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CHAPTER NINETEEN

Barely outside Jamnia, but too far away to return,
Jared had regretted his hasty departure from the summer-house,
He should have waited for full darkness, Patrols were swarm-
ing on all sides,

The reports of the guards at Amos's house had alerted
them, he thought, watching from a cluster of rocks, He was
pinned among the rocks until only late stars lighted the
shadowy desert world.,

He had counted on setting off then at a lope which
would cover miles before dawn but enemies were still around
and he did more hiding than loping--behind bushes, in trees,
among more rocks, He was still nearer Jamnia than he liked
when morning came,

Threatened then by daylight as well as by enemies,
he wondered whether his arms were adequate, He wished that
"he had the tested gear, mostly stripped from slain enemies,

which he had abandoned in Jerusalem, Perhaps he ought to lie




in wait for a bandit with a shield and a stout corselet! But
both would not save him if he was overtaken by a full patrol.
Better, he decided finally, to depend on the weapons he
already had and on the greater speed and agility possible with
so little.

He tested his javelin, decided it was off balance and
weighted its shaft with a slim splint, hoping to insure truer
flight, and he gave his dagger a needle-point and his sword a
keener edge on a limestone out-cropping which hid him while he

"He threw away-the robe Heth had given him.
whetted.f\Then he advanced by rough paths between villages,
all so insignificant that even in Israel's long history'théf

had acquired no importance. He passed Bethlehemi - That' was

important., Great David had been born there and, Jared remembered ,

tardily, Eben revered it, " Eben's Anointed was linked with

Bethlehem but Jared could not recall how or why, He came to
Beth-basi, another historically insignificant place, but a
caravan trail ran through it, south toward Netophah,

If he had not been advancing with his usual stealthy
skill, Jared might have been captured below Beth-basi, but he
heard in time the drumming of hooves and was hidden behind
bushes when five horsemen trotted southward along the trail.

Four Numidians and Cotta!

Jared's mouth seemed to hurt afresh., He would be

long forgetting that blow and Cotta's red-lipped, untanned face,




From his concealment he watched the Numidians scorn-
fully. They were willing fighters, but too headlong, trying
to win by clamor and confusion more than by prowess., He did
not look at Cotta with scorn; he looked with remembered anger
but also with respect, Cotta would not rely on clamor and
confusion. Whoever defeated Cotta would earn his victory.

“But why is he riding south with so small a detachment
and at this hour?"

Jared gave his own query two negative answers., Cotta
was not, he was sure, riding against the Community; not with
four auxiliaries. He was not on his own hunt for prisoners
escaped from the Hinnom Valley Compound; a Primus Pilus would
direct the entire hunt, not be trying to run down this or that
fugitive., But might he be going to the Inn at Netophah?

The third guess hit home. Jared remained as still,
behind his bushes, as a stalking wolf, but his pulse and
heart leaped,

Cotta was going to Tamar! Cotta had heard of Tamar!

The wonder was that he had not heard earlier,

_;ﬁ>,When the five horsemen disappeared behind the wawves

of sand, Jared left his bushes and followed, keeping well off
the caravan trail, in case they looked back, Since he was on
foot, he lost ground steadily and when, at last, he came within

sight of Netophah, the eountryside was empty of men and horses. &%




The. Inn loomed alene on its desolate hill,

= Y\ Jared dropped down in what scanty cover he could

find, There were now no trees and hardly any bushes,lbnly

a few stunted shrﬁbélon which small white snails fed until
picked off by migrating swallows and quail, .There was a
ravine pitching toward the Dead Sea and, all about, in addi-
tion to purple chips, there were limestone fragments, some
as big as a man's head, broken off by wind and time from a
nearby out-cropping. Shrubs, ravine and out-cropping hid him
yet gave him a view of the Inn's north and east walls.

Where was Cotta now, Jared wondered? Where were the
_Ngmid}gns?wyﬂe waited and watched, so still that swallows
dashed in, now and then, for snails from the shrubs which

helped to hide him,—3f oA4" @5,
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He-watched, he even slept by snatches.&;The sun
sloped into the western sky and, at last, a horseman came

into view, riding aleong the eastern wall of the Inn, from the
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Cotta had, in truth, gone to the Inn and, in truth,

Tamar had welcomed him!l—He would not otherwise have stayed

L ~ T W W T

so—-longy FURINBANEL :
ey A - I» ._\'_4;.-‘. ke 3 A S . \ oD A
rJared's smouldering eyes followed the tall, exeet'

figure as the Primus Pilus rode unsuspectingly past Jared!'s




hiding place and rode on and dwindled to become a -dwarf -rider
on-a-dwarf horse,

Then, moest unexpectedly, because he had been so
intent on Cotta, Jared heard a wild, "Lu~ah-lu ah-lu ah=-=lu!"
behind-him, Spinning toward the sound, he saw a Numidian
horseman pOundinngQQ;;f gariék;ng, flailing his sword, the
.brown man rode headlong in his favorite tactic of clamor and
confusionféto overwhelm before his wvietim could decide whether
to runﬁpfﬁto fight,and, if fight, which weapon to reach for
first.. Jared scrambled from his hiding-place.

He had time to seize and hurl his javelin, He cocked
his arm, aimed and ecast, but the shaft was still not balanced

or the horse had faltered or the rider swayed, The javelin

missed,

Now Jared did not have time to draw his sword. He

3 . d .
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had-only a-moment-to do whatever he could, according to a
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rulé lLearned at Jéfusalem.
The months at Jerusalem had taught him that in a
fight there is usually a best way and perhaps one or two more
that are good enough. Jerusalem had also taught him, however,
that now and then there is no time for best or even for good
enough, Then you just attempted whatever seemed least impossible,
The javelin cast had advanced his left foot in a long

stride, his right foot remaining back, In that pose, the not




wholly impossible attempt seémed to be to swing down, continu-
ing the rhythmic pattern, clamp both hands on a fragment of
limestone, swing up and let fly., He did this as the Numidian
flailed his sword and the horse thundered past. The pattern
ended in a desperate backward leap which threw Jared to the
ground.

Asprawl, he rolled to gain a momentum which helped
him to his feet, and now he did have time to draw his sword.
He had time to spare. The headlong Numidian was unhorsed and
crumpled on the sand, the right side of his face smashed and
streaming red, The limestone fragment, its own velocity

augmented by that of the galloping horse, had met and cut off

the "Lu ah-lu ah-~lu ah-1lu!" in full shriek.

The Numidian seemed to be losing not only blood but
color, As Jared bent over the brown body, he noted that it
blended more and more with the lighter sand which cushioned it.

The horse had stopped obediently after its rider fell.
Now it came back, stepping daintily among the chips and frag-
ments., Jared patted its heaving flank and, after a shudder
at the unfamiliar hand, it accepted authority and nuzzled its
new master.

Jared looked around, his almost impossible escape
from horse and flailing sword making him once more alert,

Down from the north, but still a good distance away,




a horseman was coming at a gallop. Drawn by the "lu ah-lu, ., ."
or by the flurry of the Numidian's charge and fall, or both,
Cotta was returning.

Jared measured the Numidian's corselet with his eye,
unlaced it, put it on and decided it was better than nothing,
There was plenty of armhole room and that was important, If
the armholes had been small they would have cramped him when
he thrust or swung, but they gave ample play. He picked up
the Numidian's light round shield and was well satisfied.

He had fought with a Numidian shield before, and had learned
that it needed to be tilted to slip blows that otherwise

would cut through the wooden frame, faced only with hardened
leather. But it had a good hand-grip which made it manageable,
He took the dead man's javelin, probably at least as accurate
as his own which had missed.

Jared looked dubiously at the nuzzling horse. He had
become somewhat at home on horseback during his journeys away
from the Community, but it was not a position from which he
would choose to fight. Cotta would have the advantage. The
Legions fought on foot but their senior officers were mounted
for marching and fought on horseback when it seemed expedient,

There was little chance that Cotta would dismount and meet

him in the deep, clinging sand.

Well, Jared decided, somehow he must make his native




desert serve him, even on horseback, He settled the saddle-
cloth and vaulted to the animal's back, grimacing when it
sagged briefly under his weight. The beast was tired, of
course, but it would be trained for battle, All Imperial
auxiliary troops fought mounted, and a Numidian's horse was
especially trained, for the Numidians were Rome's best cavalry,

Remembering his sprawl and roll, Jared felt to make
sure that his dagger was still in his girdle and would come
out easily. He was, he reflected, as ready for . Cotta as he
could make himself,

0=0=0

While still far off, Cotta had surmised what had
happened. The four Numidians had flushed a covey of runaways,
Unable to capture them and return in time, as ordered, they
had sent a messenger to explain and the messenger had flushed
another runaway and had tried to capture him single-handed.

Galloping closer, Cotta saw with exultation who the
other runaway was. Slowly, he drew his heavy sword, his blood
running hot/gﬂd not-only because Titus would be pleased, With

Jared captured and vanished into the Circus Maximus, Tamar was

more likely to forget him and turn to someone near,

Titus's order to take the Jew alive was, of course, a
() o ¥ slewtde Ao ado_

handicap: Eottajglanced with exasperation at the dead Numidian,

He must have recognized the tall, black-bearded adversary seen

o




so-often on Jerusalem's walls; and he must also have recoghized
in the north the horse and armor of his Primus Pilus. The
fool should have waited. For two, the capture would have
been easy,

Even as things stood, however, it should not be
difficult, Jared, he noted, had pre-empted;:;;”ﬁumidian‘s
horse; shield and corselet but the horse had just ended a

hard, hot desert ride while his had been resting and was

freshly watered and fed. And, Cotta thought with satisfaction,
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he wore his own, famlllar, far stronger gear,

#

He scanned the horl?on. The other Numidians were not

in sight but he did not need them, nor any help., He rode
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forward confidently. - \\;i'j5“§
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"I am under orders to take you alive,") he called
nessy (.
"Yield} , Then you w111 return to the Compound without wounds

\lox g crackeﬁ head >
. "And afterwards the Circus?" Jared asked, presenting
the point of his own sword,

"You cannot hope to win with a tired horse and such
armor," Cotta said, "My cuirass is metal and my shield will
out-last yours twice over and I am helmetted besides. Even
the luck of thegods would not let you beat me. And more

Numidians will be along soon, to make us four to your one,"

"I saw your Numidians at Beth-basi, but you missed




seeing me;" Jared said, hoping the taunt might make Cotta
reckless.—"Are you sure they will be along soon? ~This one,
I think, was a messenger, to report that the others are
delayed,"

"That is my guess, too," Cotta said. "But you are

. i;"-cl&:tf‘[_?:ﬁ; e g S A R e i =R e
still sure to lose.“ﬁ And; walking his horse around the-dead

o S

Numidian, -he advanced on Jared, %o

On horseback, you cannot control a fight as well as
you can on foot. Your mount may misunderstand an involuntary
tug on the reins, or it may become unexpectedly skittish, even
uncontrollable before an enemy's lunging sword or thrusting
spear. Fighting a foe on foot, you can guess how far the man's
two legs will take him, but a horseman can move disconcerting
lengths, merely by making his animal sidestep, caracole, advance
or back up. A fighter on horseback is wise to move in slowly,
Cotta moved in slowly and with care.

