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tween the darknese and the 1lizht,"
Geber tried to stare the o0ld Mazl down, 2h1a'ua§ wnfij'"
~ than any Palace nizhtmare, On his cholce depended, not the fate

 of there thres, nor of the one they sought, but of his own fate

~ into sternity. But perhape he could force another to make the

cholce, and g0 himself slide from under the blame, He tried hard:“
to stare Melchior down but he could nb longer command the old
compelling fire, He covered hls face with hls hands, | y

"If I do not zo back, what becomes of me?" he asked in
a-mufrlﬁd whieper, |

"only Omzd has the answer to that,"

"But who con I trust?"

"Truet youreelf, Geber,"

"There i no one who will even help?"

"A helper can do 1ittle, but here is one who will stand ‘ﬂﬂr}"

- with you," Melchior bent hie white turban toward the beggar.

Down on the ground 1n shadow the begzgar beckoned,

Geber hesitated, as the camels had hesitated at-evnry
turbulent ﬁtr@am'thay.had crossed, They hsd crouched and trumhidd--f
and even had scrambled backward before flingine themselves into
each frizhteninz torrent as though flincinz themselves to death,

Once on the safe, e0l1d opposite ehore they had changed. \.
There, after a doubtful, testing step or so, they had swung away

with bold strides which defied all adversarise anesd. What adversary

~ could not be defested by those who had triumphed ovor the peril '_ '*'1_5;:.,'
which now lay behind? i

' Gdboraton, erouched and tromvled ‘on hie mount Dequlf”




;J-__Ielohoir s aotionl.ng har.d head ordered m'tu wntt

The beggar beckoned asal.n.' “It len't as though we had
-~ all night and tomorrow," he seld impatlently, ,

Gdbar would have acramhled baokward, 1r that had been 71

g

1 .posai.b].s, but then, as abruptly as the camele had hurled thumvﬁr
at tomr and aeeming death, the hunchback rama&l hie animal t.o J .
': - kneel, and dlmﬁunted . ) gt
Onec afoot, courage poured out of the solild esrth to
- end hl.s gtooping, As the camels had taken a testinc step, he st
't«'e"mard the aam;ql.m;lsto'r. He handed over hls lsad-mps, and whan' ]
m camel master hurried after the Hagi, Geber advanced t.owan!
N e R Xohey Pt bold deotdes, ‘ :
J “"That's right," Peleg sald, "You'll be better off, wal
wherever we o now." - ) it
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you take the word back to Herodj"
\UX} ; * "You mean no one will stop me if I start backj"
The hunchback's voice rattled like a stone down a cliff.

\ . "No one,"

“Do you trust Herod so much?" Geber whispered.

"He said heonly wished to worship but do ngt that?"

"

én the sign came,"

Melchior said. "The Jétanding, Herod's and

said I would tell you )
was

ur o'_.
mine."
\° "Oh, so th;~' " Geber screamed. "You'll

make me to blame. Pault is mine."

Geder covered his face

with his hang$

/" wBut if I do not go back to Herod,™yhat becomes

of me he asked in a muffled voice.
Onzy Ormazd can glve you the final answer to that questlion,
but Peleg here is one you can trust," © '° .  Melchior™s

A to Geber., The hunchback
g white turban bent toward the beggar who beckone &z Xaeize }zeahe x
haaitated

preed-hi s -Camed—: B BMM&&.“?P--
Pele
"That's rightl“xﬁuzﬂmnwuu'said. "Wherever you go,

R

you'll be better off walking."”
\&” " P X RZ X 2T A X 2N ST RECPEX ZORTEE W HZRT, XYk ZonmeX ZBOTX Zenx ¥
Melchior muwmymedeixk touched his camel and the others followed
\L/ and Ceber was left staring uwmeertmimiy at his tattered companion.

6-6

The four riders pressed oaipand came out of another

canyon, and now they saw a blg star in the east. (Gaspar saw it
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first. At least he spoke of it first.

"There shall come a Star out of Jacob and a scep-
tre shall rise out of Israel," Melchior replied..

They all fell silent. And the/S€;r went before
tha?, or at any rate it seemed to go before them. 4And in a 1it-
tle theycame upon four shepherds.

One was playing softly on his pipes as he lcaned
on the windless side of a roc%’ and the others rose from where
they had been drowsing at his feet. One of the others was a quilet
man and one was an excitable man and one wore a yellow beard like
half of a harvest moon. All carried heavy crooks and wallets and
wore thdek red-dyed sheepskins.

"I am Esrom," the piper sald, "and this is Obed and

this is gorobabal and +.o "

" +es And I am Beor," Yellow-beard said, swinging to-

ad yielded the lgaéhv~””i” o EeoR.,.. It went against his grain to

<o m“m“w“Hwhﬁteo
0 this,ﬁp&o*ghuint told how much. But his meek ptanca of last
lace told how sure he was t7a&,Esngmﬂgggwxngmggggwgﬁwg leader. Ont
: ' 4 coursel

"We thought you might like to have us along," Esrom
said to Melchior.

"You know, Jjust in eaw,;l Beor added and Esrom waved
his pipes in the direction of the Magibs | travel, a gesture indicat-

hse |
ing the eagerness of the four to make themselves - s No matter

L ——
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waé
what the ease might be.

"You had best all come up on the camels," Mel-
chior said. "It must still be quite a way."

The camel driver spoke and Geber's animal knelt
and the baggage animals knelt and the shepherds climbed aboard
and all started off again., White shreds began to sift down.
through—the-—moontight+—

"I suppose," Gaspar said, urging his camel close

so that he could speak to Esrom without-raising-his-veice.mugh,
"that this is snow?"

"We don't haye it often," Esrom said apologeti-
cally.

"It mekes the night cold."

"Here! Take my sheepskin," Beor said,

"I can stand a little cold," Caspar protested.

Up ahead Melchior hunched his shoulders, and

shivered. Beor was over in a flash, unbelting his sheep-
skin which was really two sewn together.

“Harél“ He wrapped the warm thickness around
the frail old man.

"But you will be cold yourself," Melchior pro-
tested. Beor, leaning over, tucked the pelt under Melchior's
meager legs and close around his ivory ears. "Look!" Melchior
insisted, "You're bare except for a loinclothi®

"Ilve gone bare simedeht through ssem s lot
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thicker than this little drib and dreb," Beor laughed. "Besides,
I wouldn't1gEQ§arm if you were shivering."

