1
wonder what he has done, Jared thought with concern as he joined the Fiftean
who were moving now into the space reserved for them. The snowy-bearded
Priest of Aaron was the last to come. He gave Jared a kind, fatherly glance
as he led the way into the Assembly Hall.

The Fifteen sat down first, and then the rest, in their groups
of Ten, a priest to each group. The baker brought in loaves of bread, and
the wine, and after the Priest of Aaron stretched out his hands and blessed
them, the silence was brokem by all, giving praise to the Lord. The
bakers gave a loaf to each man, and the cooks gave to each a plate of
beans, flavored with a little lamb, and the meal was eaten in silence,

broken again at the end with prayer and praise.



The meal tomight, Jared noticed, did not have its usual spirit of

reverence. 7Too many disruptive glances were turned on Heber. He was not
gserved food. He had been given a stool half way between the podium at the
front and the common benches, and his shamed head still hung on his chest.
Once he lifted it and his eyes met Jared's with a fearful appeal.

After the bowls had been sopped dry, the Priest of Aarom went to
the podium and the tables were pushed out of the way and the rest of the
Fifteen went to benches along the wall. The others stood, all except Heber,
still on his lonely stool.

Candles were lit, but not many. More and more, light hurt the eyes
of the Priest of Aaron. Even one small candle seemed to him to be surrounded
by a halo whose rays were painful. One Brother, Jared remembered, said that
his grandfather had gone blind after being distressed by such halos.

As erect on his podium as he could manage, his head tipped forward
for better seeing, the old man looked around the room until all were alert
for his words, and then turned toward the accused.

"Stand Heber:"

Heber stumbled to his feet, still looking at the f;oar.

"This is the accusation,” the Priest of Aaron said. ''You are
charged, Heber, with going to a womasn in violation of your vow. Will you
say you are innocent? You have permission to speak.’

Heber lifted his head then and looked anxiously all around.

"I have tried to keep the Discipline,” he said. "You all know how
hard I worked at the farm."

"Will you say you are innocent?”



"I have fought against ..."

"Will you say you are innocent?"

"Ah, have I done, so very much, even if I did ie?"

"Will you say you are innocent?"

"I thought I was stronger than I was." Heber's round face twisted
with emotion.

"Then you have broken the vow?"

"But only with one woman.’

A sigh drifted through the Assembly, expressing shock and surprise,
the pity of many and the secret envy of a few. The strain throughout the
room became so palpable that the Chaste One was roused from his meditations
and looked about.

“"You broke the vow?"

"But only lately."

“You broke the vow? Say it."

"Yesy, I did break it." Heber's wet eyes pleaded. "But ..."

"You are no longer permitted to speak."

The cold denial ended the questioning. Jared, sitting with the
Fifteen, nerved himself for what must follow. Now would come the cursing
and the casting out. According to ancient tradition, expulsion was not enough.
The ;xpellad one, stripped of the narrow security of the Community, must also
be cursed.

Before the cursing, it was customary to take a vote of the Fifteen
and Jared thought with consternation that he would have to declare himself.

No, he would be spared this! The Priest of Aaron was not turning toward the
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_ "I have fought against «o."

"Will you say you are immocent?"

"Ah, have I done so very much, even i{f I did it?"

"Will you say you are innocent?"

"I thought I was stronger than I was." Heber's round face
twisted with emotion.

"Then you have broken the vow?"

"But only with one woman."

A sigh drifted through the Assembly, expressing shock and surprise,
the pity of many and the secret envy of a few. The strain throughout the
room became so palpable that the Chaste One was roused from his meditations
and looked about.

"You broke the vow?"

"But only lately."

""You broke the vow? Say it!"

"Yes, I did break it." Heber's wet eyes pleaded. "But ..."

"You are no longer permitted to speak."

A sudden recollection caused Jared to grow cold with guilt.

There was a wife on the oasis, and perhaps daughters, too. And he had
never thought of cautioning Heber, of guarding him. He had even praised
the young man's interest in working at Ain Feshka.

Heber's admission had ended the questioning and Jared, sitting
with the Fifteen, nerved himself for what must follow. Now would come
the cursing and the casting out. According to ancient tradition, expulsien
was not enough. The expelled one, stripped of the narrow security of the
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Community, must also be cursed.

Before the cursing, it was customary to take a veote of the Fifteen
and Jared thought with consternation that he would have to declare himself.
No, he would be spared this! The Priest of Aaren was not t\u"}.ns toward the



Fifteen. He was omitting the vote, doubtless because --~ since Heber had

confessed ==~ it would be weaningless. Jared breathed deep with relief.

Then his heart contracted. The Priest of Aaron was calling his

"Jareds'

Jared did not move. He had not dreamed that the cursing would be
given to him. He fmd. it was true, wade himself ritually clean. But he was
just back from months of fighting. How could he be held sufficiently pure
in spiric and thought?

"Keeper of the Scrolls!' the Priest of Aaron said. "You have
exalted yourself against the Sons of Darkness. Now curse this culprit out
into that darkness.”

Slowly Jared rose. His very blood seemed to have been turned to
guilt, but his bearded dark face, although it looked darker above his white
robe, gave no sign of hia‘mtion.

Uncomprehending =-- and why should he comprehend? --- the Priest
of Aaron tossed his white beard impatiently.

“Come, Jared: Quickly! Do this which has been laid upon you."

Jared walked slowly toward Heber. Tradition required that the one
who cursed should halt just short of the ome to be cursed and count to
seven, a number of power, and then begin the cursing in traditiomal phrases
set down in the earliest days of the Commumnity.

Jared stopped short of Heber but he did not count to seven. No
number could have given him any feeling of power. He stepped to Heber's side
and turned toward the Fifteen, and his great guilt now was plain im his

face, and in his shoulders, and in his hands which hung loose, as though
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emptying themselves at last, of his secret.

The Priest of Aaron drew back in astounded disbelief.

"You, Jared?"

"Iy too."

"Not you, Jared?"

g,

A murnur swelled among the Tens and even among the Fifteen, louder
than the sigh Heber's confession had evoked, and different. To shock, sur~
prise, pity and envy were added the anger of deep betrayal. Jared could hear
the shattering of pride in him.

He turned his face and looked at them but turned back to the Priest
of Aaron. He could not face the Chaste One's stricken gaze.

"You have broken the vow, Jared? You?" the Priest of Aaron still
repeated.

"1 have broken it."

The old man grasped his beard and throat.

"1 should not have granted you permission to fight against the

"Before the fighting at Jerusalem, I broke the vow. I am no better
than Heber, nor as good. I cannot curse him."

"Indeed you shall not, you son of Beliali®

At first taken aback by the confession, the Priest of Aaron now
became the merciless accuser. “Indeed you shall not!" He flung his right
hand high. “But I can. First you, faithless Jared: Then the other.

Jared pulled himself to his gaunt height, and the Priest of Aaron

after a pause begen to intome solemnly.
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"Accursed may you stand forever, Jared:"

As this, the first formal sentence of excommunication, died away
the Brotherhood responded, as all earlier generations had.

"Amen,'" the chorus, blending into a single voice rolled up to the
ceiling and echoed there.

“"Accursed may you stand in all your guilty works!”

"Amen, "'

"May the Lord make a specter of youl"

" Asems "

'"May he send you to destruction.”

"Amen."'

"May you suffer in eternal pits of darkness.”

" Amems "

"May all your prayers fall back from heaven like heavy stones.’

" AmGR. "

"May He refuse to pardon your iniquities!”

e

"May his angry countenance be lifted upon you in vengeance."

" Amen. "'

"May the fire of his judgment burn you to eternal damnation.’

" Amen., "

""May you receive no peace from the mouths of all who stand in the
Light!’

" Amsom. "

"May all the corruption of your brokem covenant cleave to you.'
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" Amens "

“May the Lo:d bar you forever from all the Sons of Light:!"

" Asams "

The last unforgiving chorus echoed from the high ceiling of the
Assembly Hall and died away, and the Brotherhood stood in silence waiting
for the accursed one to go. I

Jared had faced the Priest of Aaron throughout the cursing. At
his side Heber now awaited his turn. Jared touched the bulky, young,
shoulder in fellowship and walked to the door of the hall. There, abruptly,
he wheeled and extended his arms toward the cold faces.

“There is a thing you must know!

The Priest of Aaron levelled an expelling arm, and although sepa~
rated from Jared by almost the width of the Assembly, it seemed to push him
toward the exit.

"The Leglons are coming to dectroy.masadu and they will be here
soon: "

The arm seemed to push hardex.

"Brothers, make the Scrolls your charge. Without delay, hide the
Scrollesl”

No one replied to the imploring voice.

Driving through the silence as through a wall, Jared went out
and shut the door behind him. He stood in the darkness, his ears now slowly
£filling with a faint drone that came from the caves where one Brother out
of every Ten was maintaining the unbroken reading of the Scrolls. The night

was 8o serene that it seemed unmarred by the bitterness he had felt in the
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Hall. He looked over the barren peaceful plateau with its low, quiet buildings.

He would never see them again, never walk along this shadowy colonnade, never
cross the broad courtyard to dip his jar into a purifying well, never so much
as enter the Library, a looming bulk in the starlight.

"May God bar you forever from all the Sons of Light,” the Priest of
Aaron had said.

Well, then, he should no longer wear the apparel which united him
with the Sons of Light. He laid aside his white robe and tumic, and in his
loin-cloth walked past the Chaste One's rock to where he had hidden the sword

he had carried from the Compound. He regained it and started toward Netophah.
B T

In the same serene starlight, Eben and Elias awaited a safe moment
to get over Jericho's wall, rising a hundred paces ahead above a tangle of
shrubs and young trees. They had reached the City of Palms at dawn but had
put off attempting an entrance until nightfall. I.las, in whom caution
had become a prime habit, had nodded approval of this plan when Eben pointed
out the peculiar daylight hazard.

"Even if we could get over umseen, every step I took inside the
city by day would be a risk. Some of the Egyptians must have been at
Jerusalem when Jared and I were. Any patrol, or just a passing soldier,
might recognize me."

He hoped he was not making himself seem to have been too important
in the Jerusalem fighting but Jared would certainly be remembered in many
and he had always been at Jared's back.

He and Elias had hidden from enemies and the fierce heat of the

day, among thick oleanders amd willows on what once had been a farm. Man's
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earlier possession was marked now only by two crumbling roofless rooms and
a ragged honey palm. Abandoned farms were everywhere on the Jericho plain,
the owners slain or driven off by bandits.