Jared also proceeded with caution, He was aware of
the hazards of this kind of fighting and knew he was less
skilled than Cotta in coping with them. He was relieved
when his tired horse proved to be, at least, obedient,

He circled away from Cotta's sword and struck at the
big shield and then thrust powerfully beneath it, -He-had

the longer sword., Cotta's cuirass fended the thrust and he

hammered the Numidian shield, but Jared Jkept that tilted and
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took-some of the bite out of Cotta's blowsy-and now and then

his own sword was able to break the rhythm of the Roman's
attack., Once, it reached Cotta's head, but the helmet turned
it

The horses caracoled and drew apart, breaking off the
round:H;QGiJared used the breathing space to estimate the
situation. His longer sword was only a minor advantage, if
any. It was also a weaker weapon, likely to snap if Cotta's
sword struck it up near the haft, Cotta on the other hand

had proved his boast; his armor was much better. His horse,
also, was fresh and could sustain a long contest better than
the Numidian's beast.

Y Cotta came on again, his shert-heavy sword still
making Jared's shield its chief target. It struck like a
hammer pounding an anvil, blow after solid blow, in such
continuous battering that Jared seldom found himself in a
position to deliver a return blow.

Well, Cotta could not keep this up long, Jared thought,
But Cotta did not need to keep it up long. Jérééig shield
would not long withstand such battering, It was meant to
parry javelins and the like, but only occasional sword blows,
because Numidians fought a running fight in which sword blows

were few,

But of course a running fight demanded a horse capable




of running and run Jared's horse could not, If his shield
was cut up, he would be wide open for the cracked hea® Cotta

had promised.
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Relying on Cotta's admission that he must not kill,
Jared moved in closer, inviting Cotta's blows in the hope
of tiring him, but continuing to keep his shield tilted so
that the Roman sword né;ér; 6r almost nevexr; fell on it
squarely.

Unexpectedly, Cotta aimed a savage blow at the
throat of Jared's mount, He would gain about as much by
unhorsing Jared as by breaking his shield. Jared Qowever,,
managed the right counter-blow.™ As the two-edged sgord
swung up, hé‘thrust at Cotta's ribs, He missed, but he made
Cotta miss, and the danger of exposing himself kept the
Primus Pilus from trying again to disable the horse.

Even so, Jared found his mount an increasing liabil-
ity. 1Its fatigue grew more marked and it offered a more and
more sluggish response »to-a-heel, tug?;;mmandi Cotta's horse,

on the other hand, remained strongly alert to its rider's

guiding hands and feet, particularly feet, because Cotta's




hands, like Jared's, were so occupied with shield and sword
that they could be used seldom on the reins., Obediently,
knowingly, Cotta's mount kept moving in, forcing Jared's mount
to give way.

The horses again broke apart. Once more Jared had

time to catch his breath and estimate. His-own disadvantages

S
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were as obvious as ever, but Cotta seemed to be tiring, a

LS

little. The Primus Pilus was, after all, i;feajreflecﬁed
thankfully, years-elder, -Yra } b e

When the next attack came, Jared realized that its
pattern was different. Cotta was keeping more completely
behind his big shield, and attempting fewer blows. Every
blow now, however, was savage, and suddenly Jared was sure,

No matter what Titus had ordered, Cotta was trying to kill

him,

What had changed Cotta, Jared did not know, Perhaps

i B
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he had realized the advantage Jared had, im his tireless,

unquenchable youth., Perhaps, now, he saw that if this'

strange inconclusive fight in the middle of the desert went

on-much longer, he might eome down to less than:even terms

with his adversary. /Perhaps he had been seized by an over-

powering impulse to clear, once and for all, his road to Tamar.,
The order from Titus could be dealt with, Jared's

prowess was well known. A Primus Pilus would be forgiven for




killing so formidable an enemy when he resisted capture,

Jared felt now a rage to match Cotta's savagery. He
would not be killed! He must live; Jﬂe had pledges to fulfill,
New power surged through e$;f§ muscle-and sinew, even while
he felt that his horse, like the Numidian's shield, was ready
to collapse, He must, he told himself, make the desert aid

him., He looked swiftly-ébout through the whirling sand, and

thought that he saw what he required.

o i

Jamming his knees into his horse, te urge it into one
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Iast.efférf, he croééed.fofward and Cotta's horse gave way=--
only a little, but enough, 1Its surprised rump backed up
against a sharp corner of the limestone out-cropping and the
animal shied and half-reared,

Cotta was momentarily unbalanced. Jared hurled his
shield at Cotta's head, clapped both hands on Cotta's shield,
slid off his horse and dragged the Roman along. The Primus
Pilus tried to resist the dead weight, but his knees could
not keep their grip on his ewn-mount, and the arm clasp of
his shield prevented him from jerking free. He could only
slide helplessly and fall with Jared to the sand.

The two men twisted, turned and writhed., Cotta was
unable to bring his sword arm into play and was made more
helpless by his own shield. Jared felt furiously for his

dagger while his weight pinned Cotta down and his other hand




groped for Cotta's throat and found it.

"Drop your swordg*"hevgasped,w *Drop it!™

Cotta was filled with helpless wrath, He had had the
Numidian shield all but in pieces. What had made his mount
shy and rear? He must let go his sword or be choked, amd-a
dead Primus Pilus -could never square accounts,

He relaxed his sword grip, relaxed his whole body under
his triumphant enemy but his eyes were piercingly sharp, look
ing for a chance.

Jared, his weight still pinning his adversary, got
out his dagger and set the needle point against Cotta's
throat.

"Loose your shield!"

Cotta slowly undid the clasp.

Keeping his dagger at Cotta's throat, Jared pushed the

shield clear, drew Cotta's own dagger and tossed it beyond

the shield, then slid over the sand until he sat behind the
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Roman's head;,
"I do not mean to kill you," he said+after-a pause,
his-voice flat,
"If you did," Cotta said defiantly, "half of the
Tenth Legion would be on your trail for killing a Primus Pilus,"
"They might never find my trail."

"Try to hide it;" Cotta challenged., "My Numidians will




be along any time now. And from the beginning the Inn has
been watching., That gatekeeper has seen enough of this to
recognize us both, Others have, too."
Neither man mentioned Tamar, but both thought of her,
"I never intended to kill you," Jared said. "Not
even while we fought, if I could avoid it., I intended only
to buy time with your life,"

"Buy time?" |

"I need until tomorrew for certain business."

Afgér a.long pause; C§tta_;s¥e&} r"What is it you
wish from me?"

"Your hand in security for a full day. I have more
faith in your pledge than in Titus's. You would not break
it., I want only one day."

"And after that?"

"After that, what happens to me will never be laid
at your door,"

Cotta pondered. What choice did he have? The pledge
was better than a dagger through his throat. Tomorrow he
must go to the Community and there was small chance that he

would find the monk there.  Jared -wouldy-mueh more probably,
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be elsewhere,
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He remembered Tamar's strained-answer when he asked

her about travelling to distant cities,




I-have thought of thém and talked of them-¢ , .,

He-had been right when-he decided, after leaving the
Inagy-that she had talked of them with Jared!

Even with a day's headstart, the two would not be
Jeruseienm

hard to follow, FErom sESsmmmrhee he could send patrols

Shapmegait, tO £ind them and keep them in sight, Oud o415
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voice, the softness of her shoulders when he had touched them,

Tamar's proud head, the promise of her

he-rebelled against yielding her for even a little time, but
he had ngﬂchoice. He was lucky that Jared did not know of
‘the clue s£é.ﬁnwittingly had given.

Jared pricked Cotta's throat, "I have little time."

"I will give you my hand," Cetta-said;slewly,

"Say it so that you will be bound.,™

Holding the dagger with his left hand, Jared thrust
his right forward to meet Cotta's,

"A Roman hand in security;“ Cotta said, and they
gripped. : |

i~A.Jared shoved his dagger back into his girdle, leaped

to his feet and motioned toward Cotta's weapons and shield.

"They are yours again."

Cotta sat up, touched his throat and found a little

"If you had pressed harder," he said, "you might have




been asking security of a dead man.,"

"I knew how hard I was pressing," Jared said, amd
picked up his sword and clapped his hands.

His mount and Cotta's had found a little shade under
the out-cropping and were standing together in the mute

companianship of idle horses, the tired one propping its head
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on the neck of the otﬁef?ﬁ.Tﬂé~hané;clap Jréé tﬂéaaniﬁalé
apart and Cotta's came slowly toward him, Jared's following -+
wearily.
Cotta got to his feet, found his weapons and shield
and the blanket from which he had been pulled. He put that
back. Jared did the same for his own horse, The two men,
each by his own mount, looked at each other,
"I believe I could kill you now," Cotta said. "You
were beaten until my horse backed into that damned out=-cropping."
Jared could not help remembering Eben's confidence in
his tricks, and he almost smiled at the sueecess-of his
strategem and the help he had made his familiar desert give.
"Titus's order is still in your way," he fémiﬁéed
Cottay "And now your pledge allows me until tomorrow at this

hour."

He stepped back,so that his horse did not interfere

with his shadow.

USee! It falls eastward and just a little south and




is a little longer than I am. Tomorrow, when your own shadow
is a little longer than you are, you may seize me, you Or your
men, and still keep your pledge."