"That which is pleasant to thyself, that do to thy
neighbor," Belshazzar sald, looking fronggégngtolBeor.}

"But that is the other side of the second great
thing I learned today!" Caspar cried. "It is the saying of liillel,
the most famous Jewish teacher in Jbrusa{g;.vguiygoégdahcut. As I

’
heard it, it went, 'What is unpleasant to thyself, that do not do
to thy neighbor.' It is Hillel's latest. Do you know Hillel?"

"Who doesn't know Fillel!" Belshazzar said. "His
sayings are getting into the very bones of the Jews and of many
more besldes.

"And I never hear one of them," he added honestly,
"without wishing I had said it first." He nodded enthusiasti-
cally. "what Hillel means, I take it, is that men should live
like neighbors -~ like brothers -- and what he means he says wellj;
although a day may come when an even greater teacher will say it
better."

Thejﬂf:¥ kept shining, brighter and brighter ahead,
and Bethlehem, hugging its I=fwy hill, appeared # to the left.
The travellers got along, hurrying now, but their way did not
lead into the town. It led through newly sown fields and then
dipped down intec another canyon, but not a steep one like those
near Jericho. It was a shallow ravine through which they ghosted
until, finally, the/Bfﬁr'a glowing light fell on a small, nearly
hidden hcuse with a lamp in the single window. And the Magi halt-

ed thelir camels and rejolced among themselves.



_“we have'cane”to uorship'htm, Gasp&r naaa.

'Malch{ar tltl!ﬁtxutc gighed. He had not always beeh-qg&ﬁarf'
sure that his old bones uould bear him to the end. Hls sigh told e£:

his relief and 5rat1tuﬁe. He gesturad to the camel master amd thwn },[“f

the Magl and the shepherds passed indoors. ;

The camsl master, tuagins at the packs out in ths uiﬂﬂy “f
-darkneaa, thought that ‘this was a strange place to find a prinaﬁliqgi
But as he aoftly went in and came out and went in and came out anﬁ I
vent in, with the thres paoks, he saw that the othera did not, mr-ff'

at least were acting as one natuwally acted 1n the presence of

and on the three tall turbans. The turbans were not as majestical
high as usual. The Magi, like all the others, were knesling.
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g general

T eftdvy the second Elegnhower inéugurel. And whefi I read my story

[ _"-ove' hen I wae a mifs startled, ae I had beeg in earlier ) 1
W _ the biozraphy of et
- reyisions, Is this, [ asked/myself, & proper style for/e-met—wllm ===

re President of the United States?

In defense| of—gysell I can say, at [least, that no one has

e

ard

1d not mean to be overly cagual,/It ls thex story-- -

years ago, blh/t. fodemx readers *,"::. atnad 2 out was my
rgy modern idiom. One, ihth no intent to Approve, called that '
ay; But/ about Journey to Bethlenem T/hoar Jse ond lees. It is
- QAT MOl el A N Bk v 5 B
: .'-"’,On_a_J.s. T-he_.&ﬁ].d en Wedge. It is
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The snow had ended when the Magl and the shepherds came
out agaln into the night,

Melcholr would not put on Beor's sheepskin.

"I can spare 1t," Beor said.

"The 'alr 1s as soft 2s Savah's," Melchlor murmured. From
his high perch he held out a white-draped arm, in goodby or
blesslng or perhaps to tell Joseph who stood beside him to take
good care of the two who had been put ¥n hls charge.’

"We'll be getting back to our sheep," Esrom sasid and the
shepherds ﬁent away.

The riders, and the baggage animals behind them, made
grey clouds drifting through a now charﬁoal night, The star was
gone,' They got through the Valley of Trouble and over three
brawling streams and were agaln at the Stone of Bohan, Th the
shadow of the Stone iwo men waited with four camels,

"I think you should hurry," Peleg, the beggar, said
coming ferward,

The second man came forward, He, too, wore begger's

clothing, He wore, that 1s, a ragged loin clothand sandals and

" a plece of burlap over his shoulders. He had a humped back.

"I 414 not go back to Herod," he sald to Melchior,

"I know," Melchlor murmured. Mists, 11fting off the
ground in herald of the approach of day, swirled about him, He
seemed to skeap amid clouds of incense. -

"Your people all are well on thelr way," Peleg said.

"He started them." He jJogged his head toward Geber., "He told them,

angzikewzirexknexzkexbszmax that you had been warned not to return to

Herod, so he sald they were to depart for thelr own country by




.:':H‘;_md, 80 k‘ie told them to depart for thelr own country by =
“‘-';'_Imthe:r way. He said y;au would know t.h‘e new way. They' re travelling
fast, but he saw to 1t," and Peleg Jogged his head toward Gebe‘r
again, "that they left. ihesa fresh animals for you, the four best,
And he had them fed and watered., They're a1l ready. They'll keep
you ahesd of even Herod's hunters,"

' - ||
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%ﬁ-'-hejama_,oht and went 1n, with the three pa,ck-a,- he saw that the ot‘.'h-'e_:f_s.?i-.-';

st iviry | : . 3 . ki
~ 41d not or, at any rate, were doing what one naturally did in the !
home of royalty. 3 . &4 | \ ; {5
. ' . : ; \ i \ :

L !
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the lanp'in the room behing hin. Over hia ahoulﬁer a faca peered,

ring, hoapiteble, impatient, all at ence. It seemed to be esaying,
 ,9&1}: “Hen. Who else, at this time of nightwith people needing
heir aleep?“ but also: "Well, you'll never get warm out there. Come
GoneJin It was a face which could belong only to the anappiah;
@jwrn,.great-ha&rted Ellzabeth who had drafted Judith to héip move
'-tran_the.inn-atabla. - |

A
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another way. He sald you would know the new way. They're travelling
fast. But," and Peleg jogzed his head toward Geber again, "he saw
to it that they left fresh animals for you, The four best. And he
had them watered and fed. They're all reasdy. They'il keep you
ahead of even Herod's huntere,"

"Thank you Geber," Melchior sald, and Geber knew he was
Bot being thanked for his care of the camels. "Now what do you
plan for yourself?"