Eben had cut willow branches for them to sleep on. Both welcomed
the rest. Beyond Bethany, taking full advantage of the darkness, they had
travelled hard. Now, however, they were rested and hunger, although growing
sharp, was at least not accompanied by thirst. Whenever they had stolen
out of their torrid concealment for stealthy surveys of the countryside,
they had drunk, lapping the water from their palms like Gideon's men, at a
nearby brook.

Not far from their hiding place ran the Jerusalem road, as hard
and smooth as though it had been built yesterday instead of in Great Herod's
long-gone reign. Inside the massive walls rose gleaming towers, and during
daylight Eben had pointed out to Elias the shining citadel built by the
tyrant to honor his mother. Now the bright parapets of this were blotted
out by darkness. Only the city's proud palms could be seen against the
sky. A few dim gleams of lamplight escaped from upper rooms. Outside the
main gate, closed since sunset, a patrol loitered under torches, giving off
loud talk and laughter.

" That's exactly the careless watch Egyptians always keep," Eben
said. "But careless or not, they are too mear the place where we must climb.”

"Should we have pushed through the gate with the sunset crowds?"

“The same Egyptian who might recognize me inside, might see me
go through.”

"The longer we wait here, the more likely the pursuit will be to
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catch up.”" Elias said.

"Jared did not tell Cotta we were coming to Jericho."

"But hunting so many who fled from the Compound, the pursuit will
fan out in all directions. Some may already have joined that guard at the
gate."

"I know," Eben said. "The sooner we get Amos's women out the better,
but I do not think we should try the wall ==~ yet."

He felt worried and uncertain. The responsibility that Jared had
put upon his shoulders weighed him down. It was so much greater than the
responsibility of looking after the Bethel flock. He had dreaded from the
beginning the task of shepherding these women, especially the young unmarried
one. Yet the wife and daughter of Amos must somehow be brought safely out
of this dark menacing city.

Eben wae not worried about how well he had followed Jared's plan
up to now, He had done well enough or Elias would have objected, but he was
accustomed to Jared plamning all the way. Cetting over the Jericho wall
without Jared seemed, all at once, a monumental undertaking, and Elias's
warning of pursuit brought up afresh the danger of being recaptured.

He remembered Jared's battered mouth muttering, "The Circus Maximus."

"Elias," he said, "did you ever see Jews fight in the Circus
Maximus?"

"Of course not," Elias said. "In Rome, all Jews, Christians or not,
keep away from the Circus if they can. And the Circus is far, far off." His
tone was gentle for he knew what must be in the mind of this companion, young

enough to be his son.




-318~

His tone comforted Eben, and he had also a comforting thought.
Even if they were caught, they might go unrecognized and not be returned to
the Compound, tagged for the Emperor's spectacle. They might be sent to

grow wheat in Egypt, or to a farm in Thrace, or even to the mines of Hispania.

He had another, deeper thought. He might be killed.

Worry and uncertainty left him, and he jumped to his feet and
laughed.

"What is there to laugh about?" Elias did mot speak in disapproval.
He was always pleased by Eben's ready laughter.

"Walls," Eben said, He laughed again and jerked a thumb toward
the night-dimmed walls of Jericho. '"First Jared and I went down one. Then
you and Jared and I went up and over amother. Now you and I are going up
and over this one and later tonight we'll go over it again, pulling twe
women, "

Elias, too, got to his feet.

"Let me go first over this one," he said.

"Why?" Eben was still laughing.

"Whichever goes first is most likely to be captured. And if you
are, who will guide Amos's women? But if I am, I'll manage some sort of yell
and you can get away to make a new try at helping then"

Eben pressed Elias's arm as he might have pressed Jared's. "I'll go

first," he said. He was not standing back while someone else did what he,
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himgelf, ;ughé to do. "You have your Writing to think of. You shouldn't
take an. extra risk. Besides, I have told you the directions to the house,
and the signal. You could get the women out alone as well as I could."

Elias sat in silence.

"1'11 cover your back and you mine and neither of us will be
caught," Eben said.

After another silence, Elias nodded. "All right,” he said, "but
Eben, you spoke of the Writing. I have been thinking about that, too. You
have told me how to find Amos's women, if I must, and I should tell you
how to find the Writing." He touched his girdle. "A map is in here. It
would not be hard for you to make out. You know Bethel. You remember the
palm tree?”

"0f course," Eben said. Everyone in Bethel knew the great palm
under which, according to ancient tales, Deborah the Judge once had sat.

"It is marked on my map by a leaf. It is a guide to the hiding
place ?f the Writing. If anything happens to me, will you see that the
Writing is safely delivered?' A helpless look came over Elias's face and
he added, "Somewhere?"

Eben choked at the thought of being entrusted with Elias's treasure.

"0f course I will,” he said. "I will deliver it safely to one of
the churches if it costs me my life. But Elias! Perhaps I should not bring
you into this danger here at Jerichol"

"Danger?” Elias said. Helping a woman and girl out of Jericho was
not a very great danger; not compared to dangers he had surmounted, his
squared shoulders said. "The Holy Spirit is guiding us, we know that. It

has been planned, to have two of us face this mission instead of ome. And




=320~

now two of us are entrusted with the Writiag, also."

In a new silence they realized that the loud talk had ceased.

The gates creaked and ground together, and they saw that the men and torches
were gone inside. Elias looked at his tall companion with a smile.

"Let us now share getting over that wall," he said.

Sejedesriivivioicicinicicicichoicicieicd

Eben led cautiously through oleanders and scrub to the vaulting,
thick, precisely layered courses of limestone. He heaped up rocks for
Elias to stand on and raise his shoulders so that from them Eben could reach
the top of the wall. Elias gathered broad fronds that had dried and fallen
from palm trees.

"Good," Eben said, all the more admiring because he had not thought
of the ruse himself.

"It just might keep an Egyptian from noticing a pile of rocks that
said someone had gone over."

Like Jared in the Compound, Elias locked his hands. Eben stepped
into the stirrup and clawed the limestone courses for balance. The little
man's wobbly shou!ders were not Jared's but Eben stretched and caught the
top and Elias's palms on Eben's sandal soles gave a last boost and Eben was
up. He lay flat, leaned over and dangled an arm and Elias caught his hand
and Eben hauled and Elias was up.

Like lizards they wriggled along until they were looking dowm into a

shadowed, open space and beyond that to a street.
"We're where we ought to be," Eben said.

Elias hung his spear down as far as he could reach.
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"Try not to make a noise,"” Eben said. "A clink'll be heard
through half the town."

The spear dropped into soft earth. Elias, lowered by a wrist,
dropped as soundlessly. Then Eben hung by one arm, as from the Miriamme
Tower, and dropped and they ran for the street.

"No one's in sight," Eben said. "Come on,” and they padded silently
over deserted cobblestones.

It was understandable that the street should be empty. Jericho
was a pleasure city for Titus's army as it had been for someone ever since
Herod had rebuilt it. After sundown, however, citizens were safe nowhere
except indoors and the Egyptians were out only long enough to joggle in
litters or jog from one holiday house to amother. Of course, there was
always the risk of a patrol.

"Now go right," Eben said.

"How do you know one street from another?"

"1 have been in Jericho before." He added abruptly, "Quick!

Into this alley."”

The alley was no part of the route, but Elias, with the instant
response of a man long on the dodge, swerved with Eben into a narrow passage
and then a deep doorway.

"Safel" Eben's whisper was jubilant.

The distant click of hobnails which had alerted him grew to a
military tramp, and a four-man patrol marched past. As the tramp began to
die away, Elias eased his hold on his spear and Eben turned nervously to warn
him against scraping the metal point on the lintel of the doorway. It was



Eben who could have used a warning. His dagger, loosened by the drop from the
wall, slid out of his girdle and clattered loudly on the doorstep.

The click of hobnailed boots changed to instant, total silence.

It revived and returned slowly, more ominous at every step. Eben retrieved
the dagger, dismayed by his blunder, G, (o 4% pithel |

VRSN . AN ren.'{ He turned right at the second
street, left at the next and there, with Elias unshakeably at his heels, stopped
to listen.

"I don't hear them," Elias said.

"Teach me how to carry a dagger when you have time,”" Eben said.

He paused before a row of low, flat-roofed houses, all shuttered,
dark and silent. Eben counted, then stopped before a door. Here, a faint
light came through a small, high window and in spite of his antipathy for
his assignment, the feeble light filled him with pity.

"Those poor women will be glad to see us," he said, and rapped in

the agreed-on pattern.
Sedeicdededeivieieiehdeieieiefoiviciok

Waiting for a response, Eben began to grow nervous. He looked
down the street which was too narrow to let in more than a trickle of light.
It was so silent that his knock seemed to echo. Or did he hear a distent
hobnailed click?

Elias turned his head sharply. He too, Eben could see, felt it
was urgent to get inside.

Behind the door they heard a slight, rasping sound, a bar being

cautiously slid clear.
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"Who is there?" a whisper asked. Is it you, Jared?"

"Openi" Eben said. “Hurryl"

The door opened a crack and a woman looked out., At gight of them,
her face filled with terror and she drew back.

"Bandits!” She gesped-and tried to push the door shut but Eben,
m%nue of the calamity which might follow a door slam, shoved a
preemptory shoulder into the crack and pushed inside. Elias followed.

The woman darted toward a curtain which cut off part of the room: The wall
lamp showed her hair to be richly red. &

Eben closed and barred the door and listened, and Elias stood close,
listening too. There was no sound outside. Behind them, however, skirts
rustled and Eben whirled barely in time to face two women fully resolved,
especially the younger of the two, to kaife him and Elias in the back.

The younger one, also, was redheaded and her furious rush out of
the alcove had loosened her .hait which showered down all around her in glow
ing abundance.

Each woman held a knife suited to her resolution, a heavy blade,
easily long enough to run nearly through a man. The mother was moving against
Elias; the daughter charged Eben like a young mare, grey eyes blazing,
round breasts heaving, her intention to kill or be killed so unmistakeable
that Eben was aghast. -

"Catch the other one, Elias,” he said, and cuffed the girl's

knife-hand aside and wrapped her in his big arws. She twisted and writhed

furiously.
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He had thought, once she was subdued, to tell her who he was
and why he had come but the unexpected softness of her hair, and all her
softness close against him, and the sudden discovery that she was almost
as tall as he was, distracted him and for a moment he only hugged harder. In
the heady silence he heard Elias saying what he, himself, ought to have said
as soon as they got inside.