"I1f we have found you," Cotta said,

"If you have found me," Jared said.

And we will find you, Cotta thought, As soon as the
business at the Community was comple;ed, he would put the

Masada attack into Julius Celsus's; hands.

He mounted and struck his horse with a heel and it

set off at a trot in the direction of Beth-basi,

Jared turned in the opposite direction. Cotta, look-
ing over his shoulder, halted to watch him, When he rode
under the east wall of the Inn, Cotta moved on his blanket
as though to follow, but finally shook his reins to set his
horse in motion without changing direction,

A cry came out of the west, faint but familiar.

"Lu ah-lu ah-lu ah-lu!" He pulled his horse down to a walk
until three shrieking horsemen caught up with him, Then all
continued toward Beth-basi, although three or four times

Cotta looked over his shoulder,
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CHAPTER  TWENTY

When Jared came to the great gate, it opened almost

as swiftly’as it had for the Primus Pilus. Interest in the

fight below the hill, which they had been breathlessly
watching, impelled the gate men. Obal waited inside, a
finger gliding nervously over his pate, as he tried to
estimate how the outcome of the contest would affect his
own fortunes. The watch dogs barked wildly but subsided
as Jared rode in,

All the servants were gathered in the courtyard,
Tamar stood quietly, the %=%e sun beating down on her hair,
A half dozen travellers, drawn out of their alcoves by the
excitement, stared at Jared's strange figure, Drenched with
sweat, bleeding through the slashes Cotta had made in his
corselet, hair and beard tangled, garments torn, Jared dis-
mounted and handed the reins to Obal,

"This horse is to be rubbed down, watered and fed,"

he said.




Obal opened his small mouth but closed it again, when
Tamar addressed Jared in the voice of the mistress of the Inn:
"He will attend to the horse at once. But you have wounds
which need attention, Come with me."

She led the way through the kitchen to her own
apartment, and when they were inside, and the door closed,
she flung herself upon him,

"Jared!*-she cried,—*I thought you would not come.

I did not believe you when you said you would come back.
Oh, how happy 1 am!"

She was sobbing against him, Jared did not speak or
move, At last she felt his stony unresponsiveness and looked
up and her arms fell away.

"Your wound!" she said, and wiped the tears from her
cheeks with her hands. "Forgive me that I forgot,"

He is angry, she thought, because of Cotta's visit,

"It is just a cut across the ribs," Jared said, But
Tamar unbuckled the corselet and eased it off with murmurs
of concern. She cried out softly at the sight of a clotted
streak along his left side, dark red in places but in others
brown and yellow where it had taken color from the leather,

She ran into the inner room and returned with basin,

water, cloths and a small sandalwood box., Gently, she set

about cleaning the wounig Y




"“This is the best of salves," she said. "One of the
caravans brings it., Doesn't it have a good sting?"

When she had completed the bandage, she rested her

face for a fleeting moment against his bare chest, then

drew away and looked up at him} her-eyesfilled with tenderness.

"You might have been killed," she said, but Jared did
not answer,

It is certainly because of the Roman, she thought,
and asked, her voice hardening: "Why didn't you kill him?*

"Cotta? Did he offend you? When he rode north, I
was sure he had been in the Inn."

"We served him a meal., He did not offend but it would
have been better if you had killed him."

"I demanded his hand in security, instead," Jared said,

"You believe, then, that he will let us get away, you

Jared's black eyes were unfathomable,

He was thinking that he had known the truth about
himself as soon as he heard, in Jamnia, that the towers had
fallen. All through the journey, after he joined Eben and the
women, he had been doubtful, uncertain, confused. His mind
had seethed with plans and fantasies: himself and Tamar safely
at sea . . , living together in a distant city . . . wrapped

in each other's arms, All these had dissolved, when Johanen's-

s




messenger arrived, as dreams do when one wakens. The cursing,
his banishment, he saw clearly, had not freed him from the
Scrolls. They were still his charge, his mission, his impera-
tive, This duty had been laid upon him by someone more
powerful even than the Priest of Aaron. His heart trembled.,
By—Jehovalr,

"My compact with Cotta," he said, "will leave me free
only until this time tomorrow. I am going to the Community.

You know that- it is in danger from the Romans who are going

to Masada, I must protect the Scrolls."

Tamar did not point out that he was no longer Keeper
of the Scrolls., Her intuition told her that, in some way,
he felt that he still was,

"Will there be fighting?" she asked.

"I do not know,"

"Well, you have come through many fights, You will

come through this one, and when it is over and the Scrolls

Iyemesrrd o WP

are safe you can come back to me.," And néé}fhéfniiggéfing
musie;and she wound her arms around him, and he could remembe
ecstacy. . . although dimly, as he had remembered anger when
he saw Cotta passing.

With nothing but the will of God shall a man be

concerned.

The mighty testament was as loud in his ears as though




the whole Brotherhood had shouted it,
"I shall not come back," he said,

Tamar pulled away., ”Why-did you come here?'-she
"I had to tell you, It was right that I should teil

She turned around. She was fighting, he could see,
for control. After a moment, she shook back her showering

hair in a gesture he remembered:

=3 "Jared," she said in-a-low tone, "if you will come

back, there will never be anyone but you,"

This was as close as he would ever come to knowing

= =

2 S

what had passed between herself and Cotta or what might pass,
It did not matter, Tamar, Tamar! .he“thought: Do not humble
yourself. You have given me joy that I will carry to my

death--if it is to be death.

5
Y

He reached out and touched her hair;
"Imust-be to you as one who has died," he said, -and
g; putwén.his corselet. and turned to the door. She did not
speak againy nor-loek around,

0=0=0
Riding the dead Numidian's horse toward the Community,

Jared looked off, over the billowing sands, and felt their

inconstancy, now a hill and now a valley, now here and now




there, never the same when you looked again as they had been

when you looked before,

He had been like that, he thought., Well, that was

over, He knew now to what he must be true.
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CHAPTER TWENTY=ONE

Palestine was-full of hill towns; from Galilee
through Samaria and deep into Judea:?.Bethel—-Beth—el, House

of God, where the Lord spoke to Jacob--was a hill town, ‘It

stood almost three thousand feet above the Great Sea.

A S
- In Eben's time Bethel was small and of little conse-

quence, but legend§ made it plain that thé:town once had been
great, Abraham had built an altar there and had pitched his
tent nearby. Jacob had wrestled, and had worsted, an angel
in Bethel, When the Tribes first came out of Egypt, Bethel
had been a resting place for the Ark., Bethel once had had
its own king. Before great David had established Jerusalem
as the preferred place of sacrifice, it had had a famous
altar. And near Bethel rose the palm tree, under which
Deborah the judge had anciently sat,

Standing beneath the palm  that-afternoon, dusty,
sweat-stained, and at least several pounds lighter than when

he had left Abigail for the dark start of his journey, Eben

was proud to be a son of Bethel,  Its-period of greatness was




long since ended. Assyria had battered its walls, and Babylon
had carried the Tribes into captivity, but when the stubborn
Benjaminites had returned to their ancestors' empty land, they
were still proud, and so were their descendayts.

Ebén wondered if the Holy Spirit had not guided Elias

to use Bethel as a hiding place for the Writing, Certainly

no better one could have been picked if he, Eben, was to
recover it, He knew Bethel as a man knows--he remembered

the previous night and gave a quick, happy laugh--as—a man
knows his own wife. Everything looked familiar, although the
houses seemed smaller than he had remembered them,

Perhaps because 1 have seen such great ones--palaces,

even--in Jerusalem,

From where he stood he could see the land which had
once belonged to his father, and he thought of his parents,
and of his grandfather whose heart would have been moved by
this errand,

Eigh.drew out Elias's map and studied it,

MThe palm tree is marked by a leaf,™ Elias had said.
There was the leaf and a line ran, Eben felt sure, past
Asaph's dye works to a cave south of town. South of town
there were two likely caves. Eben had rescued lambs from

both of them.

The intervening pastures were deserted and he went to




the first cave, Nothlng Cautlously, for it was near the
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main road, he went to the second., It had a plnched entrance

o

and its gloomy tunnel twisted far back, He followed the tunnel

H

and came to a—erack,; the only possible hiding place along the

way.— His fingers erept, groped;and closed on a hard cylinder;
wrapped; by the feel,in linen., He let éo and slowly with-
drew his hand,

Eben had concentrated so intensely on his search that
until his fingers touched the cylinder he had felt no emo;ion
at-all, Now,fhowevér,;the meaﬁiﬁg of whét he had found
stirred up such a wind of awareness that he fell against the
cave wall, He ieaﬁed there, shaken, his hands hot and wet,
his-legs weak, his mind confused.

He did not know what the ertlng was; nllas had not

S drakeBleta - 5

told him, But it had been brought  all-the-wayy from Rome to

Jerusalem ‘and.those who had sent it must have believed it

Dk T

great, (Now it was in his charge, Now he, oﬁt“of all thé
Christians in Palestime, was entrusted with keeping it safe,
and getting it into suitable holy hands,

Eben was not sure he was equal to so great a task,
He continued to lean against the cave wall until his legs
felt strong again, Then he dried one hot hand on his thigh
and put it back into the crack and closed it firmly upon the

hidden cylinder.




His hand brought out a round affair, no longer than
Abigail's forearm and not so big. He turned back the linen
wrapping enough to see that the cylinder was made of copper.
The ends were capped and the caps twisted tight. It was not
nearly so big as similar cylinders, holding sections of the
Book, which were unrolled and read in synagogues every Sabbath,
Still, its very lack of size was meaningful, So small a
cylinder must hold a Writing of quality since it did not have
quantity, and yet had been considered worth sending so great
a distance,

He was tempted to carry it back to the daylight and
open it, But he was able to read very little, even in his
own language, and the Writing almost certainly would be in
Greek or, since it came from Rome, in the language of the
Romans. Best leave the precious mystery be until Jamnia,

Amos would know how to deal with Writings in cylinders,

Eben rewrapped the linen and turned the cylinder over

and over in thought., To get it safely to Jamnia would not be
easy. Not that it would have any value to robbers. A Writing
would not bring even a few mites in a thieves' market, Holy
scrolls were scattered all over Jerusalem and no one bothered
to pick them up, But who was going to tell robbers that a

copper cylinder so carefully sealed did not hold gold or even

jewels?