"He 1s staying with me," the beggar sald. "Herod's
pack Gembh't often go around looking for trouble with oup kind,
He knows the G111d takes care of its own.,"

At the "1ts own" Geber's hunched Back seemed to straighten,

He looked at Peleg and then at Melchiowm,

"Thank you, Ancient." he sald,




CHAPTER ELEVEN

Outiaide: i orderly room in the barracks near the Joppa 4
Gate only ::2 chahgg seemed to have been made since the earller
meeting between‘tba Primue Pillus Hellus Naepor and Panthera and
the Tribune Salvidiniue Muso, Seemingly the same soldlers were
dicing on the pavement, swearing the same oaths, But the time of

| day was different, The time now was late afternoon., .

Inside the orderly room thera was alsc/ggﬁycertain
chgnge. Naepor was ‘as grooss and eolled as ever, Panthera was as
darkly sullen and the Tritune as immaculate and supercilious, But
IHapte wag missing, Panthera had found that other méh hoﬁlced'his
yellow women too much. |

'~ that by now

"The Chief Eunuch says/you should have round what Herod.,J_
NEaRLE “Rsapor sald, "He 18 worried and I don t blame him. |

"That 1ittla half-peacock, half-mouse ls always
worried," Halvldlnius Muso gazed indifferently through the window.
He d1d not intend to delay his bath very long Just to hear about
the Chlef Eunuch's worrles. With some of his two thousand denaril
still unspent he could revel in a patriclan tndependance.

"That 11ttle half-peacock, half-mouse," Helius Naepor

- said, "has good reason for worryingz. Three Parsian star-gazers

\have told Herod something new about thia Messiah thlng and Eewﬂﬁ
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"This 1en't a Job to be finished in a day," Muso

" the Chlef Eunuch thinks it le, let him make a try. n-,.’-.i_;-_"__v

"And how have you found out?" Panthera asked. "You __j;
haven't made a single try yourself." He was taking more and l'_llb-ﬂ
Il.ibert.i.aa with hispatrician fellow-conspirator as thel r enrow@. U
intimacy ren on, "I'm the one who's been chasing all over the co

"Except when you're spending your time with your Egyptiar
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Wouldn't you like to spend some time w her?
But that might have been too great a liberty. Panthera was
glad he had held his tongue when Naepor's fist banged on the
table. :*5k

"emt it, both of youl" Naepor said.

"Fighting with each other won't get us the rest of the Sedduws Cihéiii
S WAL A Whak
e=m®% money, and that'a\g;;failgll want."

The two men fell silent. Panthera brought out a
jar of wine. Outside the window a dicing soldier shouted ex-
ultantly, "A Venus! A Venusl!"

Three unbeatable sixes! Naepor drew from his pouch
a set of crystal cubes, inlaid with gold, part of his loot after
the great killing of brothers by brothers at Actium when Marec
Antony and Octavian had ended the pact sealed at Philippi. He
clicked them in the optimism which encourages every gambler to

other Boe has legt Win Laade . WA \\
believe every/gambler will lose. Mister—Imely!dl throw dogs

from re on in. Tonight he'll have to borrow drink money. He
filled a goblet.

n mer-

"Why hasn't Herod put his
o Qo aud ‘ Aoy :.‘Nv\?‘m--

ololey \ W
c¢naries;into éais hunt?“_¥t?o asked, hls giis face
Lw
"He won't use %t=m unless he has to. He wants to

keep clear of the whole thing," Naepor sald. "It's the same
T Wl STwuaW
reason Tibmi has for not using his own bodyguard.% He's espsecially
anxious to keep clear tecause he is a Jew,"
"The cohort would like to be clear of the whole
thing, too," Panthera grumbled. "They smell something fishy.
They know the legion is under orders not to rub the Jews the

wrong way but that's just how they see me rub them with the
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questions I have to ask. My second is beginning to ask me

questions of his own."

"If you can't keep your optio in his place, "
Naepor said, "You'd better quit trying to be a Pilus Prior."

"I can keep him in his placekf=a=H#!!!l=II!&v

"But that doesn't keep him from thinking. A lot of them are
thinking. A lot of them have friends among the Jews,"

e e Vedtus~Ruseo " NEEPOY Was scornfuls” ~"Yoiu 're
not scared of Rusco, are you?" 4

.\\ "Me? You bet I'm not." . ﬁ,’f

b

\ "I've noticed from your reports that you‘hevor go
near Bothlehen. The fact that Rusco's villa is noﬁg Bethlehem and
he might 1ock\horns with you has nothing to Q9:w1th your keeping
away, I suppos&{; gf‘

"Beth}ohem is just one o£/5 whole skinful of possi-
bles," Pauihera prot@sted. "Tibniwﬁdn—Ginath said so himself.
I just haven't got a;éund to gpfgiehen."

"Everybody s&g?;ff's where you'll most likely find
what you're after." ,f N

"It's Just one o;\h skinrul."

"Hell, you'd better get aronnd to it! You'd better
get around to 9/§ry possible. And fast{ You're going to rub
the Jews thifurong way even worse as soon as the news about
thesa/}h{ﬁe Persians spreads." ‘

”.bﬂ‘.ooé \) \
Panthera u.u-nﬁl&!mgiu¢l=ng over the taunt about

—and Rusao. - R g AR St
wd“"ﬂt WWM .‘/
"Muso been nea e villa sipge.lueienius-

ucked in

e, but does that ﬁaﬂganfﬁfgzzzﬂof the Greek?"

i

sullenly. d
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"Well, the Jews will be even touchier when word gete out

about these three Wise Men from Persia hookinz for a baby,"

Naepor
sald., "And, now you've mentioned Jews, how asbout the carpenter,
Joseph? I've noticed, from your reports, that you haven't checked
on him, Why not? Isn't he one of our best leads?"