"Jared sent us! Jared sent us!"

Elias was not trying to catch anyone, just standing with his hands
at his sides, smiling at the older woman and her knife. Hearing Elias speak
and seeing his kind, worn face, even a frantic woman could not think he was
a bandit. This one lowered her kaife and began to cry.

"1 should have known. You had the signal. It's all right, Abigail."

She looked at Elias beseechingly. '"We have been very frightened.
An Egyptlan has been hunting for my daughter. Of course you are not Egyptians.
But there were two of you, and neither one was Jared «..”

"Eben couldn't take time to explain outside,” Elias said. '"We
thought we were being followed."

"We might have killed you!"

Eben loosened the prison of his arms, and the girl broke from
him and ran to embrace her mother.

"Now, nowi" she sald, patting and smoothing. Her mother's
distress had changed her into that combination of girl and woman common
to fifteen. The two bright heads pressed together as the mother's tears
flowed.

""she will be all right soon,”" the daughter said. Eben, already
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burning with nubarraalnnngbnoticed miserably that she addressed her remark
to Elias. She did not even look his way.

Presently the mother dried her eyes. She was a well-proportioned
woman, a trifle plump, and plainly struggling to regain a dignified manner.

"We gave you a strange welcome," she said. "I have not even
asked your names. But you must know that I am Rhoda, wife of Amos." At
that, she lifted her head proudly. "And this is Abigail, my daughter.”

Elias bent his head and Eben did the same. He diffidently named
himself and his companion, explained Jared's absence and stopped. Elias
warmly took up the story and told of Miriamne Tower and the Compound, and
the journey from Jerusalem and the long day outside Jericho. And now Eben,
although he did not look, could feel Abigail's gaze. Rhoda, too, was
looking closely at their big yellow-headed rescuer. He was, she thought,
barely past being a boy and yet so well thoughé?ghat Jared, her husband's
friend, had entrusted him with this mission. Both men were grimy and wore
no robes but how could she have thought they were bandits?

"What you have gone through!" she sald. "Let me get you something
to eat. It is not what we will offer you in Jammnia when we reach my husbend's
house. But we give it gratefully.”

Hungry though he was, Bben shook his head. "First, we need to
hear more about your Egyptian. Isn't that right, Elias?"

Elias nodded gravely.

The women told their story together, first one speaking and then
the other. A few days before, an Egyptian had seen Abigail leaving a
neighbor's house. She had run back inside, and the neighbor had barred

the front entrance and Abigail had escaped by a smaller door at the back,
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and although the Egyptian had pounded, the neighbor had not unbarred until
Abigail was safely away.

Elias leaned forward. '"When she had to unbar, what did she tell
him?" “

"That Abigail had been a stranger to her,' Rhoda said.

"And seemed to be light in the head,"” Abigail said.

"He went away," Rhoda sald, "after looking around, but today
he came back, asking questions all along the street. 'l am looking for a
redheaded girl,' he said at every house. 'Do you know where she lives?'"

"No one told him, but they got word to my mother. We knew he
would come here, and it would be no use just to bar the door."

"That ie no help in Jericho against an Egyptian of Titus's army."

"So my mother made herself look like a slattern. And when he
came, she told him she had never heard of me."

"Where were you?" Eben said and for the first time Abigail spoke
to him directly.

"Out in the alley with my knife," she said. Hentioning the knife,
she blughed, and Eben wondered how he could have thought that a girl so
young and beautiful needed to be grabbed to keep her from harming anyone.
He should have been gentle. But the whole thing had come so unexpectedly.
Besides, he was not used to handling a girl, although he was not eager to
confess that even to gain forgiveness.

"The neighbors all seem to be your friends,” Elias said.

"All. They are all of our people. And they know who my husband

is. Besides, Jewish women protect one another against the Egyptians, when
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they can. Not one of them would betray us. But, of course, a child might
answer his question for a penny. Perhaps, already has.”

"He may come back tonight," Eben said, and in the apprehensive
silence which followed he realized that now he must try to plan as Jared would
have planned. He said, "Was he of high rank?"

An Egyptian of high rank might return with help enough to make
an overpowering search.

Rhoda and Abigail shook their heads. They had seen enough
auxiliaries to know a common soldier when they saw one.

"Good!" Eben said. "Do you, too, have a back door?"

"Yes," Rhoda answered. '"These houses are all alike. Doors in
front and behind, and the back doors open into an alley.”

"1'11 show him, Mother," Abigail said and as she led him behind the
curtain, Eben was flooded with relief. She would hardly be allowing him
this close again if he had offended unforgivably.

He inspected the back door and looked around, while she waﬁchcd
with confiding grey eyes. Hanging from the walls and rafters, he saw some
clothing, and when they had rejoined the others he said to Rhoda:

“You and your daughter had better put on your extra tunics and
robes. Until the sun comes up, it is going to be cold."

"And perhaps we should start as soon as you are ready,” Elias
said.

"Not until you eat!" Rhoda sald. ''Why, you can't have eaten
since you escaped from the Compound!"

She and Abigail rushed out bread, figs, wine, a little chaeag‘and
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eating hurriedly their first food in more than twenty-four hours, Eben and
Elias outlined their route. It developed that the women knew the country
they would travel. Beyond Emmaus, they knew a dozen small towns, strung
out like boundary stones. The first would be Gederah.

"I was warried in Gederah,”" Rhoda said. "And from Gederah, I
know every step to Jamnia."”

Eben clapped Elias on the shoulder. "And from Jamnia," he said,
"Jared and I will go with you to Bethel."

That compelled an explanation of why Elias had to go to Bethel.
The women looked awed at hearing of his treasured Writing.

"But what will you do with it after you have it again?" Rhoda
asked.

"That is why he is going with us to Jamnia, first," Eben said.
'"He wants to consult Amos about it."

Tears came into Rhoda's eyes. "Of course," she said.

Abigail took her mother's hand. "My father is a great scholar,"”
she said. "He is second only to Johanen."

"And a noble man,”" Rhoda said.

"I will be honored to have him advise we," Elias said, "even
though he and I do not hold the same beliefs."

"Elias and I are Christians," Eben said and explained the new
word.

"Christians or whatever, my husband will know just what you should
do," Rhoda sald, seeking to be as tolerant as she was confident. "Now

Abigail and I will get into those extra clothes."
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The women went behind the curtain and emerged looking pluwpef
than when they had gone in. Rhoda put all the left-over food into a bag
and Elias slung the bag over his shoulder.

"Take those knives you almost killed us with,” Eben said, and
Abigail blushed again. '"You probably won't have to use them, though."

"1f we have to, we can," Rhoda said. Many a matron of her
people had fought; fighting was permissable even for the wife of a priest,
given a great enough peril.

"Deborah led an army against Sisera,'" Abigail said.

Elias chuckled. Even Eben, although less learned, knew that
Barak had figured in Israel's storied assault asgainst her Canaanite foe.

They were all jolted by a sound from the street, heavy footsteps
followed by silence. Eben slid alongside the window; then, keeping away
from the lamplight not to be betrayed by his shadow, he motioned the others
to go behind the curtain and followed.

"It looks like your Egyptian,” he said. "You go out first, Elias,
with the women." '

A knock fell on the barred fromt door.

"The lamp will delay him for a while," Eben said. "He will think
you are sleeping and will try to wake you."

Elias opened the small, rear door, as the Egyptian knocked again,
more imperztively now. The alley showed empty in both directions, and he
led the women out and Eben closed the door silently behind them.

As the men hurried Rhoda and Abigail along the dark lane, they

caught the sound of a crash back in the house. The lamp had ceased to deceive.
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"He will waste a little time looking around,” Elias said. 'Let
us make the wost of it. Once he starts to follow, he will travel faster
than we can.”"

Through dark streets and darker alleys, Eben led the way toward
the wall of Jericho. Their sandals made almost no noise but tardily they
knew that almost none was too much. Behind them sounded the beat of rumning
feet.

"Turn right at the next corner,” Eben said to Elias, "then
straight to the wall. Here, take my dagger and let me have your spear.
Now run, the three of you!"

"You may need me," Elias said.

“Run!" Eben said and, as they ram, he flattemed himself against
a house wall and looked back into the blackness from which they had come.

The beat of the pursuit grew louder. Eben gripped the shaft of
his weapon. The Egyptian, breathing heavily, burst so suddenly out of the
gloom that Eben's first thrust missed, and the Egyptian had time to square
away and swing his sword. Eben sucked in his belly, and the sword point
swept harmlessly past, and Eben thrust again, a savage blow at the neck.
That spitted the runner who hung suspended long emough to reveal dimly his
big yellow face and gaping jaws. He strangled and fell,

Eben freed his spear, snatched the dead man's weapon and raced
away.

"He will never point out the direction we took," Eben said when
he came up to the others at the wall.

He spoke triumphantly and felt that he had the right to do so.
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The Egyptian would not hunt down another maiden of Israel. But, as usual
with Eben, the aftermath of victory was depression. He wondered if he
would ever kill without guilt and fight without fear. Why was he never
coldly bold like Jared?

He felt with his foot until he found soft earth and thrust the
spear deep to scour it clean of the Egyptian's blood.

"We ought to get over," Elias said and again backed up to the
wall and locked his hands into a stirrup.

Eben mounted and reached the top. Rhoda and Abigail came after,
aided by Eben's outstretched hand. Eben reached down and pulled up Elias.
Then, as the men had done earlier, all four flattemed out like lizards until
they were sure no liers~in-wait lurked among the shadows bclow.‘:;ak‘en descended,

Eben handed Elias his spear and regained his own dagger and took
time to look about, checking directions and planning.

They would go west and, at first, do no more than keep north of
the highway, but then the trail, winding up through shrub and over rock, would
begin to come plain. The stars made more light than he would have chosen
but scattered trees gave some concealwent, and for this all were suddenly
grateful.

They heard a horse on the highway, galloping hard from the direction
of Jerusalem. Horse and rider became plain and passed them and halted at
Jericho's southern gate, and the rider shouted and hammered commandingly with
his sword hilt.