He drew from his girdle a cord which he had brought
for this purpose from Jamnia, Abigail had found it for him,
He tied the cord around the cylinder and boped the cord around
his neck so that the slender column hung down his back, be-
neath his robe.s, Now it was safe, except for aneéréfui‘search,
and to make such a search robbers must first catch him,

He was afire to start the return journey but he knew
that- he must not, This busy afternoon would be dangerous

for travel. Besides, to be fresn and wary in the hours
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ahead, he must sleep /\Abigall had also(ﬁlven him #eor

the journey but the flndlng of the Writing had left him with
B e 9&‘"
ne-desire-to-eat, .He stretched outy with a sighy in the

A
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dimness of the cave, =+
0=~0=0

Ebea stirred in bewilderment when the soft hands of 45
{ e —_— <--.= (eiremS J;
Abigail, who had come tn.hlm in-his- dreaming sleep, suddenly

became rough fetters, «ome on eaeh wrisf and anklel He

awoke to-find|that two legionnaires were half-carrying, half-

dragging him from the shadowy recesses where he had lain down

to rest, They hauled him to the,entrance ef-the-cawve~and
\vuﬁdropped him,
"You call that treasure?" said-a-derisivebvoiceéaﬁit*
hY
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"There wasn't any treasure,ﬂ;lﬁn“ﬂﬁiﬁnﬁh,t

"I told you we weren't in Jerusalem,* Q{@w.'mﬁﬁ&j“
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Flat on his back, Eben blinked at the ab¥upt change
from gloom to bright aftermeen sunlight and stared up into
a confusion of horses's legs and Roman horsemen,

He felt sick,at-heart, What had he done wrong? ' How
had he managed so badly that he had been captured before the
Writing had been in his care for an hour? To be sure, it was

hidden; but the Romangksearchad:everyone.

T

0, Holy Spirit, guide me. vt
The two who had found him went to their waiting

i

horses, - There were four men, :and the whole patrol] looked

down at him with the humorless, almost inhuman curiosity
‘which he had noted before when Romans-looked at non-Romans.
Eben found it hard to tell one Roman from another, All, at
first glance, were alike and indistinguishable, These four
were all thick and dark and all had the big Roman nose; also,
all were legionnaires and therefore dangerous to any Jew,

One of them, slanting his spear at the angle which
would enable him to run Eben through if he tried to escape,
agke& émiably enough:

"What are you doing here?"

Eben concealed overpowering relief., The question
told that he had not been recognized as a possible Compound
runaway. He rubbed his eyes and gaped, remembering advice

he had had from Jared.




If they catch you off guard, don't try to outwit them,

Let them think you are harmless, even an idiot, They may let

the idiot go, after a little teasing, Or you may think of

something.

“Stick him, Corbulo," one of the others said, "A

Roman does himself a favor everyitime he sticks a Jew,"

O ] ‘-k B B
Corbulo B

mge looked down at the sunny-haired young man
and repeated his question.

"I am on an errand for Johanen Ben Zakki who has
the holy school in Jamnia," Eben said haltingly, as though

barely able to collect what few wits he owned. Johanen's

name might help. "Johanen," he went on, "has had Titus's hand

in security,"

"What is your errand?"

Eben could think of nothing better than the truth.

"I came for a Writing," he said, sitting up,

He still did not act bright, Just a young fellow
simple enough to trust a Roman. Sure that, in any case,
he would be searched, he pulled the cylinder around into
sight.

"Here it is. It is just a scroll."

"Just a scroll!"™ said the Roman who had wanted Eben




stuck., "Hidden! Kept in a copper cylinder! And still just
a scroll?®

Corbulo reached for the cylinder, pulled down the
linen wrapping, twisted off a cap, shook out the scroll,
shook the cylinder, found nothing.

"It really is just a scroll," he said. "In Greek,
by the looks of it., But I cannot read Greek.™

His comrades indicated that they could not, either.

"I saw one like it, cylinder and all, in a synagogue
we.burned;" Corbuleo went on; ""Jerusalem is full of such
stuff, worth nothing except to a teacher like this Johanen
who has the favor of Titus."

Eben offered a silent, fervent thanks to Titus because
of his favor and to Corbulo who respected it.

"Be sure nothing is hidden in the bottom," said one
of the three,

Corbulo again found nothing,

"Jewels might be stuck inside with pitch,"

Corbulo tilted the cylinder to allow the light to

enter, shook his head, He put the scroll back into the

cylinder, twisted the cap back on and replaced the linen,

the unconscious act of a disciplined soldier making everything

neat.




"Finish off Empty-head and let -us- get going," said
the one who had wanted Eben killed. "They .will-be catching
up with us.”

"Why should I finish him off?" Corbulo said., "His
master is close to one who has had the hand of Titus, so you
might say this messenger has had it. Anyway, he looks harmless."

"Lop off one ef his handd, at least, What Jew is
harmless? Leave both his hands and'he will be lopping off
your hand some day,"

Eben sat motionless ™\ You could not run away from
four horsemen; moreover, the growing sounds of hooves told
him that more were approaching.'. Let them lop off a hand!

Then they would ride on and he would build a fire and sear

4

the stump and still get the Writi?g delivered, \s4™
T Y e o e LU T @ ratda (X |
Corbulo raised-his spear to a harmless carry -and, -when-_

his blood-thirsty comrade drew his sword, put his horse between
Eben and . injuary,

"You can't %ﬁ“?i??Hﬁfthrough Judea, Samaria and

Gatitee killing Jews#”'ﬁé said, "The fighting is over, except,
they say, for an attack on Masada, If you want to kill Jews,
go to Masada. But leave this boy alone." He tossed the
cylinder and Eben caught it and got it hidden, he was-afraid,
faster than a stupid countryman would have. -

Yoy 'ihy should not this youth be let alone?" a w0man‘55lw“ﬁ’

.




voice asked,

Eben, still sitting before the cave, could not see
the speaker but he knew her. He had heard her voice only
once and it was not as beautiful as the voice which had bade

him farewell last night in the summer house, but he had not
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forgotten it.

"Now yéﬁ héve Cfaék;d the pot!“;ghé Bioodthirsty
tegionnaire hissed-to Co?bulo, *You'lve wasted so much time
on fhié Jeﬁ.thég they hafe caught up?“ |

Eben leaped to his feet. The faver-ef-the Princess
Berenice was-too-valuable,to-letwher catch him impolitely
slouching on the ground.

She was on horseback and exquisite, wearing a cape
of heavi?éiik over a looéé;giouse anéf?ersiadffrbusers tucked
into calf-high soft boots. !Trailing her, were eight bearers
with a litter, in case their mistress desired to rest from
the saddle. Behind, in a column of twos, were a hundred

mounted men, Their commander rode close behind the Princess.

"Well, well!" Catching sight of Eben she gave the

cleaxr littlehiaugh that he also remembered. Amused, detached,

observant, she was just as she had been in front of the
Tower of Miriamme, and it was plain that she recognized him,

Eben froze. His fiwrst four captors had thought him only a




dull countryman, but all these Romans must have been in the

siege, Among so many, some must certainly see in him the

big fighter who had stood at Jared's back, and many must heawe &uned <

o Y2
been—engaged in the hunt ﬁor men -escaped “from the Compound J\*
\.r*\ L. mAJE EL '{\4, N \‘N— 7hing !'\ " "“"' C?ﬁ_.;} F:""'r-"'},- '.‘!' o
Ebenl's. blua—eyes appealed to her.sparkling -hazet
'-__f;‘-i\?f..f. c:?, P U ‘rw R 41
.ones.: You also are a Jew, although an Herodian, Do not

betray me;
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The Princess moved-her-horse close-to Corbulo,

"Why should +t-be necessary--to-order that this harm-

less shepherd?be let-alone? -Who proposed anything else?"
Shepherd! Eben was flooded with gratitude.
Corbulo drew respectfully erect.
"One of the men was baiting him, Princess." He would
not report a comrade whose help he might need in the next melee,
"You were sent ahead," the Commander said, "not to
bait Jews but to find a place where the troop might rest,"
"This cave and the level space in front of it seemed
a likely place, but then the men wanted to look inside for
treasure,"
The Princess addressed the Commander. "I have changed

my mind," she said, "I shall not stop now, short of Shiloh,"
B ; f
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JHe-sourly waved the troop forward With a btaek look
at the four who had found Eben, he told them to ride on ahead -

as an-advance point, If you run into an ambush, his look said,




blame yourselves! If it had not been for you, everyone would
be having a rest!

He took a position at the rear of his column and as
that passed on, the Princess reined her horse close to Ebens: :
| "You leaped from the Tower of Miriamme," she saidland
smiled teasingly.

Eben blushed at memory of the unclothed aftermath of
the jump.

"And you are the one who pulled Simon's beard?“.she
went-on, "You were with a comrade, a Brother from the.Bead
Sea Community." Her smile, as on the earlier day, was
personal and inviting., "Tell me, why are you here?"

Eben decided that the Princess Berenice would not
wish to harm the Writing so he told her his errand. He did

not, however, tell of last night's great event,

Berenice heard him through, leaning toward him from

o

her saddle, - He caughf the scent of perfume; andhphéwtender

texture of her lips, ~Even though her litter bearers waited

a short distance away, she ﬁaﬁaged"to make herself and Eben

]

seem alone,
"You do not need to return to Jamnia at once, do you?"
she..asked, <,

"I have promised to be there as soon as I can," Eben




"Couldn't you journey north a little, perhaps as far
as Shiloh? I am spending the night there, I am sure your
adventures would amuse me,” He would amuse her too, and
delight her, her eyes said.

If Eben had blushed before, he grew scarlet now, He
could make a good pretense of stupidity, and about women he did
not need to pretend innocence., But he could not manage enough

stupidity or innocence to offer a convincing misreading of

S

what Berenice had in mind. There was nothing to do but tell

the whole truth, even at the risk of incurring her resentment

which might mean more than 'a lopped hand, He had less chance

of running now than when the patrol had seized him, A hundred
Roman javelins were up the trail,

"Princess," he said soberly, "may I tell you the truth?"