"I'11 get sround to him," Panthera sald sullenly. "I'11
check on any Job that gives le a chance to even up with Vedius
Rusco, But if you want the truth, I'd have had to go pight into
the Rueco villa to get him. None of my men have been able to find
out where he 1lives.,"

"I think the hunt ought to turn on Bethlehem," Mueo sald.
"Everybody‘says Bethlehem 1s where we'll most 1ikely find what
we're after,"

"Bethlehem is just one of a whole handful of possibilities,”
Panthera sald, "The Chlef Eunuch told ue so himself. I Just | ‘
haven't got around to Bethlehem,"

"Naturelly," Neepor sald. "That's near the Rusco villa,
too. Don't be so afraid of Vedius Rusco, Panthers. He may not be i
Road Gommiaaionér much longsr, I hear that Herod le readj to put
him in hls place, And 1f the Emperor has to choose between one of
higs 0ld comrades and a cllent-king who haalshonw himself able to
keep Judea qulet, I know which one will lose,"

"That's zood news," Muso said; bq£ Panthera was brooding

over the taunts aimed at him,

"Muso hasn't been near the villa since Lucianius tucked
. does that mean he's afraid?"
'in there, but khatxiaesnktxmaax the Pilus Prior asked,
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Helius Naepor eyed the Trihune questioningly.
"I don't go near the villa because I'm not wanted.”
Muso said bitterly. "When Vedius Rusco put that Greek bastard
ahead of me he as good as said where I stood with him."
"Do you mean you're giving up trying to marry the
girlen
"She's a nice little piece," Muso said ruefully,

' and with all that money I'd marry her 13’—‘3%%3‘. Bt there
are other girls with money. And I don‘t ask where the answer
is sure to be, "Noidn _

"How can you be sure if you don't ask?"

"I know she's fallen head over heels for the won-

derful Marcus Seclator Lucianius."

I
"The wonderful Lucianius," Naepor said}’is another
Avepuns) ent |
reason for getting « Any week now, maybe any day, he

may be ending the free hand you have with the Eighth."

"You mean ... " Muso began, frowning.

Yo

' tol) Yow Loas .C1
= 1| i -:un hat the boy wonder up from Egypt uzmi n%
m&ﬁgman. K&umuJVVhﬁnah_-sﬂlA R RV S bn.\@mgv aR MﬁABQ;?;EUua

uly

e\ b

ek, Lo i
e Do) , Wb
i&'&'—m@—w -

Slas,
"I'd like to eeté:&him with the eighteen inches of

a Javelin head,"Muso sald.

"It might not be a bad idea*" Naepor ssidgualie.
was looking through the window to follow the fortunes of the
dicers and suddenly laughed. "There he goes now. Why don't

you go after him and do the job this afternoont"



Muso shrugged meneommittatly

Panthera was staring swdemldy at the floor.

Neapor clicked his glittering cubes and began to
think aloud in mocking calculation.

"He's on his big bay horse. It's late. That
means he's done for the day and is going back to the villa.
And he's alone. For once his blagiii:;Tighanging onto a
stirrup."

Panthera went to the window and sucked in an audible
breath as he picked up the thought.

"He's leaving by the Joppa gate as usual. So Muso
would have time to leave by a south gate, as inno¢ent as a
lamb, and gal}op behind the hills and get set in plenty of
time ‘w&%;lump of trees that I know of makes ap ambush ,as—
good _as he-could askw\e

"But if he's smart he'll take help along," Neapor
said, pushing his fat lips at Panthera, "He'll take, say, a
Pilus Prior who'll have trouble, sdgzhésbéiﬁf*zi Lucianius
Joins the Eighth. With two the ambush couldn't miss."

"Now walt a minute!" Panthera protested.-

"There's no time to ua%;j Jfnless you two want to
go on being cramped by the boy yonder," Naepor said. "He'll
come into the cohort and see a lot of things that are wron%(
and he'll put them up to Proculinugf and then you'll be 1&/}(
realﬂ%, both of you."

"Now wait a minutei{" Panthera repeated. But he

knew Neapor was right. He reckoned the odds and snapped his
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fingers. "Ha=in!" he said and looked at Musc who still
scowled but rose reluctantly. Panthera threw open the door
and when his orderly leaped up among the gamblers he said,
"Horses! Mine, and the Tribune Muso's!" He turned back,
breathing hard.

"Lucky the black isn't along," Maepor said.

"You two will have a better chance to do the thing right."

"I could do it alone," Panthera said.

"I hear he can really fight," Musé said. -

"T wish I'd taken him on the day I tangled
with Rusco.”

"You might have come off better," Naepor
agreed.

"Vedius Rusco had'a lot of luokAM \*&l {ty

"Well, see to it now that Lucianius doesn't

A
have lucky Hit him quick and hard and get back into the troes.\-""'

e T

"Quick and hardi!" Panthera repeated.

A knock fell on the door.

"There'll be your horses," Naepor said. "Don't
hurry inside the city. Somebody later might add two and two.
And anyway there's no hurry. He'll be slow getting through
Joppa Gate and the Egrket. You can make better time, for al-
most nothing except“}efusa cartg psésthe Dung Gate. Once out-
side the wall you can race and pick up the gquarter hour you

need."
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"Quick and hard$" Panthera put into the words
all his hate for Vedius Ruseggand Salvidinius Muso's pink
narrow face was equally eloquent of his two-forked jealousy of
Lucianius. They went out. Bblius.Nappor at the window
watched them out of sight. Then he went back to the wine
Jar and drank until it was empty.

Panthera andon_l-:;: made aL show of dawdling
through Jerusalem's streets but beyond Dung Gate, with a
hill between them and the city, they rode so hard that the
ends of thelr neck scarves floated out behind like those of
Imperial couriers.

"We've made 1ti" Salvidinius Muso sald when
they came to the elump of trees, "He has to be still mle
of us. I'll take a look."

"Let mel" Panthera said. "I've tramped the co-

hort around here until I know every inch of the ground.
You might give yourself away but I can take a look and never
show hide or hair."

He returned laughing silently. "He's coming.

I didn't risk more than a squint, but he's coming."

"You're sure it's Lucianius?"

"In about three minutes that bay of his will

clop around the side of the hill right in front of us."

"Fifty paces!" Muso estimated. "That's too

far for a Javaliﬁdgggé?“

"A lot too far! The one who throws his jave-

1lin ought to be near enough for a sure hit. We don't want

Just to nick him. He might get away. Welll rush him,




He'll maybe get hig shield up. But not any weapon. He'll
just have to try dodging and while he's dodging one of us can
get near and throw a javelin clean through him."

"Don't try for clean through," Muso said. "It
might snag on a bone. And if we shove off in a hurry we might
have to leave it behind. That would be as bad as signing our
names. Just shove it part way into his belly apd give it a
twist coming out."