"Only a courier riding on the authority of Rome would dare ask

that the gate be opened to him at this hour,"” Eben said. But now, in the
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face of new damger, he did not feel uncertain. Looking at Abigail, he
resolved grimly, that if the pursuit had indeed come close, he would manage
somehow to keep her and her mother safe until Jared joined them.

"Maybe,”" Elias sald, '""something has been learned about Rhoda and
Abigail."”

"If that is true..."” Eben began thoughtfully, but wise Elias did
not need to think.

"1f that is true," Eben said, ‘“the quicker we get out of here and
on to Jared's bytrack, the better.

dedchetriciriciciedeicieiniciioiioik

Rigid in a trqush of sand, Jared stared up at Netophah. Its walls
were plain in the starlight, and he had been watching for several hours. He
sat as hard and silent as a stone although within him a savage turmoil
boiled === anger at himself, anger at the Priest of Aaron, anger at his shat-
tered life.

Earlier, nearing the gate, he had found fresh tracks of horses ===
four. That almost had to mean a Roman patrol. The Compound Commander === and
Cotta =~- would have fanned out patrols like locusts. Probably one was spend-
ing the night at the Inn and would go to the Community, come morning. Cotta,
Jared reflected, knew that he belonged to the Community, and a patrol on
its way there might easily turn aside to search the Inn. He had wormed back
down the hill to hunker in a trough and, just as dawn was breaking, four
Romans rode out of the main gate and gurned, not toward the Dead Sea but
toward Jerusalem. Perhaps, Jared thought, he had not after all been the reason

for their visit.
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1'd better talk to Obal, he thought and went to the gate. The
watch dogs raised their usual snarling clamor and the gate keeper looked
out.

"Oh!" he said. "Youl"

"What were the Romans doing here?"

“"Looking for you. That was the second lot of them to come looking
for you. You should have used the little gate. HNow the women will know you
are here.," He paused slyly. 'The Romans are willing to pay money to know
when you come. And you can't trust women."

And I can't trust you, The thought came like a knife thrust.
Jared said nothing but walked toward the kitchen.

The three women were up from their pallets and the pallets tucked
among rafters. The one with bright cheeks looked at him searchingly; the
others did not glance his way. He knocked on the door at the room's far
side and presently it opened and Tamer stood behind, her green eyes bright,
a night lamp on one kitchen wall turning her hair into a gleaming black
waterfall.

Jared seized her in his arms, pressing his head against her hair,
but after a moment she drew back to look at him.

"You mouth, Jared! Your poor mouthi"

"I was struck but it is almost well."”

"Thanks be to God,"” she said but she looked at it doubtfully; his
lips were still swollen. "And thanks be to God that you are here. Four
legionnaires have been looking for you. I have been so anxious. They sald

you escaped from the Hinnom Valley Compound."
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"Many of us did. There was a break-out.”

"How is it at Jerusalem?”

"Almost ended. Now there is talk of a drive against Masada.

I came to warn the Community."

"And me?" Tamar asked, but not resentfully as she would have
asked if the time for quarrelling had come. She lifted her face sweetly,
ready if he wighed it to return to his embrace.

Jared took her into his arms again, but not yet with passion.
He was seeking comfort from the loneliness which engulfed him because he
no longer belonged to the Commumnity. He no longer belonged anywhere.

"1 love you," Tamar sald over and over, sensing what he wished
to hear.

After a long time he released her. Just as he was not ready for
passion he was not ready, either, to tell of his expulsion. She would be
glad; that made the telling hard. She would be glad.

"Go and bathe while I get you something to eat," she said.

Jared unbuckled his sword and went to her bedroom where he found
water and cloths. He was stretched out on her pallet, clean and some-
what relaxed, when she returned with food.

"How did they ever get you into the Compound?’ she asked, and
while he ate he told of Johanen's request, of the bearding of Simon, of
Titus's handshake, of Elias, of the escape and flight.

"They are hunting us, of course,” he said. "A great huant,

probably; so many men escaped. And an agent of the Emperor is with Titus

seeking men for the Circus Maximus. The hunt is directed, I feel sure, by
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Titus's right-hand man, a Primus Pilus named Cotta.”

He saw, in her suddenly thoughtful green eyes, that she had met or
heard of Cotta. Or perhaps, he thought, she was just filing his name away
in a mind which stored every detail likely to help her maintain herself in
the Inn. She knew what he was thinking. Pulling away his empty plate,
laughing, she pushed him down on the pallet and flung herself beside him,
shaking her black hair across his face, caressing him, asking for kisses in
low tender words, until he had kindled, and would further kindle her into
slow, skillful surrender.

They advanced together toward ecstasy, her light fingers spelling
out her pleasure now and her gfaatar pleasure to come. Then they were riding
the great familiar wave, each surge flinging them above the world, out among
the stars where the farthermost cluster burst; and then they receded and
were filled again with the dread familiar to both of them.

0=0~0

Tamar dreaded the certainty that he would leave her again, and
Jared the need to tell her his news. They lay close in an unease almost
equal to the ecstasy they had just shared.

Jared spoke first.

“Who was in the patrol?”

“Three legionnaires and their corporal. They are going now to
the Community, I suppose. And of course you have been there. You would
not come to me ahead of your precious Scrolls.”

"I no longer have any Scrolls.”

“You no longer ...'' Tamar sat upright.

"1 no longer belong to the Community. I have been expelled,
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cursed out into the darkness."

"They learned about me!" she cried. Her voice, although tender
with pity, held also the note of joy he had dreaded.

He lay silent.

"My poor dear one!" she said, putting her cheek against his beard.
"I will make it up to you. We will be so happy. You will come not to
regret itc."

"I do not regret it now," he answered roughly. "I despise them

all.”

"We will go away,"” Tamar said. "We will go first to the Great Sea.
The Legions have not disturbed any cities there. All the coast people have
made submission. From Gaza, Ashkelon or Caesarea, we will take ship. We
can live in Crete, in Cyprus, in Babylon! Thousands of our people never
left Babylon and we will find all the friends we need. There are a hundred
cities where Titus would never think to look, even if bigger matters did
not press him «.."

She felt his hard body resist. It had always happened so in the
past, when she tried to woo him away from the Community, but now he was done
with the Conmunity, and the Community with him. Now, why did he resist?

"1 haven't enough to pay for passage,"” he said. "I have only a
few shekels. You know that.”

"1 have enough to take us away, and you will make a place for your-
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self wherever we go. There aren't many like you, Jared.”

He muttered to himself. "At least it would be living. I would
not be a lost man among other lost men. Not ashes heaped away with other
ashes."

"Then we will go?"

He shook his head.

"I must meet Eben. You know the promise to Amos. Eben has done
more than his share already, and so has Elias.”

Pride stung Tamar at this rejection. Her tome, when she spoke
again, was cold.

"When will you come back?"

"How can I say? Simon is still holding out. The towers will
soon fall, as I have told you, but then the Eagles will be going to Masada.”

"And through Netophah," she said. "But you have no thought of
Netophah and me. I am not as important to you as Eben and Elias and the
women of Amos."

Jared could not bring himself to say that she had always been
able to take care of herself, but this was true and Tamar knew it.

"You think I have friends who will help me," she sald. 'Well, my
father left me friends, and I would have been a fool not to make more."

"I must get away. Another patrol will come.”

“"Go! I told last night's corporal nothing. But why should I
keep anything back from the M?“

Then because he was alone among so many hunters, and because the

Brotherhood had cast him out, and she had so berated him, she softened.
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"You need net leave with only that swerd. We have arms and
armour. Take what you need from the chest. I'll have a bundle of food
made, and ask Obal te saddle a horse."

He was glad to have her out of the room. It was hard te keep
his hands away from her when she was that close. He cheose a light breast-
plate, a small round shield, and was pushing a dagger into his swerd belt
when she burst in.

"Reba has gone! She has taken my horse. My own horse: And Obal
is sure she has gone to recall last night's patrol.”

Yes, Jared thought. If Obal had net sent her, at least, he had
not stopped her. Reba! She would be the bright-cheeked one.

"Do you think she has followed them te the Community?" Tamar's
voice shook.

"The Romans,'" Jared said, "did not go to the Community. I saw
them ride off. They took the Jerusalem Road."

"But the Community is where you would be most likely to take
shelter. I suppose another patrol has gone there."

He did not answer.

d, t gshould ne ve elled me. Wheo will face
th trol? How long before the Scrolls will be in flames?

He shook himself in agony.

"What will you do now, Jared?"

"Not fight lions for Roman pleasure! Let me think!" His
tone was savage. |

Obal knocked and sidled in, his mouth trembling, his lashless
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eyes avoiding Jared's.

"How long has the woman been gone?' Jared said.

Obal mumbled that he was not sure. Knowing that Jared and
Tamar must know that he had either let her out, or absented himself so
he would not see her go, he sought a change of subject.

"I don't believe she will be back,” he said. "She was with
the Corporal last night. She is a woman always in heat. She will
probably be meeting him somewhere and will stay until he casts her off.
May that be soon."

Tamar ignored this. “The horse we must give you, Jared, ismn't
wuch for speed but it is strong,"” she said.

“I have it saddled and waiting,” Obal said. He looked timidly
from one to the other.

Poor old Obal! He was not, Jared knew, truly old but he had
been old ===~ old and defeated ==~ from birth, and he was torn now between
fear and loyalty. He feared Romans who could imprisom, whip, brand, even
crucify. Yet he would not desert his mistress whose bounty kept him out
of a hateful, hating world, He had only partly betrayed and now was eager
to make that betrayal come to nothing. Jared gave him forgiveness, the
more willingly because he himself needed so much.

"They'll be back any time, Jared," Tamar said. 'Shouldn't you
hurry?"

“I1 have a plan,” Jared said. 'Let we look around.”

He went out through the courtyard, Tdmar following, and Obal

waddled ahead to throw open the big gate, and they all peered out. They
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drew back quickly. Four horsemen were in sight, and while they looked
the patrol dropped down into the trough of the last great billow of sand
between them and the hill of Netophah.

Tamar was close to tears. '"What will you do, Jared? Where will
you hide? They will be here long before you can get away."

"1'11 stay and welcome them. I've thought of a trick,” Jared
sald, and laughed. The need to outwit the Romans challenged his mind and
absorbed his energles, and the wine of danger drowned the echoing curses
of the Brothers.

“Bring out my horse, Obal," he said, and took Tamar's arm and
hurried her back to her own quarters.