"I hear so little of the truth that I might like it,"

“"Then I will keep back nothing."

"What is all this that you will not keep back?"
Berenice again leaned down from her saddle, interested but
impatient,

"Princess!" Eben said. "I am twice pledged to return
to Jamnia quickly, First, to show the Writing I have found,
to scholars., Second, to rejoin my bride., I left her in our
bridal chamber last night to come here,

The Princess Berenice straightened in her saddle, but




not growing tall in royal condemnation, not seeming to lose

any of her curves and promises. Her delicate face was as
blank as polished marble, She looked away., Then her laugh
sounded, clear, bright and unabashed,

"In my day I have had much good wine," she said, "I
would be selfish if I cried out against being denied a glass
of new, untested vintage." ngllaugh rang again, "Go to
Jamnia, Take your Writing, ‘ﬁéjdin youf bride., And may the
God of our people guard you all the way,"

0=0=0

The route ran downhill and Eben, walking briskly, with
the Writing safe between his shoulder:blades and Abigail in
his heart, saw a wide valley ahead. The bed of a dry brook
twisted through it. This was the Valley of the Smiths, No
man remained angiéhéaliey to explain the name., All had been

driven off by Romans and bandits, But Eben did not need an

hdntone T
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explanation, He had often heard it read from the Bookf and
he remembered it .
Shortély he discovered that someone else remembered,

He had left his circuituous path to drink from a spring; ,

and in deing so had crossed the main road out of Bethel,'the

one used by travelers whose bodyguards made fear unnecessary,
Returning, he saw a large mounted party approaching. When he

was satisfied this was not made up either of Romans or bandits,




he did not hide, only stepped aside to let it pass, The
leader, however, signalled "Halt!" to the bearers of the
closed litter following him and to the score of mercenary
riders bringing up the rear. b e

“I am Ehi ben Rosh of Meggido,smtife moreh;—but just
now out of Bethel," he said, He was a thin, spindle-shanked
old man, richly dressed, and so sure that a shabby young mar
on foot could not be important that he did not wait for Eben
to introduce himself, "Do you belong in this valley?"

Whil Eben was saying he did not, the curtains of the
litter parted to allow an ear and an eye to poke out,

"Then I do not suppose you know whether there is still
gold in thegé sands?" Ehi said,

"Iiag not-believe there -is a grain," Eben said, and
laughed, "Once I came with friends and searched."

““YOu do know that once there was gold?"

By e PRAMNL

ﬁpong agd:men took it outjand smiths worked it into
jewelry, which is why Charashim is called the Valley of the
Smiths,"

)
"You #Are sure all the gold is gone?"

"My—friends—and—1 searched with an old gold hunter,

He—-told us where and how, but we found nothing,"
"I was told the same thing yesterday," Ehi said., "But

T-did not want to pass without inquiring." 't } g peh
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The curtains of the lltter parted w1der and the eye
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and ear grew into the face of a girl of elohteen or-sey—Eben's
mind. was-full-of-Abigail-but dimly he knewfhe had seen the

face before,
‘11 %
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Upo-we-need to stop so long, my husband?*-she—asked,
|8 }\ \_ bl Ny £ y T
"Now we will not reach Beroth until dark,"
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“wije-witl be all right," Ehi said, and his tone added
that anyone able to hire twenty mercenaries did not need to

hurry, or worry either. LM
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"My wlfe, Dlnah " he said,in a confldential boast
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&nd the name conflfmed to Eben why her face was familiar, ~Out
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here!“ Inthis abandoned valley! -The glrl he would have

LR

married if his parents had lived! So-this was what had happened

h B

to—~her! W\ i
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"And he is Eben, the son +-of Eleazer of Bethel," DBinah
said;-laughing-self-consciouslty.

"Eben?" Ehi-repeated, The name meant something to T.hi
him, as his wife's face had to Eben, but-he-was-less-interested

("How do you know that?" he asked.
TR »
LOC »
"He is of Bethel, just-as-I-amg¢™ Dinah said. "Oh,

you know!" She shook her head in exasperation,
“Not the one who was too poor to complete the betrothal

contract?" Ehi looked at Eben's worn sandals and dusty robe
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and added, "I seey"

s
’

"And you, Eben, p Are you married?" Dimah-asked,
Eben said he was, but he checked an exultant, "Just

yesterday." He did not wish to share his joy with this couple.

* . i o . r
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"Whomdid you.marry?“ she—asked, Not, her glance to

e

Ehi added, such a girl as he hadgf Ve . b <Bihes i85 ey
I took-a -wife-im Jamnia," Eben said, He would not
say that he had married the daughter of;ﬁpoé; the écholar?;
A shepherd without sheep of his own wouf&lggast too much if
he said his-wife was-Amos‘s daughter, =
"We thought of living in Jamnia," Ehi said, "when the
Romans began to harry our land, But then we heard it was
being taken over by a school for priests., We have decided to
go to the sea coast, where there will not be so much crowding,"
"We are going to live in Ashkelon," Dinah said,
"Living in Ashkelon is almost like living in Alexandria, people
say. We are going to build a big house, are we not, my husband?"

e

"A suitable houséi. pumeheined |

"Now let us push along,” Ehi said, and Dinah said ,

graeiously, "Goodby, Eben,"
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"Eben?" Ehi exelaimed;—-and now the name jmeant more

than he could readily credit, "They talk of an Eben who
fought at Jerusalem, You couldn't be that one!™"

"Who dld not flght at Jeruqalem7"

Cusainissh ks e Qs

“Il-was.not.able to,” Ehl sald

Poor old spindle-shanks, Eben thought, He wouldn't
have lasted long there, .

"Are you really that Eben?WDinah-askedy—her-eyes
widenipge«=*The one who fought beside Jared, the monk? That
Eben?"

Efri-marked his wifels-admiration but he managed.a

look of indifference.
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"Well, now that 4t-is-all over;* he said, “I-hepe-we
Oa s \sd g £yt L QSR Cane '
can-all get back-to where we were," &
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Dinah would have lingered, but Ehi noddedcoolly in
farewell to Eben who had stepped a little farther off the
road, and Ehi trotted his horse and the litter followed and

the mercenaries followed the litter,
o 4,
Well into Gharashim valley, where the dxy brook-bed
x‘. -J. » 4
widened ,and came ctose to the road Ehi got off his horse. He
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knelt and seemed to be plcklng ﬁp sand 100k1ng, and plcklng

s

up—more. The litter and the mercenaries passed him, He
picked up a dozen handsful before, throwing the last one

away, he mounted and hurried in pursuit of his party.




@=0=0

FToward-evening, Eben came to a dip in the trail and

saé-appan, hiding but not really hidden, in the brush along-
side. Eben slowed and the man looked out beseechingly and
Eben recognized.the short, stocky follower, of Simon who had

waved -a Temple candlestick on the Tower of Miriamme.,
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He still had his treasure), Else what was in the

bundle beside him, wrapped in :‘dirty;cloth? He gave a timid
greeting and Eben, never one to reject a friendly overture,
nRodded. <«

"What has brought you this way?" he asked. "And
what are you doing here all by yourself?"

"With every man ready to steal that," the.man said,
nodding toward his bundle, "can I travel with @& company ?"

"Where are you going?. What is your name?"

The ‘trouble on the man's face deepened,

"As for my name, everyone calls me Candlestick.
Where I am going, is nowhere, How can I go anywhere--with
that?" He nodded toward the bundle again,

"So you still have the Temple ornament ?"

"Ilthqught it would mean everything I had wanted all
my life," Eéndlésticklsaid. "A house, land, a family, but
instead it drags me down. It is too heavy to carry, too much

wealth to show." His look deepened to utter misery and his
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confession Eeeame a freshet of words, such-as pours-out-when
a-man's-heart is-too full,

"I never should have taken it, I never should have
gone ‘into Simon's band, Would you believe this? Before the
Romans came, I was of a mind to become a priest at the Temple.
I was unblemished, so why not? I joined with Simon because
I wanted to pay the Romans back for what they had done in
Galilee."”

"And save the Temple?" Eben—asked.,

Céndfééﬁgéé-nodded.

"The first time Simon set us to pillaging, I could
not believe my ears. But after you once have robbed, with a
hundred other robbers, you go on robbing without thinking much

about it. And when we came to the robbery of the Temple, I
e e } =y : *

had-a good reason, By tﬁen I was afraid,"

X

- Shockéd_b? éo free a coﬁfeséion of-sucﬁ.a crime,
Eben did not speak,

Candlestick explained. "I was afraid of what Simon
was leading us into, I thought th;EZQiéﬂ %Igold candlestick
I could go where nobody knew me, and cut it up, bit by bit,
and take a wife and live on the bits all the rest o my life.,"

Cut up, bit by bit, what had been one of the Temple's

glories? Eben's back crawled.

"After Simon left us on Miriamme to go into his tunnel,




I hid until night, Then, when the Romans were all asleep,
I stole across Hinnom Valley, taking the Eandlestick, of

course,"

"You did net get very far," Eben said. "You have had

a.night and -a-day and’here you are, only at the edge of Jamnia,"

"Thé ;andlestick is heavy and every so often I had to
hide. You cannot let strangers see you carrying a thing like
this "

"You let me see you,"

"I recognized you. Besides, I cannot hide any more,*

“You-do-need-help;* Eben said.

PHow does a man go about cutting up such a great,
holy thing?" Gandlestick asked.

Ebenkgad géen hgrrifieﬂ at the éuggestion of cutting
up the treasure. The proposal that he advise on how to do s &3
took his breath away.

“Loqk?“ €éﬁ&£eé£iéi-snatched off the cloth and the
gfeat o;nagéﬁgiglééﬁéd. "I polish it every day," he saids
proudly., Then his head drooped. "But I am still afraid. It
is not merely thieves and Romans that I am afraid of. Friends
of the Temple may discover what I am carrying and when they see,
they may misunderstand., They may think I am as bad as Simon,

And that is not all."

No, that is not all,




"There is still another fear that rides me,every

moment ," Candlestick -said,

"I think—I know," Eben said.piﬁyingly. It-did mot

g A AL 2 - / ,

“take a very wise man to understand that one who had once
hoped to be a Temple priest could not steal an ornament from

God's own Temple and not fear God's justice,

<
- [ —

"What shall I do?" Candlestick rewrapped his treasure
and hugged it. "I am not just poor., I have nothing at all,
Take this from me and I have not a penny'to buy bread. Would

God deny a man bread?"