WPhen the other one ought to put a sword into
him, too, to make sure."

"Up where the neckhole of the breastplate leaves
bare flesh."

In agreement on these technical details they nod-
ded and Panthera urged his horse to the edge of the trees and
Muso moved alongside and Panthera loosed his sword and so did
Muso and each balanced his javelin. Muso said, "This might mix
somebody up," and caught his neckscarf in his teeth somevhat to
conceal his face and Panthera said, "Good ideal" and followed
suit. '

Beyond the trees the 5:::5; land stretched level
and cleq;iexcept for a few great rocks, to where the highway
curved out of sight behind the hill, On the highway there were
just about enough pedestrians and horsemen to make for a helpful
confusion if pursult developed.

"gix jumps and we'll be into him, full tilt," Pan-
thera said, "He'll never know what hit him."

"I'd just a« soon he did, for a second," Muso
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said.

"Iisteni®

"Get set!"™

The head of a bay horse poked around the hill.
The animal was barely anbling, aggiluck of luck, Lucianius
was looking to his rear!

"Nowi" Panthera spurredy and his horse leap-
ed. Muso: spurred, hﬁﬁiﬁ} face smidamby 2s dark as clotted
blood.

Lucianius was able to get his shield forward.
Indeed at the loud hooves and two unexpected, masked enemies,
he got his defense up with speed and skill. He spurred ais
own bay and skittered the animal so that only Panthera could
come at him. But his javelin was uselessly socketed and his
sword sheathed and Panthera was closing for the javelin thrust
when Muso screamed through his scarf, not in battle frenzy but
in warning and utter m‘b&&mt—% .

"No, Panthera! Nol"

Deborah in golden and Candace in silvered ar-
mor came riding round the hill, their breastplates reflecting
the late sun. The sight was s=o unexpecteq and dagzling that
Muso overlooked Micjipsia, trotting, alongside, until the black
had strung bow, drawn arrow and notched arrow all in one fluid
motion.

Deborah fumbled a little getting her sword but
then she went for the thinner of the two masked assailants with

all the enthusiasm of a hunting Diana, and Candace rode at Pan-
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M
thera as boldly as a centaur's bride.

Neither girl had ever felt a wound or even a
weapon blow in anger and so it was with all the confidence
of innocence and inexperience that they charged the two most
dumfounded assassins in all Palestine.

Panthera was too dumfounded to change the mas-
ter plan. If he heard Muso's cry he gave no sign. He threw
his Javelin and the throw was good. The massive point cut
through Lucianius' shield and into his arm. But then Candace,
her autumn-leaf face agiow=with savageufire, swung her sword
at his ribs.

She swung through empty air. His horse stumbled
away from her weapon and went down, one of Micgipsia's arrows
deep in its flank, a second in 1ts neck, and Panthera was
flung clsar.h‘And s he scramblad for the nearest big rocf,
Mic§ipsia notched a third.

Muso was not too dumfounded to pull up short.

They might ambush Lucianius, but it was something else to take
on the killing of the daughter of Vedius Rusco Philippicus.
Mutely calling on all the Twelve to curse Panthera for his
careless squint, i:L:hought fast and figured out what must
have happened.
Deborah, with Candace along and Micipsia for
protectiog,had ridden down from the villa‘to meet Lucianius
outside the Joppa Gate. But just behind the hill all three
had momentarily been cut off from him by some highway happen- ’

stance. A cranky donkey could have done it. A clumsy litter.

e A SRR TR RO L (MR .
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C!IIiIlII.i::gﬁ.i pedestrians. It was as simple as that.

Muso jerked the scarf from his ﬁﬁﬁiﬁ as
Deberah charged him, sword swinging.

"It's a mistake, Deborahi" he shouted. "A
- mistake!” We threw his javelin down to prove his peaceful
intention. To protect himself he only backed away. If they
had been afoot the amber Diana might have got him, Mounted,
mowewen, he kept fairly clear and went on shouting, "A mis-
take! A mistake, Deborahi"

Even so, Deborah slashed at his shield twice
before she pulled up crying, "Salvidiniusi{"™ Ia about the
same instant the ranpaging Candace paused, looked down at
Panthera and exclaimed, "You?"

Lucianius had wrenched Panthera's javelin
from his shield and holding the weapon read,p-t::n:n kicked
his mount forward, toqﬁstonishad and angry to notice the
slow red leak from his forearm. And he and Deborsh and Can-
dace, all three, stared at Muso and Panthera until the girls
began to beam in pride because of their own derring-do and
then to giggle because the two culprits were still so dum-
founded.

Lucianius grew more angry. He signalled Mic-
ipsia who had continued watchful, although the girls were
still interfering with a clean shot at either assailant.

"Hold them, Micipsial? Lucianius said and
dismounting began to twist his neck scarf around his hurt

arm, but more as a righteously indignant man might roll up
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his sleeves than as an ald to his wound.

Deborah, for the first time, noticed the blocd
and got down from her own horse  so=tein, full.or small, ten-
der, mothering sounds. Candace kept over the crouching Pan-
thera, her sword just high enough to whack hard if he budged.

The bandaging swiisy done, Lucianius turned on
Muso.

"Get down!" he ordered.

Pretending an innocent embarrassment, Muso got

down while Mieipsia :2§¥ra wary aim around Deborah and Candace.

"You're making a mistake, Luecianius," Muso said

smoothly,. "Almost as big a mistake as Panthera and I made."

"Worry about your own mistakes, not minel" Lu-

cianius said.

"Holy Juno!"™ Muso cried.uybo you think I'm not
wvorrying? But we did make a mistakol We were after someone
else. And you can't blame Panthera for the javelin. He's
seen you only about twice.n

"You've seen me often enough."

"I pulled up, didn't I?"

"Liar!" Micipsia squeaked.

"Let me explain," Muso insisted.

"Perhaps we ought to," Deborah said@}'ﬁot to
accept an explanation from a man who had the good sense to
want to marry her seemed a bit unreasonable.,

“"All right, explain," Lucianius sa;d grudgingly.

"Well, you haven't been in Jerusalem very long,
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Lucianius, but you've been here long enough to know Panthera,"

"I know him, all right."

"Well, as usual, Panthere is in trouble over a
woman. But this time it isn't his fault."

"Go on," Lucianius said.