“When you are inside,'" he said, '"bar the kitchen door and all
the other doors and be sure the small gate is barred. That will delay
the patrol and I will need time."

He dropped her arm and started off at a run.

He has already forgotten me, Tamar thought, but in that instant
he returned and caught her in his arms and kissed her eyes and throat and
mouth.

"You will come back from Jamnia?'

"Arent we going to live im Cyprus? Or Babylon?" He looked
at her with bright black eyes and kissed her again and ran back to the
courtyard. .

Tamar did nntlknow whether to be happy or fearful, hopeful or
angry, whether to laugh or to cry. She barred the kitchen door and then

her own doors and the gate and for want of any:hiﬁg better to do, began
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tidying up the disorder Jared had left behind.
Srdriededririotriririicieiolriniodoins

Obal stood with stooped head beside a square, sturdy beast
which would at least be able to lope all day.

"Take her to the foot of the east hill," Jared said. 'Find
a place between two dunes, good and low, and tether her. And stay there
until I join you. But first give wme your robe and staff.”

Obal handed them over.

When gate~keeper and horse were gone, Jared pushed through the
big gate and hid his armor and weapons, except for the dagger. Returning,
he put on Obal's robe and the dogs nosed around him uneasily. They recog-
nized Obal's vobe and Jared's scent and finally lay down, as though saying
that since they were on good terms with both they could not go wrong if
they accepted the two, combined.

Jared closed the gate and went into the alcove where it was
Obal's custom to drowse between arrivals. He wrapped himself in the blanket
there and waited.

Hooves rasped in the sand outside, the dogs clamored, and some-
one knocked softly. Jared, blanketed to his eyes, opened the gates.

“Is he still here?’ The Corporal looked down from Tamar's horse.

Obal was right, Jared thought. The woman had been left behind
and would be hiding somewhere =--~ nursing her reward money, perhaps.

He gestured toward the kitchen and the Corporal and his men
dismounted. The Corporal put a finger to his lips to warn the gate-keeper

against any noise. Jared reached for the horses' reins.
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"Tie them to the hitching post by the hearths,” the Corporal
said. "I want them ready. This business won't take long."

He thumbed two of his men back through the gate and around to
the north entrance where the small gate was, and with the third man he went
on quiet boots to the kitchen door.

Jared led the horses to the hitching rail where he made a great
fuss about fastening one after another and, as soon as he was left alone,
he cut all four saddle girths. And the bridle along each horse's face.

‘ﬁﬁ. //E'Roman might ride saddleless but who could guide his mount with a cut
" thridle. in the oceans of sand outaide?j As an afterthought he possessed
himself of two of the javelins the Romans had left behind, then slipped
through the big gate, closed it, dug up his weapons and went on down the
hill.

Obal looked up in palpable fear, sure that Jared planned to seek
revenge for his betrayal. But Jared spoke calmly.

"I'm going to try to frighten their horses into bolting," he
said. As he talked he tore strips from Obel's tunic and fastened a gag
around the unresisting Obal's mouth and tied his hands and his feet.

"Tell them I swore I'd cut your throat if you let out a squeak,"
he said.

He made a slight slash across the fingers of Obal's right hand.
"And say you grabbed at my dagger and got this."

Mounting, he rode back up the hill and with Obal's staff harried
the dogs into an outraged clamor and the horses at the hitching post reared

in alarm. They broke free and Jared herded them pell mell through the open
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gate. He hated to see Tamar's handsome horse go but it was safest so.
Left behind, he would only provide a mount for the Corporal. Perhaps,
this way, he might find his way back.

Jared galloped down Netophah's hill and the sound of pounding
hoofs brought the two legionnaires, posted at the north gate. They were
supposed to watch for a man on foot coming out of that gate but what about
this rider?

“Halt!" One man called just to be safe. And the other also
eried, "Halt!" And they floundered forward through the sand. Jared
urged his mount to extra speed and one legiomnaire cast a spear. However,
the horse was going briskly and the spear fell short in the sand,

The legionnaires ran after him but the sand engulfed their boots
and they gave up and shouted in rage. They were torn by indecision. Should
they stay and guard the gate as they had been told to do? Or should they
follow? But this rider might be the very Jew they had ridden so hard to
capture. He was big enmough to be. They staggered in sand around the wall
to the courtyard where they had left their wounts in safe keeping.

FededeTdetelrieieloioieiricinivinkiek

Tamar had her rooms fairly well in order when someone knocked
at the kitchen door. She stood still, and the knock came again, louder,
bolder. She opened her own inmer door.

'What is 1t?" She tried to put into her voice the long-

suffering patience which the knock of a servant at an inconvenient time

might cell up.
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"The Corporal Valerius!'

"Wait just a little." Now she tried for a modest intimation
that she must have time to put herself to rights.

But he knocked again sharply and at last she opened the door.

“Where is he?’ Valeriys said. Backed by a stout helper, he
was plainly ready to do his best against the redoubtable Jared.

"There is no one here,” Tamar said. Her green eyes were wide
with surprise.

“The prisoner who came here after escaping from the Compound!
Jared! Where is he?"

“Oh, he is gonel”

"Gone?"

Tamar leaned toward him and the nearness of her flushed and
lovely face caused the Corporal to swallow.

"He came demanding food," she said, “and I could not refuse,
being alone except for a few servants. I tried to think how to semnd word
after you, and then I heard the gate-keeper ride off and I was sure he had
gone to call you back. I hope you have brought back wy horse?

The Corporal looked away from the disarming face.

“You could have asked your servants to help you hold him," he
said.

“Call on my women servants to do the work of legiomnaires? As
soon as he left, I bolted myself in. How did you happen to miss him?"

She resolved to strengthen her position. 'Would you have me tell the Primus
Pilus Cotta, the next time he comes here, that you and your men maintained

no look=out?"
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"¥You know the Primus Pilus?”’

"Tell him,” she sald, "if you report to him 2 \that he will be
welcome again at the Inn in Netophsh vhenever he chooses to come.”

The Corporal Valerius looked dismayed.

"Of course we maintained a lookout. But we saw nothing. Was
this Jared mounted vhen he left? A horse? A camel? Or was he on foot?"

"How could I kanow? I remained here, as I have told you. But
he was armed when he went through that door.” She poi:_md to the kitchen
exit.

Valerius shifted uncertainly. He ought to hurry this search
elsewhere, perhaps question the old gate-keeper. He jerkeds That silent
blanketed man who had let them in today was not the waddling old msn he
remembered.

"Have you more than one gate-keeper?”

"Only Obal. You must remember him,"

The Corporal was ready to groan in despair when they both heard
a din in the courtyard, and a shout, and the barking of dogs.

"Mars and Mithras aid me!" the Corporal said, calling on one of
the old gods, and one of the newest, and he rushed out of the kitchen door,
followed by the man he had brought along to help.

As the Commander of the Hinnom Compound entered to report, Titus
was standing in the sleeping tent which he used also for official business.
He usually stood to indicate disapproval and neither his informal attire

nor the unexpected --- it was midmorning ~--- presence of the Princess Berenice
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lessened the Commander's worry.

Berenice, on a couch piled with pillows, was enveloped in a
prismatic, silken mist. But even an added, heavy necklace made a total
so nearly nothing that the Commander, inspite of worry, had trouble keep-
ing his gaze on his General.

It was a blazing, boldly made affair of jewels and sculptured
gold, parading Berenice's preferences among Egypt's pantheon: Thoth,
measuring time; Set, speaking for evil; Ranna, the lively darling of har-
vests; Nekhbet who, although female, was always shown as a vulture; Khem,
explicitly the god of generation; cunning Iris; Bubastis, her cat-headed
daughter; and Maat, the Virgin, whose boast that no man had 1ifted her
garment, Berenice did not aspire to match.

The Commander had never before seen a necklace of such value and ¥L¢;
was notorious for his cupidity but it was Berenice who held his guarded
gaze. Guarded because Titus did not tolerate more than a glance at her and
also because Berenice herself, it was said, could be wilfully resentful.
She might, sometimes, seem to delight in tormenting men, but no gazer
could ever be sure when she would angrily order him lashed. The Commander,
therefore, was discreetly looking away from the Princess when Titus spoke.

"Your report!" he said. His familiar tight smile was missing.

"Two hundred and four prisoners escaped,"” the Commander said.
"Thirty-two of these were rmum down and killed, one hundred and twenty
have been recaptured, forty-three of them wounded. Fifty-two are still
missing."

“Seventy-five dead and wounded," Titus said. "At that rate, I
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shall soon have none at all to send back to Rome. And of course the
missing include the two I want most?"

“"Jared and Eben are still being hunted."

"You brought the names of all at fault for the breakout?”

The Commander presented a tablet, and his hand suddenly trembled
so that the tablet shook.

“This 1ist is correct?”

"Three names were on by error. They have been scratched."

Titus's expression added that error to the sins of the Com-
pound Commander and motioned the Princess Berenice to take the tablet.

A space below the nsmes was blank.

"Write," Titus said.

Berenice motioned in turn and a serving woman who had hurriedly
cleared a light table of remmants of food, fetched it to the couch. Berenice
picked up a stylus and gave her general a fleeting smile.

"The guards named above," he said, and she began to write, "will
be given ten lashes apiece. Those over the rank of recruit will be re-
duced one grade. All will be kept at their present Compound duties, but
for ten days their wine ration will be cut off. An equivalent of vinegar
for Posca will be added. The legionnaire, Maro, who brings this, will
be given twenty lashes. He may not be considered for promotion for ome
year."

The word, "legionnaire" told the Compound Commander that he had
been shorn of his hard~won rank, but he did not wince, and when he heard

“twenty lashes" his trembling stopped. He had got off lightly. Titus
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had crucified centurions accused of the escape of prisoners. Thank=
fully, Legionnaire Maro received the tablet and backed out of the tent.

"Fetch the Primus Pilus Cotta," Titus sald to the guards at
the tent entrance.

Cotta stood at ease and his lean face was impassive when con-
fronted with Berenice's allurements. He had encountered her in Titus's
tent before and always stole an appreciative glance or two. But of late
his dreams had centered on the green-eyed mistress of the Inn at Netophah.
Also he too noted that Titus's glance was hard.

"I have sent that bungler, Maro, to less than he deserves,"
Titus saids "See that a new Commander of the Compound is named. Now
angwer me a question"

Cotta waited in silent obedience.