Eben had the answer to that, Take no thought for your

life, what ye shall eat, or what ve shall drink, It was in

the sayings of Jesus. But before he had a chance to answer,
C&ndiestick/spoke again,

"I know you follow this new Messiah, the one who is
said to have risen from the dead, but I ask about the God of
Israel. Would he deny me bread? Would one Temple ornament
mean that much to him?"
| | .dCome with me," Eﬁéﬁ said and laughed-and-held out
& hand.

Candlestick's suddenly glowing face was an admission
that he had hoped for Eben's help.

"Where are we going?"

"To the home of Amos. You know Amos?®




"Who has joined Johanen at Jamnia? I have heard of
ST o TP A Y|

"He is one of our holiest-men," Eben said, ~“Not—the
kind of Scribe who is full of evasions, not one of those
Pharisees who feel themselves above other men, not a Sadducee
ready to mock everything.,t%e will have the explanations you
want," e

C;ndlestick's glow faded.

"Amos will never bother with a man like .me,"
said, "You do not know how many have looked down on
will just take my--thing--and go.™

"Why, Amos is my father-in-law," Eben said. "I can
bring a friend to him any time I like. Come along," he-urged

cheerfully,

"I will bury this first," Candlestickwsaid. "How can

I go befof;.Aﬁa;_ﬁith this Temple treasure I have stolen?"

"Bring it!™Eben-urged: "Bring it! 1Is it too heavy?
Here, give it to me., I will carry it the rest of the way to
Jamnia,"

*I will carry it," Cénélégfi;k said., He hoisted the
bundle to his shoulder. It no longer seemed heavy at all., He
took big strides and only now and then needed to shift the
wrapped gold from one shoulder to the otherf He trotted along

like a contented dog.




But, Eben reminded himself, this man had been running
and hiding for more than a day and a night; and probably he
was hungry.

"Let us rest off the road where we won't be seen, "

Eben said. "I have a little bread and cheese.*

Céﬁdlestiék nodded happily and they found some bushesy
Eben looked thoughtfully at his companion,

"Candlestick," he said, "what is your real name?"

"Candlestick, Everybody calls me é;ndlestick."

"Well, I am not going to call you Candlestick any
longer, I cannot bring you to Amos as Candlestick."

"That's right," €andlestick said. He sat in sober
thought,

My true name is Reuben," he-said-at last,

"Good!" Eben said and dipped into his girdle and
divided what Abigail had given him. "Eat with appetite,

Reuben,"
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CHAPTER  TWENTY-TWO

The dead Numidian's horse had-been rested \aad

briskly after descending Netophah's hill. Too briskly,

Jared decided; he had best go slowly enough to keep an eye
o y urts aawari.. -1 4 -
he pulled shis mount, insito—-an ambley—se that-the

outx and
prodigious, interlocked, distorted shadow of
A
horse baxely-drifted ahead of
Jared thought of the next day, when Cotta's shadow
fall eastward and a little to the north and become a
little longer than its owner, and Cotta might seize him and
o ’ o

keep his pledge.

I have much to do before then.

Behind him, the sun was settingj; the sands were

blindingly golden. ' / ne Community, the Brothers would be
A g | " S 1+ .-;,\.-' \
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prostrate in prayer. \ Jared shrank from thinking of them, He

had known in Jamnia what he must do, He had had the strength

to relinquish Tamar. But until now he had not , tasted the

humiliation of returning to the Brotherhood,




He remembered the fearful curses_with_yhich he had
been cast out and he could not conquéf &ngef.l This was not
a proper mood for meeting the Priest of Aaron to ask--plead,
if need be, or beg--permission to hide the Scrolls from the
Romans, He felt a furious determination to hide them, regard-
less of how the aged Leader reacted to his request; some of
the men would follow him. But he knew that he must not and
would not incite a rebellion,

The difficulties of obtaining permission were enormous.
He had broken his vow. He had been barred from the Brother-
hood, and no expelled and cursed member had ever returned,
within Jared's knowledge. No longer a Son of Light, he would
not be allowed a lustral bath, or even to wash his hands in
the purifying water, as a Brothef &ust do before he touched
the sacred documents stored in the Library. According to the
Book of Rules, Jared would be unfit, not only to handle the
Scrolls, but even to speak to or direct the Brothers.

Humbleness, contrition were what he needed! And he
did in his heart feel unworthy. The burden of guilt was
still on his back. If it were not for his sin, he would be
in the Library now, the Keeper of the Scrolls, with the natural

duty of keeping them safe. Now a new Keeper might already

have been appointed, but perhaps notj )the Priest of Aaron made

& habit of procrastination., In any case, Jared felt complete




conviction that he was the one for the present task, No one

else had his lntlmate knomledgﬂ of the Scrolls, No one else
‘__'_\ B o .5_ Oy e o VTIP3 SE S .4 é_._;«.- N S0 {/‘\)\. (b rraken TRETR" YR SA J

had a plan ready for hiding themj- No one among the innocent
Brothers could cope with the Romans, as could he who had
fought them,

He caught the briny smell of the Dead Sea and knew he

was nearing the Fommunlty aﬂd dismounted and turned his horse

e Lokt was 0T ounds by peme ALSECt Traan
loose. Ifﬁlt ‘was-—found;—he would not. be suspectedj a Numidian
Vha SCEy Oy SAartot RG-S TR TESs giwys  nnd o) dymar ot b
rider would be qought If it was not found, -the beast would -

end -up at“the Community x drawa-by—the-scent—of -water there:
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ue Hlmce]f would be.safer henceforWard i Eoot. i Dk

, 1
{hunt-for the Compound runaways might well havg included a

patrol ordered here, on the chance that he would return. On
horseback, he would be sighted; afoot, in the gathering
twiligh®, he could melt into the Community unseenvand there-

after be no more conspicuous than any Brother., \He must, of

5 y
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course, rid himself of his weapons and the Numidianl's ¢iirass

3 Gt : { et \ carad OV
and shield,-and he threw them into a gully a4 {5555 Sama
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He saw ahead the familiar, low, stone buildings, the
Assembly Hall.and the beloved Library rising above the others
and he went forward slowly, bracing himself. to meet whatever
must be met. Approaching the Water Tower, his steps quickened,

for he saw the fragile figure of the Chaste One, meditating

} e C
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against his chosen rocks;
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The old man looked up at the sound of swift sandals,bzl-

The-Brothers were expected to walk sedately,

"Jared!" His clear, high voice overflowed with love.
"Jared! You have come back. I knew you would, Ours is not
a full Brotherhood without you,"

He did not éppeﬁr to recall the expulsion, but Jared
felt sure he had not forgotten it, however much the shadows
of age might have dimmed his memory. He looked with love
and reverence into the sweet old face, filled with its tiny
brown cracks.

"Yes, I have returned," he said. On an impulse, he
added, "And I need your aid."

"My aid? How can you need my aid? But you shall
have it, of course."

"I must be permitted before the Priest of Aaron,"
Jared said. "I doubt that he will allow me to approach him
eXcept after intercession and no ordinary intercessor will
suffice. But if you ask, he will not be able to refuse,"
Jared paused, trying to decide how much of his errand to
reveal. Time was of great concern, "I must see him at
once," he went on., "The Romans are coming, and the Scrolls
must be hidden,"

1

"And you are the one to do that, Jared," the Chaste
e g e 9
One said, After a moment's thought, he addedy "No matter what




has happened." And he nodded slowly, as the old are likely
to nod when remembering profound sorrow,
"Tell him I beg in all humility to be allowed to do this."

"I will tell him.,"

They walked,together toward the main courtyard, and the

One turned to Jared with a confidential smile,

"I am still working out the commentary on the psalm,
'With nothing but the will of God shall a man be concerned.'
I am almost finished and I desire your opinion."

The last thing you need is the opinion of such as I,
Jared thought bitterly, but to confess that would distress
his old mentor so he said only: "I shall be honored to hear
what you have written,"

"Written?" The small cry was a transparent attempt
at a modest denial that any commentary of his could be worthy
of a costly scroll, "Why, I have written nothing[ But every
line is clearly in my mind where I have written and rewritten
them a hundred times,"

"When it is finished, the Brotherhood's best copyist
must take it down," Jared said gravely. "Meanwhile, at the
first opportunity, you must recite to me all that is ready."

They reached the Assembly Hall, and the Chaste One
lifted a feathery finger in blessing and set off alone,igéésily;J

for the quarters of the Priest of Aaron,
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Jared set downy-uninvited; upod a bench near the
entrance to the Hall(

Across the Dead Sea, dusk was enveloping the purple
Hills of Moab, It purpled the white robes of the Brothers
who had begun to gather for supper, forming silently into
their groups of ten.,

All, of course, had bathed and changed into clean
white tunics, robes and sandals. Dirty though he was, Jared
thought, bruised, torn, nearly naked, the chief difference
between them and himself was not in the immaculate whiteness

of

their clothing but in their peaceful hearts, cleansed b
o p ]
prayer, as was required before this meal,

The growing line soon reached him and, despite the
X = \TT l,: SE s e \ (.
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dimming 1ight,iaf1 recognized the tall, gaﬂnt iigureﬁpn the.
bench, There were startled looks and astonished gasps from
the younger and less disciplined Brothers. The older ones,
merely averted their glances, and a few did not see him for
they stood with closed eyes, their lips still murmuring prayers,

No one spoke, Even if Jared had still been one of them,

no one would have spoken; silence was enjoined at this hour.

But formerly there would have been some welcoming smiles or
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other indications of affection, | bu 4

Jared remembered their faces after the cursing, They




had-shown shock, disillusionment, outrage at his betrayal of
his office. He dreaded looking at them now, but his pose
did not reveal it. He sat solidly, with firmly planted
feet, his shewt black beard upthrust,

The shadows grew deeper. Candles were lighted within
the Hall but still the line of Brothers did not pass inside,
They awaited the ruling Fifteen--Fourteen, if a new Keeper of
the Scrolls had not yet been appointed., That august body had
not appeared, and neither had the Chaste One.