"Since Panthera and his Nepte came together,"
Muso said glibly, "he's been a changed man. You know Nepte,
she used to be at the villa."

"I know Nepte, too."

"Well, then, you can understand wny Panthera

isn't interested, any longer, in any other woman, not even

daughter a rich Sadducee,"
the niwee of Fibri-ben-Cinathe"
A

"The Sadducee# daughter?”
Muso nodded and Panthera, Qho had been listening
with & confusion as considerable as the alarm with which he
watched Candace's sword, began a smile,
- ~*The Sa0aUeds Vouldn 't Tet Panthera Withia & Hile
of his nlece," Lueianius cried,

Panthera half rose e, imepretewst, then dropped back
as Candace prepared to bring hor sword down.

"Byt the niece," Muso saiq,#iﬁ so willing that
Fibni-bon-oinath hired a couple oﬁwfﬂgghs to get rid of Pan-

ot
thera for keeps." 7 ‘

Candaqp“ﬁegan o laugh unwillingly, partly in
in
dishelief of tha'colosoal lioy’a ement at the colossal in-

Vﬁntima’_;.--‘ s
P “"Are you saying," ngborah::;e\ﬂ‘“iqtgradulously y
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"Nearly all Sadducea.s are rich," Luclanius sald, "But
rich or poor, there i.sn't ﬁadducw in all Judea who would let
Panthera within a mile of his daughter.,"

Panthera half rose, then deespmedx grimaced and dropped

back as Candace ralsed her threatening sword and Micipsla, now sf

bey BFoud
dp-g-positdeon for a clear, ehot, atmedeeapwewewx drow the strlnr:

i-bdbs-naady-boyw and aimed an arrow.
‘B ‘, CLoew O
R i 1 U
I+—= the daughter," Muso said. Saedd-bet. She ts =0
willing her father hired a couple of toughe to get rid of
Panthera for keeps.
Candace began to laugh, partly in ‘scorn of the colosgsal
lie, partly in smujement at the colossal invention."

o Aok e Cleintqt el ho liny Sessteock
Awa.yoy---saying, Deborah asked , "that you thought you

‘ : VORRL \
were ambushlng this Sadducee's hired klllarsﬁ"' STy -
"Just one," MUso said modéstly. "A blg fellow 1like
~Lucianius and riding a b'aj like hie, And I.can prove it, The

Chief Eunuch of #haeesh knows the whole etory. If Luclanius aaye

CUSAES Tl ST ESUA
0, I 1]l aedd the chlef Eunuch 4e—prove before General Proculiniue
that Iy tellsm® the truth." : - u.(,. .

"I can dume ‘Lmaglne Herod's Chlef Eunuch backing yes=th-

LU-'CL—r N g \ lNJ‘lf (] 4 h : -’
BYRh s story," < | i g Nl AR L R T e C\
"

m' "He oemmV will,

| Tee Bibiiwe ' _
-b-ﬂ_ﬂ-hn.n.d_m-h-a could emile in confidence, Panthera 1ooked at

him-with admiration, "The Chief Bunuch will eay 1"“m\ta111-.n; the
" whole truth." |

’

Lucianiua Aotk v

"Well, I eay you arg 1iping,




. _.'l-\, i \
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"that you thought.you-were-smbushing thé Sadducee's men?"
"Just one of .them," Muso" said\xmodestly. "A
big fellow likgacucianius and riding a ba;« If Lucianius

#

sa | 80 I'll( call the Sadducee to pro;m borore General Procul

oo™

PP IS I e

nus

r |?"

that I'm righ&. o
o cen Jiii~imaginn the Sadducee backing you up
Fﬁc’willz" Hus&hchswqqnggre ground now and smi ed

in conrggcﬁce while Panthera looked atﬁhilki? dawning admire-

t.’g:m’.’w "He won't deny a thing." \\ j

i "Well, I dosyiucianius said grimly.“&?ﬂicipsi& is

Ig&%ht. You're a liar." sl e

Muso was in no position to make any protest but

. “""«Jhirs.«u. = e

his pink face darkened at such a charge in Deborah's hearing
and darkened more when she Spoke up.Q?“!obody would believe

such a stor; " Deborah salid.
" I don't suppose I can tell Micipsia to put

& couple of arrows into you," Luclanius sald looking thought-

fully from Muso to Panthera.
"You'd better not," Panthera called and swung a

warning hand toward a slowly growing group of onlookers.

"Wateh Muso," Lucianius said to Mlelpsia and
drawing his sword advanced on the Pilus Prior. "At least I

can do one thing.®
"All right," he sald, pausing at Panthera's rock.

"You wgnted to kill somebedy. I'll give you the chance. Get

up! Let's see if you can kill me."
"Panthera can't fight!" Muso cried, half laugh-




415?}

r

ingy "lLook at his I‘oot!"
Through the estss—emessed straps of ssheswyype-
oo boot the flesh of Panthera's left foot and ankle
WAV Rwed
was puffed up like sdw®®m dough.
his horse was shot

"He sprained his ankle when thet=bImuircshal.
down ty your black,

wiwchorsd, " Muso said.

“Good: " Micipsia squeaked.

"Don't be too sure," Muso warned. "A slave
doeen't shoot a Pilus Prior down and go scot free."

"Micipsia will," Lucianius seim laughﬁ

he told Panthera
"] guess we're even./You missed me, but now I know where you
stand and you'll have a hard time getting another chance,"

He turned to Muso. "Just for fun," he said, "will you tell
me what you have against me?"

"It was an accident,” Musc said blandly, “We
mistook you for someone else,."

"Pick up their weapons, Micipsia," Lucianlus
said, and while the black, with squeaky chuckles, obeyed, Lu-
clanius turned to Deborah.

"Never," he said, "did I see even a veteran get
into a fight faster than you. I owe yuau my lifefguv-u—.-

g "We ought to hurry homo*_“- I can dress that

wound better&, " Deborah said} looking away.

She and Lucianius mounted, he a little clumsi-

ly because of his arm.

"Pake the Tribune's horse, Micipsia,” Lucian-‘



ius said. "Ride for & change. Those extra weapons are too
heavy to carry afoot."

q$ "You aren't leaving us here!" Muso protested.
(G
k mepanthefa caa:t walk."
| : D \ W s atieo %) wd
g o '\ 1s *’hw traVellers,\ha gothered arouw

d#ati&y?—huc-nﬁéi;t wvas not always wise to gather around
- 5 s

Romans. Jmeteanius-pointed.io.then.-and-—grimee

"Ask some of these for a ride."