"Why?" Titus said, "have so many === on the trail before the
dust settled around the Compound's fallen wall ==~ failed to find two
peasant Judeans?"

Cotta wondered how plainly he dared answer., He had served
the full 20-year enlistment required of every male Roman, and more. For
eighteen years he had been a centurion, for twelve a Primus Pilus. Twice
he had won the Corona Civica. He could, it was true, be stripped of all
rank, even executed. But he was Titus's chief aide. It was doubtful
that Titus would wish to lose him. He dared give the General's hard look
back.

"I was born in Sammium, O Caesar,"” he said. "I hunted in

every forest there, climbed every wmountain, marked hideouts for miles
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around my father's farm. I have been away, with the Esgles, for twenty~
two years. But drop me in Sammium today, give me the head start Jared and
Eben had, and three or four hundred Jews would be hard put to run me down.
So why should m hunters this quickly run down Jared and Eben who were
born here?" ;

"You mean the damned pair will never be caught?"

"Our men need time."

"A lifevtime?"

"Days. A week. Perhaps a wmonth."

"What has been accomplished so far?"

"One patrol slmost caught up with Jared. And I think Some are
now on Eben's trail."

Insert to Merian: page 288 must be changed to conform with the
next few lines.

Searchers had gone north, Cotta explained, where Jared had
hinted that the women of Amos were hiding but it had been a false scent.
Another searcher had come back from Jamnia, Amos's home, with word that
Jericho was, more likely, the place to look for the women. So Cotta
had hurried a courier to enlist the assistance of the brigadier in com~
mand of the frolicking Egyptians. Discovery of a slain Egyptian in the
quarter where, rumor said, Amos's wife and daughter had been living, as
well as an empty house, told the hunters that they were too late.

It had not been hard to trace a party of four over the Jericho
wall. And, luckily, such a party had been sighted.

"But Jared was not one of them,"” Cotta sald. "A beggar told the
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patrol that around dawn he had seen two men and two women. One of the men
ol bulky and blond ==~ was probably Eben. The other answers the description
of an older man, named Elias, who, we know, was with Jared and Eben in

the Compound. At any rate, he was certainly not Jared. The four should

be tracked down before they reach Jammia."

"What about Jared?"

Another patrol, Cotta said, had just missed Jared at the small
Inn at Netophah.

"Corporal Valerius of the Compound Guard left the Inn when
he should have stayed. He admitted that Jared had tricked him."

Cotta did not add details of his conversation with Valerius.

"1 give you the Inn mistress's very words," Valerius had said.
"Tell the Primus Pilus Cotta, if you report to him, that he will be welcome
again at the Inn at Netophah whenever he chooses to come."

Cotta had admired the "again", a deft rope to hold the corporal
back from a field in which his superior might claim priority. Cotta had
resolved that he would shortly ride down and invite Tamar for evidence
of her implied friendship.

"If Valerius left too soon, how did he learn that Jared came
later?" Titus said. !

"Servants at the Inn, looking f;or a reward, called Valerius
back. But Jared tricked bim:*" e«

"How?"

Cotta, almost admiringly, described Jared's masquerade as gate-

keeper and his doings with the bridles and saddlegirths.
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"Break Valerius, also," Titus said.

To the surprise of both men, Berenice spoke.

"But what turned the pursuit to such a small inn?"

"It is close to the Community,” Cotta said.

"Has Jared a woman at the imn?"

Trust her, Cotta thought, to ask that.

Berenice had addressed him directly, and he dared look at her
directly through the prismatic mist.

"A woman owns the inn at Netophah. Jared may know her," he said.

"Of course!" Berenice gave a quick, remembering chuckle. "Of
course! -I. also, know of the Inn-mistress at Netophah."

Cotta "Tch-ed!" under his breath. Name of Mercury! Name of
every god of guile! This little piece knew everything. But everyone said
she was worth as much to Titus out of bed as in it. Her spies, and
Agrippa's missed nothing.

Titus turned to Jared.

"Do you know her?"

"1 saw her once. You will recall that I inspected the Imn for
you when I was on the ration detail."

"Do you think she had a finger in Jared's escape?"

"No. In his being there, perhaps."”

"1f he pleased her," Berenice said, "she woulda't hesitate to
help him. And he may have. This Tamar hae her choice among all who travel
the Incense Road. But you saw Jared. Although, "she added, smiling to
herself, "my women seem to favor the other one, the big, golden beard-

puller.”



Titus tried one of his rare jests.

"If she is so much of a woman, why have our Romans left her to
a Jew?" Have our best tried?”

Berenice's smile grew sly and warm.

o heir that Tamar makes her own choice. Some women are like
that, deciding for themselves."

Titus pushed out his underlip and Cotta saw that, after all, his
general was like most men. He, also, had trouble with his women. He
turned abruptly to his aide. |

"How did we leave things?" he said. "You had Eben out of
Jericho and Jared away from Netophah..."

"The best chance to pick them up is when they come together again."

"How do you know they will come together?"

"The promise to succour Amos's women came from Jared, up to
now, Eben alone has had them in charge, but Jared will surely rejoin him."

“Then what are your plans?"

Cotta hesitated. How much dared he promise? Separated or
together, Jared and Eben were in their own country.

"patrols have surrounded the Comaunity,"” he said, "in case Jared
returns. But the Brothers are all on his side and there are endless caves
to hide in. 1 doubt he will be caught at the Community."

“When we finish with the Upper City, I'll do something about
this Community,” Titus said. "But a Jared joining Eben with another man
and two women alone shouldn't be hard to find."

"It isn't as though they were going to be on a highway," Cotta
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saide "They'll be inching along, always in cover or near it. But they must
end up in Jamnia and Jamnia is being watched. So if we don't catch them
befores.."

Cotta paused, weighing the request he felt he must make against
the demands of the preparations afoot for the last assault on Jerusalem.

Titus waited.

"We need more men," Cotta said. "to set up a screen. A big
enough one will gnare them. We need two more cohorts."

Titus had learned the power of displeased silence and his stare
was very displeased.

"One might do," Cotta said.

Titus continued to stare.

"Those retired veterans at Emmaus," Cotta saids "There are
at least eight hundred of them."

“petired veterans would have to volunteer,” Titus said, but his
stare goftened.

"gix hundred might,"” Cotta said,"if they were promised good pay
and rations."

Titus nodded slowly. The veterans were, more than likely, short
of money. Many were married, to women from back home, or to Judean or
Samaritan or Galil,(un girls. The disorders in Palestine had caused
practical fathers to consider honorable marriage with a legionnaire
preferable for their daughters to what might happen otherwise.

“and it isn't as though they were risking a big, crippling fight,"

Cotta sald. '"They will be hunting, chiefly, just three men.”




"Yes," Titus sald, "they should concentrate on Jared and Eben
although, with such a screen, you may pick up some others. As for Amos's
women, I do not need to tell you that they should be allowed to go to their
home safely.” We futly opried wh e the ovdir

"I understand," Cotta nal&TP\Ths two would be in danger from
Roman soldiers, auxiliaries, bandits, every moment until Titus's pro-
tecting order could catch up with them. But—Cotte-agreed-fully-with-the

Grad o
osdorv—MAnyﬁparm done to the women of Amos would rouse Jews everywhere.

"I will get off to Emmaus myself," he said. "We can have & new
cohort, knowing just what to do, on the hunt tomorrow."

Berenice watched him go with an only half concealed annoyance.
She had preened for two men without reward and her vanity was especially
rubbed by Cotta's failure to risk so much as a last glance. Walking rest~
lessly about the tent she was grace in miniature. Behind the prismatic
mist, bosom and shoulders were deliciously curved, hips were slim but
round, legs tapering. -

Ordinarily, the sight would have been enough to win Titus. But
he had been aware of her attempt to play on the desires of Maro and Cotta
and, moreover, he had not coupleted his plan against the Upper City.

"Tell the tent guards that I do not wish to be interrupted
through the rest of this morning," he said.

"I ghink I'll go away until you have done with your Upper City,"
Berenice said. A swift horse, a swaylng litter might be a cure for this

restlessness.

Titus almost protested. He llked her near; she was often helpful.
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But she was a constant temptation, when s¢ readily available.

"Where would you go?"

she gave her little, clear, slways somehow bawdy laugh,

"1 haven't thought., Jericho might be fun or Sebaste's shops.”

"Go to Sebaste,” Titus said. "And afterward, go on to Caeserea,
if I finish here soon enough we can meet there, and sail to Rome together.
1f I am kept here too long, come back,”

"You want me back?” she said, to let him know that she had seen
he did not want her now, °

“You know what I want.”

“But you will let me go to Sebaste, and then send me oa to
Caesereal”

He laughed. "Hurry back after Sebaste.”

"1 wouldn't get far in what is left of today." She was not too
eager to leave, now that she had aroused his interest. "1I'll leave tomor+
row worning, or the next."

Vesicteielob it st vt isSelre

Jericho, the starry night and a grey dewn lay behind and now,
with the sun overtaking them, Amos's wife and daughter trotted breathe
lessly between Eben and Elias.

"Must we hurry so?" Rhoda asked.

"1 am sorry," Eben said but did not slacken his pace. He
could not get out of his mind, and meither, he knew, could Eliass, the
bmutmm.nm# sunrise. He had been burrowed in on the warm
side of a rock, but their steps had roused him, and he had raised a shaggys
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unkempt head to stare.

Elias had called a soft, reassuring, ''Peacel"

"Peacel” the beggar had mmbled back, but he had continued to
stare.

“If a patrol ever comes on that one,”" Elias had said, "he could
give a good description of us all."”

S0 when they came in sight of a by~track leading up iato the
hills, Eben turned off and held to a false course until the beggar's
rock was far behind them. Then, turning again, he worked back to the
path upon which Jared had planned to rejoin him.

To the women this appeared to be a meaningless, helter-
skelter trace, climbing through scrub and shrub, but Eben was sure of
where he was going. They ascended always, keeping north of Jerusalem's
towers and always ahead rose the Judean mountains. These began at the
Plain of Esdraelon and continued well below Jerusalem, so that whoever
purposed to get from Jericho to Emmaus had to ascend before descending.
The path ran low on the northern flank of every rise of ground and so
was hidden from the great highway to the south, and Eben kept close to
copses, gullies, canyons, caves and all other gouges in the earth into
which hunted men <=~ or women === could vanish between two breaths.