He was, Jared reflected, still trying to persuade the
Priest of Aaron to see him, Doubtless they were trapped in

o
a discussion to which the rest of the Fifteen--Fourteen--had
been hastily summoned. The old Leader, probably, could not
make up his mind. He was unable, these days, to make decisions
with his former vigor. “Yet, sometimes, at the urging of some
force he once had had, he could act swiftly--as when he took
charge of the cursing against Jared. If only, Jared thought,

he could have such a renewal now.

The silence among the waiting Tens was broken by a

e A 2
hesitant shuffle and 'the Numidian's horse straggled into

sight, made a relieved fluttering noise and trotted up and
nudged Jared's chest,
"You are later than I expected, friend," Jared said,

himself relieved. "But you are here; that is enough,"




He stood up, went to the nearest Brother and took
the man's sleeve,

“"Care for this animal," he said softly. "It will
not be counted against you., Give him all the water he will
drink, but at first only a swallow or two at a time., Then
grain. And tether him in a place protected from the night
wind."

The Brother did not try to draw his sleeve free. He

not speak, but he nodded, and led the horse away.,

Jared returned to his bench, and felt a little lighten-
of the weight on his heart. 1In spite of his disgrace,
old bond with the men still existed. He was still one
could be trusted and obeyed.

At last the Fifteen--now, Jared observed with relief,
fourteen only--took their accustomed place at the head of
the column, He saw the snowy-bearded Priest of Aaron and
started to his feet, but the Chaste One's frail hand waved
him back,

The.line moved-into the Assembly Hall, ‘and the door

3 closed, shutting Jared out, He waited in the lonely dark,

Inside, there was silence for a time. The waiters would be
bringing in the loaves and the wine; the Priest of Aaron
would be blessing them, At last came a chorus of voices--the

Brothers giving thanks to the Lord.




A subdued clatter of bowls was followed by faint odors

which reminded Jared that he had not eaten since the day be-

for%ﬂ He was too tense to feel hunger,; but he was very

thirsty and went to a well, designated for ordinary purposes,
and drank and hurried back to the bench, -He wished tostay

near the Assembly Hall door,-able~te-gopsinside at once,when

o7 A )
the summons came, | It was essential that he be allowed to

start his work ,tenight

Sounds of clatter again told that the meal was ended.
Now, Jared thought, the Priest of Aaron would go to his
podium and the rest of the Fourteen to their dais, and the
Priest of Aaron probably would communicate the reason for
Jared's return, The Brothers then would be allowed to speak,
in-turn, b after that the ruling group and the Priest of
Aaron would decide. Jared listened for a time to the murmur
of voices and at last went over and put an ear to the door.

He recognized the Priest of Aaron's still resonant
tones., There was no precedent, he was declaring, for dealing
with an expelled Keeper of the Scrolls who returned im
defiance of the Discipline and demanded to be given charge
again of the Community's great treasure,

Jared heard the high clear voice of the Chaste One.

"Our Jared," the Chaste One said, "is not demanding.

He begs this permission,"”




"But who can say it is not a trick?" The Priest of
Aaron, Jared was sure, was clutching his long beard, "Jared's
resourceful ways are known, and often we have admired them.
But now? Consider! An accursed and expelled member of the
Community--a black sinner--returns with a warning. If we
believe, perhaps that will be what he wishes because, believ-
ing, we once more allow him the solace of the Brotherhood."

"He has not asked such solace," the Chaste One pointed
out. "He asks only to be allowed to hide the Secrolls."

"But he is no longer Keeper of the Scrolls," the
Priest of Aaron said, triumphant because now the argument
could go round and round again, and soon bedtime would come,
and they could all sleep and be fresh to take up the problem
in the morning,

Jared shook his head in fierce perplexity. How cope
with this vast skill at procrastination which the Priest of
Aaron had developed? He was too adroit to be tricked into a

mistake of commission if one of omission could be achieved,

He will not order me stoned into the desert, Jared

thought, although that would be the proper course if he does
not believe my story. No. He hopes that, if no action is
taken, I will go away of my own volition. Well, I will not!
]

And Jared returned to his bench and sat down doggedly and

resumed his waiting.




The door opened at—last and a line of men marched out,
their white robes pale in the darkness, Jared jumped to his

feet, but \the Eduiteen had stayed behind--for further discussion,
ef—course, He stared yearningly at the passing Brothers. Now

| someone \certainlyimust speak! All must be affected by the news
they had heard--that the Scrolls were in peril as, for that
matter, they were, themselves, But the Tens moved in their

customary order and at their usual eadm pace, améy~if.-there
was—agitatieazamong—them, it-was not apparent,  Most-of the
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menr scattered to their cells and caves,  to-sleep,- A few,
i

wrapped in thick robes.. walked in meditation alone the
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colonnades.

Jared wished for the robe Heth had given him, which he
had abandoned on the desert, The night was cold, and it grew
colder, and time rolled on, and from inside the Hall came
only sounds of weary protest, delay and importunity.

Someone came noiselessly and dropped a bulky bundle
onto his chilly knees,

"Put that on, warm yourself. And you may safely eat
the food even though you are no longer one of us It has not
been blessed, it is not sacred food."

Jared recognized the voice. On his previous return

to the Community, it had summoned him to a general assembly,

"Thank you, my friend," he said.




"I hope," the Novice said in a low tone, "that the
decision will favor you, If it does, I shall hear your
summons at once,"

He slipped away.

Jared unrolled the bundle and found a robe and put it
on and was left with something wrapped in cloth, He opened
the cloth and found food, a piece of lamb and bread, and be-
gan to eat, suddenly famished.

Deep night now covered the stone buildings scattered
along the shore of the silent sea., Sleep seemed to have
claimed the place, although fireflies of candlelight flickered
in caves where various ones of the appointed Tenth were read-
ing the sacred writings, Candlelight came too from inside
the Hall, along with faint weary voices,

The stars told Jared that midnight had passed., It

was the day in which the Romans would come. He needed every

hour, every moment for his task, and he realized with despair

that they were passing . ., .,

So suddenly that he did not have time to be surprised,
Jared found that he could pray again and he prayed. He did
not prostrate himself; he was no longer a Son of Light, But
Jehovah still reigned, and any sinner -might pray to Jehovah,
He did not pray for himself, only for the Scrolls., Braced on

his bench, black beard thrusting up toward where he had been




told Omnipotence dwelt, feet planted as though they had taken
root, he prayed, he implored to be allowed to direct the hiding
of the Scrolls.

After that, he waited with more peace, although time
and the voices rolled on,

A running figure passed the Watch Tower and Jared
sprang up. Lt approached the Assembly Hall and when candle-
light from within touched the runner's face, Jared cried
out: "Alvan!"

It was the Brother who had been sent to Jerusalem
with the Master to whom he had assigned the Isaiah copying.

"Jared!" Alvan exclaimed. Plainly, he had not heard

expulsion, and his voice showed relief at encountering

the Community who usually seemed to know what do do.

"Where is your companion?" Jared asked,

"The Master copyist was killed by the Romans on the

morning after they took the towers, What a terrible day! But

the Lord is good, and I escaped to bring the warning." He

paused and peered close. "Why are you out of bed so late?
But how glad I am that you are! 1Is it enough that I tell
you, or ought I to arouse the leader?"

"He is awake. He is in the Assembly Hall, But what
n

your news:?

"A whole Cohort sets out from Jerusalem early tomorrow--




no, it is now today. They plan to destroy the Community,
I hear. The Primus Pilus Cotta leads the Cohort and a
Pilus Prior named Celsus is second in command. It is the
Fourth Cohort of the Tenth Legion.,"

"Go and tell the Priest of Aaron," Jared said, and
they walked together to the door, and Alvan knocked and was
admitted.

Jared pushed the door ajar, and listened,

"Even though two tell it, this story is not reason-
able," the Priest of Aaron cried when Alvan had finished.
"Why should Titus order the destruction of our Community?"

Alvan repeated the rumor that all Jewish groups were
to be dispersed.

"Bandit groups, yes." The Priest of Aaron admitted
so much, "But through all this war we have never done anyone
any harm, We have been here two hundred years without harm-
ing anyone,"

"Titus must know that some of the Brotherhood fought
at Jerusalem," the Superintendent of the Community said,

"But only to save the Temple!"

"Let us hear again what Jared told the Chaste One,"

a new voice proposed. Jared recognized one of the three
senior priests.

The Chaste One urged a different course,




"Jared must be allowed to speak for himself," he said.
"Well, perhaps," the Priest of Aaron said; but then
he added, "However. . . " and paused, ready to reduce the

"However" to chips and the chips to splinters.

Although it was against the Rules to speak before a

Brother finished speaking--above all, when the Brother was
the Priest of Aaron--the Chaste One interrupted.

"Let us call Jared," he insisted.

The Priest of Aaron yielded stiffly.

"Let the former Keeper of the Scrolls be called," he
said and the Chaste One came proudly to the door.

Jared faced the Priest of Aaron in a room that was
almost dark. The few candles had been carefully placed not
to hurt the eyes of the old man who was blinking painfully,
but nevertheless made a figure of authority, standing erect
with his white beard cascading down a snowy robe.

"Now you may tell us your story," he said,

"Alvan has told my story," Jared said, "but he has
not presented my plea, The Scrolls which the Community has
held precious éverido manyuechwniesd years must be hidden
from the Romans. have thought how this may be done, and
I ask permission to put the Brothers to the task,"

The Leader drew himself up.

"Why should we give this permission to one who has been




cursed into the outer darkness?"

"Because," Jared cried, "sinner though I am, I am
able to do this thing, and I do not know anyone else in the
Community who can. Titus sends soldiers to destroy our
buildings, and they will destroy the Scrolls also, 1 beseech
you to grant me permission to hide them, and, when they are
hidden, to help the Brothers get away."

The Priest of Aaron started. "Get away? What do you

mean? Why should the Sons of Light run from the Romans?"

Jared was appalled. He should not have introduced a
new subject for debate.

"Then I speak only of the Scrolls," he answered
quickly. He stepped closer and looked intently into the
blinking eyes. "There is nof time for more talky"She—exied,
“The decision must be made!"