"Ask me to fight you when my amkle is welll™

Panthera shouted.
promised
"I'll think it over," Lucianius, "but I'll cer-
of Yow— I

tainly ask one thinghthe next time we meet. I'll ask for the
story you two make up when you have to explain how two Roman
officers let themselves get separated from sword, Jjavelin and
dagger."

Muso and Panthera in silent anger watched the
four ride awsy. _

"Does your arm hurt}" Deborah asked Lucianius
tenderly.

"I*'1ll be glad to wateh you put another bandage
on it," Lucianius said.

"Do you think the mester will be pleased with

the way we handled our swords?" Candace asked Teborah.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

Naturally, Deborah welcomed Lucianius'
wound once she was satisfied 1t would not kill him. Like
any girl of her age she looked upon her two willing hands
as the best possible tools for doing any job perfectly.
In the past, sometimngsha had had to ignore Bria's
indulgent dissent and Bracae's surreptitious re-doing of
perfection and her father's casual, surprisingly helpful
hints, but such implied doubts on the part of her elders
had not weakened her verdant conviction that when a thing
was to be done she was the girl to do it. And now she
was out to do it as never before! Never before had there
been anyone she so much wished to impress.

When they rode excitedly into the villa
she allowed Candace a fair half of the story of their
first fight, blow by proud blow. The two girls told how
they had charged, how they had forced their enemies to
bite the dust. They told also how mighty Micipsia's bow
had been, how mightily Salvidinius Muso had lied, how
craven Panthera had looked behind his rock, and how hero-

ically Lucianius had been ready to do battle in spite of




his wound. But after the bloody bandage was pulled offi and
a better dressing was in orderf Deborah took charge and became
such a paragon of busyness that the Villa Rusco was turned
topsy-turvy.

"Alongside her," Bria whispered to Bracae,

"a lark in its bath hardly flips a wing."

But not Bria, Bracae or Rusco hinted that
anyone else might do more for Lucianius better or faster.
They were, all three, aware of what was happening. They
all knew what it was to sink delicious fathoms deep in the
ocean of young love. Watching Lucianius and Deborah they all
harked back to their own first raptures and none of them did
anything to break the ecurrent of rapture flowing between this
pair. They only stood watchfully aside (and Candace, having
brought hot water and cloths, stood watching Vedius Rusco.)
They were all in the garden which had been turned into a
dressing station, even Joseph. He was still working at the
villa although the dining room had long been repaired and
when he learned of the wound he fetched from his tool box
a jar of thick stuff smelling of tamarisk and cedar.

"Somebody is forever chiseling a finger," Jo-

seph said, "or sawing an arm, and this is wonderfully heal-
ing."

"We use a paste like that back home," ﬁria

said approvingly after a sniff.

"Where did she learn so much?" Lucianius

asked in awe and admiration as Deborah buttered the salve

on his woungf and on her hands and dress.
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‘ Rusco gestured, as though saying, that!' st
Deborah for you, and smiled at her commanding nod when Bracae
‘ brought a drink mixed from powders given by one of his mysti-
cal, medical druids.
"Drink it!" Deborah ordéred when Lucianius
sipped and made a face. "Bracae and father always do after a
wound. It's something to clean the blood."
Lucianius drank in misery and clamped his lips
on the taste, so gamy that his stomach lurched.
"And you're to eat very little for a few days,"
Deborah said firmly. "Bracae and father always eat less."
She gave his arm a last pat and wiped her willing hands free
of Joseph's heavy, stinging balm,
"I'll eat just what you give me," Lucianius
promised and she looked happily around asking the others to
mark his desire that she, and no one else attend him.
“I'm planning it all out," she said, the light |
of love and Qiifeen-year-old efficlency in her eyes. "I'll |

give you exactly what you need."
0-0

Rusco had been thoughtfully quiet for a few
moments.,

"You were right," he said to Lucianius, "to
let the pair of them go."

Bracae nodded.

"They deserved killing, I guess, but I just
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couldn't," Lucianius said ruefully.

"It wouldn't have beén easy to do in cold
blood," Rusco said.

Bracae nodded.

"And besides," Rusco said with a practical
shrug, "There'd have been an inquiry. And Panthera's ankle
would have made someone ask why a lame man was so dangerous
that he needed killing. And of course no inquiry could pass
over the death of a son of a patrician family. And some
family friend might have asked you to prove that you didn't
ambush Muso and Panthera."

The astounding suggestion made Lucianius laugh
and laughter twitched the lips of his wound. He winced.

"Are you sure the javelin didn't cut a muscle?"
Rusco asked.

"Flex the arm, Lucianius,” Deborah commanded
briskly as though the test had been next in her loving plan
of action.

"It feels all right," Lucianius decided after
a few wriggles.

. "What I can't figure," Rusco said to Bracae,
\'%s why Helius Naepor would permit +iwsessmsdsPastiises such an

A;}(“" '&’M\*‘ stunt,"

Bracae was puzzled, too.
"What did the Primus Pilus have to do with it?"

Lucisanius asked.

"Everything!" Rusco said soberly. "He owns
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Panthera. He made him and he owns him. And Muso is under
his thumb, too. They might want to get rid of you but they
wouldn't & it unless Naepor gave the nod.,"

"But why should they want to get rid of me?"
Lucianius said. "That's what I asked Muso. I know I'll be
taking his place in the cohort, but his transfer, you told
me, had been discussed before I even had been mentioned."

v "That's true. He didn't satisfy Orfitus Pro-
culinus. But Muso may hate you anyway. We saw quite a bit of
him here while he was courting Deborah."

"Ohi" Lucianius said.

"And Panthera, of course, doesn't warm to this
household. None of that, though, accounts for Naepor's in-
teregt. But I can think of one reason. As soon as you join
the @T you'll step on Panthera's toes. And he and Helius
hava,had things their own way there and the gods know what
they've been up to." Vedius Rusco looked speculative.

"I know Helius," he said, "The worst of it is,
I like him and I think that in a way he likes me." He was
silent a moment. "0ld Helius had it in him to be quite a fellow

when he was young," he said.