So could wild animals. Eben pointed out to the women, almost
too late, the tall of a vanisghing fox. There were not so many beasts
as there used to be, he said. Prowling bandits, scouting legiounaires
and homeless Jewish wen and women wade these hills less safe for animals

than formerly. But once, as the party toiled onward and upward, they
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glimpsed the muzzle of a wolf, and once the sun caught the tawny coat of
a leopard on a distant rise.

At last Eben sald it was safe to stop and rest, and Rhoda
dropped down gratefully in the shade of some fir trees.

"From now on," Eben said, "we will rest often(

At each stop, he explained, he or Elias would find a vantage
point and look shead and plan another advance if the way was clear or
lie low if it was not.

"I'm going to go up now and look,” he saild, and Abigail, who
had dropped down beside her mother, rose.

"May I go with him, Mother? I would like to see where we
are," she said, and Elias found fir trees for himself, a respectful
distance from Rhoda's.

Rhoda looked after them. She liked Eben; he was such a young
man as Amos would have wished to have for a son if the Lord, in his in-
scrutable wisdom, had not denied them & son. The lack of one had always
been a grief to Amos but it made him treasure Abigail the more.

“She will give us fine grandsons,” he often said when Rhoda
mourned because she had borne him only a daughter.

Eben and Abigail climbed to the crest and lo?kcd down. There
seemed to be no undue activity on the highway below noggghe east where a
silvery line slashed through the plain -~-- the Jordan ending its plunge
down from distant Galilee. Away from the river, like an emerald on
Nature's outspread hand, Jericho stood emong her battlements, towers and

palms. Farther off, the purple hills of Moab made an eastern rim for the
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bowl in which the pleasure city lay.

“So that is why we have to climb so much to get west of Jerusalem!™
Abigail said, although she knew this perfectly well.

Eben explained in great detail. He explained everything in de-
tail for explanations allowed him to turn and look at her almost as much ae
he wished. |

When nearing the mountains, she and her mother had shortened their
skirts half way to their knees by tucking them into their girdles. Abigail
reminded him of the girls he had seen in harvest fields, gleaning and
swinging sickles. She had taken off her veil, and her uncovered hair was
a glowing, russet swirl. Her gray eyes were clear and bright, her lips
moist, and her cheeks pink from exertion. Concentration on Eben's pro-
found geographical and geological explanations firmed her round chin. Eben's
heart beat faster, he was aware of an over-all, suffusing warmth. How much
prettier she was than the girl his parents had found for him, or thought
they had, up in Bethel!

He finished his explanation but Abigail was silent, and the
suffusing warmth left him and consternation made him cold. Had he stared?
Had he offended her?

"Perhaps we had better go down," he said. And they went, both
silent now.

Back with the others, Eben tried to think only about the task in
hand. He thought of the beggar, and of what Elias had said, "He could give
a good description of us all.," He remembered Elias's earlier remark, that

the courier they had seen might be bringing word of Amos's women.
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If he had, of course, patrols would be looking for two men and
two women! Eben ran his fingers through his sun-burned hair. He had
thought earlier that such a party as theirs would be reasonably safe.

No women had escaped from the Compound. Well, again he must try to make
a wise plan without Jared!

He looked at Rhoda and Abigail who were listening serenely.
These were affairs for menfolk to worry about, Rhoda's relaxed pose said.
Abigail's eyes were trustful.

"1f you two could make yourselves look more like men,"

Eben said, "maybe that would help." But studying them, especially
Abigail, he realized that this would be hard. '"And perhaps we ought to
string out a little."

"single file, and wide apart," Elias said. "You go first,
Eben, to find the trail. Abigail and Rhoda should keep just in sight
of one another. 1'll take the rear."

Eben smiled at the women reassuringly.

"Don't worry," he said. "If we meet enemies before we meet
Jared, Elias and I will stand back to backs The two of us can handle
whatever comes."

"There won't be just two,'" Abigail said and tossed her head.
"My father says that one of our leaders calls Jews bold. And that couldn't
have meant just men."” She looked sround for her big knife. She had put
it down before going with Eben but now found it.

Admiration filled Eben. Forgetting that Elias had made a plan

of march he seized her hand, and started off.
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Rhoda looked displeased. What might Amos say to one of that
strange sect, Christians, walking along with Abigail, holding her hand?

"Wait!" Elias said. "We are going to string out."

Eben halted but he still held Abigail's hand.

"Besides," Elias said. "I have a thought." The sun on
Abigail's hair had prompted it. 'Could the women wrap up their heads?
Not just in veils. But to make them look more like men, I mean .... at least
from a distance.”

"We will tear up one of the extra tunics and make turbans,"
Rhoda sald. This woman's task, at which she could show competence, was
welcome; but then she remembered they were wearing all the tumics, and
glanced meaningly at Abigail.

Elias understood.

“Eben and I will look around a little," he said.

Vedvlesrivielotricoiedcedoheoieioick

Elias sat down where he and Ebem would have a long view into
the distance from a shelter of myrtle trees. The clustering branches with
their dark, lancelike leaves cast a welcome shade while the sun's heat
drew an aromatic fragrance from the dried bluish~black berries still cling-
ing to the branches. Eben sat down, also.

"gince Jericho," Elias said, "we have skirted several villages
but you have not gone into any. Will we go into any until J;un:l.l‘r“

Eben was puzzled by the unexpected question.

"We may have to go into one or two,” he said. '"The food Rhoda

put into your bag will not last all the way."
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"Will anyone go into Emmaus?”

"Jared may wish to, or have me."

"All the way in?"

"Far enough to look over the situation there. It would be
safe enough. Emmaus is a Benjaminite town, and I know many in it, and so
does Jared."

"If you are known in Emmaus, you could be known to enemies as well
as friends," Elias said.

"1 suppose s0."

"But I have never been there and so no enemy could recognize me.
I should be the one to go."

Elias's tone was one of triumph. Eben looked at his companion
closely. Elias must have a special reason for wishing to go into Emmaus.
Of course! The Anointed had gone into Emmaus after rising from the grave.
What follower would not wish to go there?

"It may be all right for you to go," he saidy "Jared will know."

Jared must decide. But it would be a great thing for Elias to go
into the town where the Anointed had revealed himself and had broken bread
with two disciples, the day after the crucifixion.

Elias saw that Eben had discovered his secret. He smiled ruefully.

"All right,"” he said. '"We will talk it over with Jared."

"Emmaus may not be entirely safe, even for Jared or me," Eben
said. 'Leglon veterans have been settled there, a whole colony of them.

To go into Bmmaus now is alwost like going into Rome."

"I got into Rome when I pleased, and out of it, too," Elias said.



"Bight hundred veterans are now in Emmaus.”

"I could go in and out if there were eight thousand. I got all
the way from Rome to Judea."

In Judea you got caught, Eben thought, but he did not point
this out.

Elias said no more and Eben knew why. Elias's desire to walk
where fho Anointed had walked, perhaps to stand in the very room where
the Anointed had broken bread, was great but not so great as his duty to
complete his mission.

The little man turned to Eben with a loving smile.

"You and I have never broken bread together as the Master told
us to," he saild.

"In Judea," Eben said, "we do it seldom now. It is a danger to
meet together in this time of trouble. The Romans are a danger and many
of the priesthood are against us."

"Let us break bread now,' Elias saild.

He dropped to his knees, and so did Eben, and when they rose
Elias took a loaf from the bag Rhoda had packed. He wrenched off a morsel
and gave half to Eben.

"This is his body, given for us," he said, and they ate.

He took a small skin of wine from the bag.

"This is his bleod of the new covenant," he sald.

"Which was shed for us," Eben said. And each in turn drank of
the dark wine which tasted of the oak-bark and smoke used in tanning the

skin,.



They were proud to be speaking words which had come down to
them from an earlier generation, words which went back to the wonderful
days when Jesus, the Anointed, had walked and talked among men.

Eben looked around the place where they were sitting and Elias
nodded reassuringly.

"Yes, he is with us," he said.

"I know," Eben said. 'He promised that wherever even two were

o qe thi
gnthered;\i.n his name ..."

"There he would be," Elias said.

The scent of the sun-warmed myrtle berries grew like incense in
their nostrils and they sat reverently still.

At last Eben spoke.

"The first time I ate the Lord's Supper," he said, "I was with
my grandfather. He took me from Bethel to Jerusalem to the house of Mary,
the mother of the Mark you knew in Rome. Her house was a meeting place."

"Where is she now?"

"There is a report that the Simonites robbed and killed her,
but others say she escaped from Jerusalem and set out for Rome.”

"The mother of Mark would be made & deaconess if she reached
Rome," Elias said.

"The mother of Mark in Rome!" Eben said. "How our people have
scattered! To Damascus. Alexandrea. Antioch. Ephesus. Corinth.
Athens +.."

"And wherever Christians go, the church goes," Elias said.

"Do you realize, Eben, that we are the church? You and I and all of us,




men and women, who follow the Anointed. Each of us has his special work,

and now mine is to deliver the Writing, unless =-=--" he looked at his
companion -=~""you are to deliver it for me."

"I will if I am called on,” Eben said.

They sat a little longer in the shade of the myrtles, warmed
by the bond that held them and all Christians together. At last Elias
got to hig feet and Eben followed, and they went back teo where Rhoda and

Abigail were waiting.

Sesrisiedesriveiriciieioicioirivioise

Leaving the desert for the hill country, Jared slapped his mount
and sent it cantering off in surprised freedem. It would amble and browse
back to Netophah or run across a glad new owner. And he, himself, on
foot, was less likely te be seen before he saw.

This was at dawn but he made no sunrise prayorf%iall night he
had kept to the east of Jerusalem since the Romans were massed most heavily
to the west, preparing for the assault on the Upper City. He had te ex-
pect some Roman patrols, of course, and possibly bandits, but he knew
the region's hideouts and, he thought, if any Roman or bandit could
catch him, he deserved to be caught.

He moved like a fox or a wolf, but not like a leopard. Leopards
came at you screaming, but you never knew a fox was around until the tops
of a few bushes swayed. Wolves, also, were scarcely seen, unless craftily
playful. Scarcely seen, on his own part, Jared glimpsed a gray head poking
out frem low scrub, tongue lolling as though in laughter ==~ a wolf playing

hide-and-seek but vanishing before you could get off the quickest stone.
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Through the night, he had been aware of a growing fear for Eben,
Elias, and the women, and a growing sense of guilt. Had he, by going te
the Community and Netophah, put them in toe much danger? It had not
seemed too much, yet he had, in fact, asked Eben to fulfill a promise
which he, himself, had made. The Scrolls, he had felt, were simply more

important, and he had not dreamed that he would be barred from taking charge

of them.