The Priest of Aaron stroked his beard and looked around,
lids fluttering. The Chaste One nodded., Several of the Four-
teen nodded and unexpectly the Leader's resistance collapsed.

"You are not one, Jared, to advise us wrongly," he
said, his tone almost benign, And he closed his eyes against
the torturing lights, and held out a hand, and a senior
priest took it and led him out,

Unbelievably, he had yielded the Scrolls into the hands

of an accursed one.
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When the rest of the Fourteen and a smiling Chaste One
had followed the Priest of Aaron, Jared burst out into the
courtyard and, in the darkness there, shouted with all his
voice,

"Up!™he.shouted. "Up, this is Jared! Up, every
Brother! There is '’k to be done."

On every side, in cells and caves, answering sounds
began and grew, as men rolled over,-eame awake on their

pallets, sat up, reached for robes and sandals and secrambled

to their feet.

"Come, every Brother!* Jared shouted;--"There is work!
Tonight, we save the Scrolls."

In a few cells, up in-a few caves, more fireflies
glowed as cautious Brothers lighted candles to help them
toward the voice, Some men advanced at a sleepy stagger,
others came at a walk, or ran. , The Novice reached Jared
first of all,

A knot of men around Jared became a crowd, finally
filling the courtyard, and the crowd began to mumble; and murmur,

“"Jared! It is truly Jared!™

"Jared says he has work for us."

"He always did have work for us,"

"And who else would shout us up in the dead o




No one asked if he, an accursed and expelled Brother,
had the right to call them up, Perhaps they assumed the
Priest of Aaron had recalled the cursing and expulsion,
perhaps they were willing to follow him no matter what their
Leader had or had not done. A willing Brotherhood waited
under a lightless sky for his instructions.

They did not wait without lights for long., Someone
came from the kitchen with a smékily flaming torch, set afire
at the hearth from coals kept all night under a blanket of
ashes,

"Light!" someone called, parodying, as the Brothers
often did among themselves, that other Light which they were
taught to believe was the mainspring of their days.

"Light!w

"Light!®

"Light!®

The cry spread and more torches flamed smokily and
Jared nodded in satisfaction, Now he could see to pick his
men., He knew which he wanted for each task, and what each
task would be. He had thought it all out as he walked from
Jamnia to Netophah, and from Netophah to the Community, and
as he sat on the bench,

First, he told them all what must be done, if theies

tveasuresy the Scrolls, were not to be destroyed. Then he




beckoned.

"You!" he said. "You will watch for the coming of
the Romans. And you will help, and you, and you, and
you . . " He beckoned to twenty in all,

He returned to his first choice. "You, yourself, will
be the most distant watcher, Station the others between you
and the Community. Signal when the Romans come into sight,
Let the signal be sent from man to man., Let the nearest
watcher stand on the Watch Tower., Let him whistle from there."

The chosen twenty ran off.

"Now," Jared said, "I want pitch from the Dead Sea
shore. It has served for centuries to hold bricks and
stones in our walls, Now it will serve to seal treasures
more precious than walls, Gather it, Heat it. It must run
freely, but do not let it get so hot that it will burn or
even scorch,”

He chose his pitchmen and they raced down to the shore,

"Those of you who are potters," Jared said, "have been

treading clay and kneading it and turning it on the wheel for

lays, against the time of the new harvest;ArEﬁpty thé old,
firm grain jars and put what grain we have left into the un-
tested new ones. Bring the old jars to the Library., Bring
the good, old, water jars, also."

He had delayed until almost the last the selection of




the men he now chose most carefully,

"Go to the Library," he told these. "Bring linen,
Tear up your robes, if need be. Roll every Scroll tight, and
wrap it in linen. Divide the wrapped Scrolls into piles, a
pile for each jar. When the pitch is warm and running freely,
let jars be brought. Put the Scrolls into them and pour
pitch over the covers,"

He had not yet called the youngest and most agile
Brothers. He called them out now, one by one,

"Yours is the most important work of all," he said.
"You must find caves in which to hide the jars. High caves
are best. Let each be one that a man would pass without see-
ing it. Let each be hard to reach, and dry. Look for stains
made by trickling water from past rains. We do not want our
Scrolls in caves which will flood in the former or latter
season,"

When he had sent off the cave-finders, Jared went to
the Library and watched the rolling and wrapping. He went
to the Watch Tower and gave further instructions to the man

who was to whistle. He returned to the remaining unassigned

Brothers,

By now the last few stars were winking out, and there

was a gray band of light along the east,
) L

"It is almost morning," Jared-teld the men who waited

T,




for him,¥“That is good for what you are to do. Make the
Community look exactly as it looked yesterday and the day
before and all the days before that. When the Romans come,
everything must be in its place. Nothing must seem to have
been changed, moved, taken away. Otherwise they will think
that we have hidden treasure and will search,"”

Pitch-men, jar-men, signalmen, Scroll crew, cave
finders and those making the grounds look as they always had
looked--he drove them all while the band of gray widened and
a pallid light spread over the world,

The light helped the cave finders most. Such hiding
places as they sought were not easy to locate, There were
caves all around, but not many high up, not many almost sure
to be missed by passersby, not many with small mouths to
discourage the curious, nor so deep that, once inside, a man
would be slow to squirm farther, because why risk the scorpions

which delighted in deep dark caves?

- st oo

The Priest of Aaron still-slept. -Others-of the leaders

had wakened and come out, but they offered no aid; they knew

Jared needed none. -Only the Chaste One, who slept as little
as he ate, had remained awake from the beginning, meditating
and watching the strange proceedings of the night.

1

Jared paused beside him, and the Chaste One looked to

east, The gray band had turned to gold-shot rose, and the




sun was emerging in all its radiance over the dull Dead Sea.

"An offering of the lips, my son," the Chaste One
gently and prostrated himself, as workers all around
doing, and Jared, too, fell to the ground.

0=0=0

By the time the sun had reached its zenith, everything
was done., The Scrolls were in the jars and the jars hidden
in caves along the shores and hills., In the Library, old
worthless Scrolls had been scattered along the shelves and
tables to make them look as though they had never held more,
The new, newly filled grain jars had been put, a few here, a
few there, so that the Romans would not find too many in one
place and grow suspicious., All unused pitch had been taken
back to the shore and the shore made to look as though none
had been removed. The hands of the pitch-men had been
cleaned, and soiled clothing washed or hidden away or, if
too soiled, burned. A few jars had been broken in the haste
with which men worked but these shards were thrown among
older shards of which always there were many, some old, some
new, so that the few added were not conspicuous. One or two
unnatural paths had been worn up to the caves, and these
paths were brushed clean lest a Roman say, "Look! Follow
this and see what it leads to."

m

The heat of the day was upon them, and the Brothers




were resting in the cool of the colonnade, This was not
according to their custom but the Priest of Aaron had directed
it, He and the rest of the Fourteen and the Chaste One sat

on nearby benches,

The Brothers kept looking toward Jared as though for
guidance, Even the Members of the Fourteen, except for the
Priest of Aaron, looked., At last a Brother said: "What do
we do now?" And-another asked:  "What will the Romans do
when they come?"  And another inquired: "Shouldn't they be
here -now?"

Jared looked toward the Priest of Aaron, but he said
nothing. The Chaste One was listening with bright interest.
Jared said: "I think you might all, now, slip away into the
hills, and the deserts. Drift away in small groups, in
different directions. The Romans would think you had heard
they were coming and fled precipitately. They would not
suspect you had taken time to hide anything. Take provisions,
of course, and water and warm cloaks.,"

when they get

"What will the Romans do/here?" the-Superintendant of

the Coﬁmunity asked,

"They will have orders, I think, to destroy this place.

They will set fire to the roofs but the stone buildings will

not burn. When the Romans are gone from Palestine, you can

come back and rebuild."




"Many of us," an older Brother said, "will be dead by

"Many will be dead before then," Jared said, "for the
Romans will search the hills and the desert. But some may
get away."

"Where would we wait out the years?" the Novice asked,

"Does it matter?" Jared asked, in—rveturmn. "Jehovah is
everywhere. But those who are going should go at once. Any
moment now, we may hear the whistle from the Watch Tower
which will tell us that the Romans are coming. Perhaps the
Fourteen should go first, and let the rest aid them,"

The Priest of Aaron rose

"No," he amneuneed, "We will all stavy here.,®*
3 o,

Jared did not -answer.

*1 told you, Jared,"“-the-old-Leader - went on, "that
you could hide the Scrolls. But you may not break up the
Community, not send the Sons of Light out into the darkness
of the world." He paused and his look softened. "I do not
say that you may not be right, but this is something we should
talk over. I will call a general meeting,"

"There is no time," Jared said. "And : all in
great danger,"

"I understand that,” the Priest of Aaron said.

"However. . ." And again he began to reduce the 'however' to




chips and the chips to splinters,

No one interrupted and, when at last he paused, there
was still silence. To everyone's surprise, the Chaste One
broke it.

"As for me," he announcedy "I shall stay here.™

The unexpected decision seemed to shock the Priest of

into some awareness of the peril that faced them all,

"But you are the one of all of us who should be saved!"
he cried,

"I shall stay," the Chaste One said, "The old cannot
run from the Romans. They cannot hide and sleep on rocks
and eat scorpions.”

"You are right," the Leader said., He tugged at his
beard and looked at the old comrade with whom he had shared
his noviciate and all the long years in which he had risen
to his present eminence. They had lived from youth to old age
together in this sheltered place.

"You are right," he repeated, "and I shall stay with
you. The younger Brothers may go, if they wish. They may
survive and somewhere keep our Order alive. 1In any case, the
Scrolls are safely hidden."

On these words, fremsevlvesiWatehnfowes, a high clear
whistle sounded;y from the Watch Tower.

Voices stopped. Hearts seemed to stop in the breasts




of some of those who had nev seen a Roman, Again the Brothers
looked toward Jared who rose to his feet.

"Those who are going away," he said, "should get
food and cloaks with speed, but go slowly into the hills,

though on leisurely errands, The rest of us will go about

our usual duties. Let each man do what he would normally be

doing at this hour. Grind grain, make potter tend the
= ] 3 »
fires., Move quietly and work in wyour usual silence."
q y ¥
"I shall work on my commentary," the Chaste One said

and walked toward his favorite rock.
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