"All I can do now, is get to Emmaus,” he told himself, and
pushed shead along the rocky trail.

In late morning he came to a lookout and crawled up. Jerusalem,
south and a little east, was smoking and, no doubt, stinking still. The
Jericho highway was stippled with travellers, and he glimpsed at least
one patrol. Only the polished gear of legionnaires could reflect the sun
so brightly. Elsewhere, also, among trees and in ravines, he caught
those bright reflections.

Well, Cotta would not be fogled forever by the hint of a
northern trail! And of course the hunt would not be for himself and
Eben alone; many had broken out of the Compound. Yet he found himself
urgently anxious to meet Eben. It was near the appointed time. Around
noon, they had agreed, and overhead the sun said almost mid-day.

He turned west and, moving from cover to cover, came on a
faint path bending west over the mountains. It was the path he was seek-
ing. Eben, Elias and the women ought to be somewhere ashead. Shertly he
knew for sure that they were and breathed deep in thankfulness. He

had discovered the imprint of a broadish sandal and of a smaller, nar-




-366~

rower one. Amos's wife, whose feet had widened with the years, and
Abigail, the daughter! Shortly ether prints, of heavy boots, told him
something else. The women and the men with them were being followed!

Jared began to track the trackers. He dipped into the under-
brush, returning te the path only to make sure of his direction, and after
a time he sighted a Roman soldler sitting with his back against a lime-
stone ledge, big hobnailed boots outstretched. The pursuit's rear guard,
resting tired feet!

Jared closed on him. Abouldnr sheltered his first, quiet
advence; for the next he used a J;ad-and-daun pine whose branches were
still thick with dry needles; then he got cleser, behind a low dense
bush: From under this, a little bird suddenly fluttered. Now, he |
needed one long leap; he could see the feet again. No, only one, and
it was not stretched out as before. It was not now the slack, tipped-
on~heel foot of a man at rest. It held the ground squarely. A foot
ready!

Jared grimaced. The agitated little bird had dome it! Of
course a legionnaire would camalnlart at even so trifling a sign.

Jared picked up a rock; this victory must be won without
bloodshed or sound. If his quarry's comrades came back and found evi~
dence of murder, they might pursue and keep him from joining Eben.

Rock in hand, he shifted clear of the bush and dived for the
exposed foot. The astonished enemy, attacked where he least expected,
swung a sword at Jared's back, missed and was upended, with a crash and

hoarse grunt. Jared brought his rock down, and the helmetted head drooped
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ingensibly.

A finger on the Roman's neck felt no throb. To meke death seem
accidental, Jared picked up a stick, pried at the limestone ledge, and
worked loose an outcropping. It cascaded satisfactorily over his victim
and thereafter Jared had only to clear away the traces of his own presence.
Killed by falling stone while resting, said all the remaining evidence.

dededrivtricicledrivicioieiciinieicirk

The sun was blazing so brightly that no present eye, save that
of the dead Roman, could look at it. That eye stared with a wide boldness
which made nothing -¢ wua, or, even, death. Jared pushed on hoping that,
if he did not catch up, Eben would cautiously make camp until they could
get into Emmaus and find friends. They would need friends to get past
the retired legionnaires of Vespasian's colony.

On & chance, Jared made the agreed-on partridge call, sharp,
short, brittle, a mother bird's warning to her young. It was a safe
sound, It would not mean anything if a Roman overheard, except possibly
that there might be meat for an evening wmeal.

The call came back.

"That's Eben, all right!" Jared laughed in relief., He re-
peated his own call and, laughing too, in relief and pleasure, Eben came
up out of underbrush not far shead. They grasped each other's shoulders.

"Where are the others?"

"Up shead. I had been leading but I came back, looking for
you. And your mission? Was it successful 7

Jared's glowing face darkened. He dé no: spaak-
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Eben tried to fill the silence.

"The women cannot walk as fast as we ought to go," he said. "So
I told them te push along while I came back to see what was moving be~
hind us."

"A Roman patrol is somewhere near," Jared sald. He told of
the single legiomnaire. '"He was not out here alone."

“Come on!" Eben raced off, sick with dread. If a patrol had
slipped past, it might even now be preparing to close in on Elias, Rhoda
and Abigail.

A shout lifted in front of them. They heard Abigail scream.

They were running hard but, like a runner in a relay race,
Jared passed a javelin to Eben. It was one of the two he had taken from
the Romans at the Inn.

"Javelins first!" he said. '"Then swordsl"

Eben led in a loop through a mask of trees and Abigail screamed
again and they thought they hesrd Eliass-shout;—end Jared and Eben came in
sight of three Romans who were blocking the narrow mouth of a cave.
Hearing brush crackle, the Romans turned. All hurled their spears but
their startled aim was bad. One spear fell short at Jared's feet; the
second flew over Eben's head; and the third, partly because Eben dodged,
only grazed his arm. The dodge also caused Eben's javelin to miss, but
Jared's thrust deep into a leather breastplate and one man fell.

The remaining pair yelled in fury, drew swords and got up
shields.

Eben settled into place on Jared's left. The Romans yelled
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again, this time warning each other.

"They recognize us,” Jared said.

That was good, Eben thought; and recognition of the two whe had
earned fame at Jerusalem did seem to confuse the Bomans for a second. One
made a feint at Jared. The other's heavy boot tried to stamp on Eben's
sandalled foot. Eben's sword swung and the boot drew back and Eben,
legs stretched like open scissors, drove at the Roman's belly. _

Amazement spread over his enemy's face, before it drained white
and he crumpled.

Jared had had to give way before a shower of blows but finally
his opponent over-reached and went off balance. Jared seized the chance.
He hammered the Roman's shield and the man backed off, and an inch of un=-
protected neck showed between helmet and collar of breast plate. Jared
thrust at the mark. The Roman spun, staggered, and dropped under a crim-
son splatter and was deads There was no need to administer a £inishing
blow to either of the others. Their first wounds had been mortal.

Aedeirievririoiicteicirleicinivicioie®

"Eben!" Abigail came flying from the cave. "Oh, Eben! Elias «.."

Eben and Jared rushed into the cave. Elias lay on the rocky
floor, and even in the half-light his slack figure said that he was dead,
Rhoda was kneeling alongside, weeping.

"He died for us! He died for us!" She kept on sobbing even
after Abigail helped her up, so that Eben might examine the gaping wound.

"It was a spear," Eben said. He shook his head slowly. He

could not quite accept that any spear had been able te reach the :esourceful




«370~

little man.

"A Roman spear!" Abigail said. "Elias sent us into the back
of the cave. He hoped our headcloths might make the Romans believe they
faced three men, and that they would be cautious and hold off ~-< perhaps,
until you came. But he kept clese to the entrance to stand guard, and
a Roman found him.

The small, staunch messenger was stretched out as though in
weariness after his leng, long journey. Rhoda had closed his eyes. They
will never now look on Emmaus, Eben thought. He loosened his friend's girdle
and took out a folded parchment.

"He told me where to find this," he said to Jared. "It shows where
his Writing is hidden. I promised I would deliver it if anything happened
to him." His voice broke. "I ghould not have left him alone.”

"1 should mot have let him take my place." Jared's voice was
muted, low.

Eben put the map inte his own girdle.

"But if his Writing is delivered," Jared sald, "that will be
what he wanted most in the werld."

"1 will deliver it."

Abigail had led her mother into the rear of the cave, but the
men could still hear her sobbing. Jared went te her, and welcoming him
previded Rhoda with a diversion which checked her tears.

"Amos sent word that you would come," she sald. "We thank you,
Abigail and I, and Amos will thank you."
"Thank Eben and Elias,” Jared said. "They were the ones who
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brought you safe out of Jeriche."

Elias's name started Rhoda's tears again. Abigail motiomed Jared
to leave. ghe will soon be all right, I'1l teke care of her and Jared
returned to Eben and they went outside. The sun had disappeared behind
dark clouds.

"They look like rain, but it is early for rain," Jared said.

"Rain would be hard on the wemen," Eben said. "It would make
walking difficult, and they are already tired."

They spoke in matter-of-fact veices, as though concerned over
nothing except the change in weather, but Eben's heart had not been more
sad since he found his father and mother slain by Romans. He could see
that Jared, too, was shaken.

"Rain or no rain," Jared said, "we must get away before more
legionnaires show up. We have to make sure they find nothing."

He and Eben carried the bodies of the Romans deep into a gully,
covered them with stones and brush and swept the trail with brush.

"We must find a better burial place for Elias," Jared said.
"Another cave. He is too likely to be found in this one."

The region was full of caves, and they found ome they liked
because it had a high, deep shelf. When they returned for Elias's bedy,
the women were sitting beside it. A clean cloth had been laid over the face.

"There was no water for a washing,"” Rhoda said, "and no spices
for wrapping. But we tore off anmother piece of tunic to cover his face."

Her tears were gone; doing something helpful had calmed her.

"We have found a cave fit for a rich man's sepulchre,"” Eben said.
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He stooped for Elias's dagger and put it into his own girdle beside the map.
He slung Elias's bag of food over a shoulder. Then he took Elias's beny
shoulders, and Jared took the feet, and they carried the body gently away
and laid it on the shelf in the burisl cave and pushed it far back, out
of sight. Eben felt to make sure that Rhoda's clean cloth remained in
place.

Jared's dark face was set in self-reproach and sorrow.

“The next world,"” Eben said, "is what was important to Elias.
The Anointed rose from the dead. And when he returns --=- any time now, it
is promised === a trump will sound and all the dead will rise, and Elias
is sure to be among the first."

"There should be a prayer. We should kneel and pray," Jared

said, but he could net.

stounes.

"The Anointed, himself, gave us a prayer," Eben said. And,
kneeling, he prayed as his grandfather had taught him. Some of what he
would say was not exactly suitable, but he would say it all anyway. It
could not harm.

So far it was good for any man, dead or alive.

Give ug this day our daily bread.
But what need did Elias now have for bread?

Elias surely had forgiven everyone in debt to him, but if he
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