=, ~w—*Hz-puitud“htuae%fwwutuof”tﬁzgjzﬁﬁfrf?ﬁTﬁ“b Wy

| ‘ .
\thought. : ’&fyf“wﬂwﬂmﬂwﬁw;
‘ "Yes, fﬁ;nff%T§m§::L of the ambuslh. But

eing sure doesn'tw_pfff'“' wrong trail he and Panthera

- o
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re on §§§§$¥”Tﬂat it is probably something a lot biggdr than
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In Ruscp's mind the gross, slomenly Primus Pilus faded out

L}

and he saw the boylsh Hellus, estrong as a bull, cheerful, with good
and generous impulses which were not always fSarried through because
he lacked that kind of strength. Even in those days he drank too
much and he haé had, aléo, a bad tralt of wanting to be first, to
stand above all rivals. He turned against friends who had, by luck
or by hard work of ability won honors higher than his ouwn, Yet even
hie envy had not vome from an entirely had source, Rusco fhought. The
young Helius had wanted not only to be a leader but -- most of the
time -~ to be a good and even a2 noble leader. If only he had tried
a8 little harder, and had not turned so frequently to drink!

Rusco pulled himself out of this long train of thought.

"Yee, I am sure Helius 1s back of the ambush, But
being sure doesn't tell us what wrong trail he and Panthera are
on except that it 1s probably something a lot bigger than yhe
ambush, and a lot worse.

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. No matter what evil
sprouted in Judea, its root was usually found in Herod's court.

"I nave to go to court in a few days," he said. "About
supplies for the new Gaza road, Maybe I'll picﬁ up some hint there

of what Naepor and his pack are after."
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"I might fin@ out from the legionpaires,"

Brdcae said. "They piCk up gossip as easily“as a fish gets
wetl.

"Don't try, yourself; to find out," Rusco
said. "Send someone who isn't{“known to belong to us
1igs would connect you wiph me. I don't want him to think
I'm interested until _-.;ow what interests pdm."

He thought for a little

"Maybe it would be _éven better to talk with
spme of the”mercenaries. .

nbires 4nd the fact that thef




IS VRSN [N

Rusco's tone was light but his faée was serious, The asttack on
Luclenius, @ member of his household, had estrenzthened his feelin
of impendings dangser,

"

blood is the blood of your people.” \\
Joseph smiled, "Of course he will," he =aid, He went on, 1
: YA Wise Man was in my house a few days ago," A
Al @ 400 hio calog )

Josequx "Hﬁhﬁﬁfshiﬁijﬁyﬁﬁﬁd. He sald that Ormazd does

not draw 2 narrow line from the world to his heaven and

say, On this road only will I bless. Instead he stretches
his arms wide and says, Whoever you are, come to me by

)
whatever road! I bless all! And I believe the Lord will Lkiil
éo-mo~Feeewfeor your daughter and her Tribune. We call our-

selves the Chosen People, but I believe the Lord chooses to

&
watch over all mantctzgnnn::tiinﬁr
"Then even a man like myself who is supposed jf

./.

to die by the sword can hope for a little protection?® -
"I don't like to hear you say such a thing,"
Joseph said.
.
Rusco's mind hed&=gohe back to Joseph's remark
about the Wise Man. . mnaz at_meant he
= - £ %

om Persia. Could ﬁe one_of the Persian star-readers

about whom news had_lately been spreading? But what could
he have been doing in Joseph's homs?

0=0

"There!" Deborah said and stretched a rug over
Lucianius who already, by her order, was stretched out on a
couch in her father's study. "Isn't this better than out there
in the cold with everybody except Candace chattering until you

can hardly think?"
lw't'H J‘* ----""-\
The garden hadﬂ!!LffEi}J baenqsgld. The sun,

e U——
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when it reached you, was warm. And anyway, Luclanius told
himself, even if he had lost some blood he hadn't lost so
much that he needed coddling. But this was certainly better.
Looking at Deborah he decided that this was fine.

Deborah wng)at 1e&a§Jas pretty a girl as a
young man would find in a long day's march. Those who claime-
ed her equal was not to be found in all Judea ran into coun-
terclaims, of coursé, from young men in love with other girls
all the way from Dan to Beersheba. But she certainly was in-
viting to the eye.

A hundred times more inviting, Lucianius saw
clearly now, than any other girl he had ever known anywhere.

A hundred? A thousandi® All the other girls he had ever
thought he fancied for a graceful shoulder, a mass of shining
hair, a slim ankle, an arm of rosy ivory, a sweetly curved bosom,
gentle eyes, a bﬁguiling mouth, had vanished from his mind as
though they had never existed. This was the girl of all the
dreams he had ever dreamed., Not only had he never before seen
such shining hair, so slim an ankle, so sweetly curved a boson,
an arm so moulded for kisses, never before had they adorned

any mortal woman. Never, he was ready to swear, had even a
goddess ever had such beauty.

Deborah had changed from her armor to a dress
of the cut and color she liked above every other. It billow-
ed all around in waves of soft green which made her foaming,
jet hair seem more foaming and more black.

"You do like that color, don't you?" Lucianius
said.

"Un-m-m-m{" Deborah's soft assent was also a
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happy recognition of something in his voice. Welcoming it
no less because she had been expecting it, she decided that
her closer presence would not be too much of an encourage-
ment and started to sit on anf;;;;hi;ﬂalongside his couch.
"Back'home," Lucianius said, "when a girl
marries she wears a flame colored veil, so much of it that
it goes clear around her."
Deborah retreated. Glowing from a sure con-
viection of what was coming and suddenly unwilling to have
it come too soon she curled up on a big couch quite a distance
away. Her favorite reverie had been of the moment when the man
of her dreams would face her and say, to the accompaniment of
appropriate gestures, "I love you. Marry me!" But this round-
about, less breathtaking approach, she saw at once, was going
to be even nicer.

"Among us," she said, "among my mother's people,
the bride is veiled in white and wears a robe of pure white
linen." She could be roundabout, also.

"Oh, our bride wears white," Lucianius said.
"The night before the wedding she puts on a long, white nuptial
tunic. But she wears color then, too. She puts her hair up in
a scarlet net. And in the morning she puts on a dress held at
the waist by a girdle tied in a Hercules knot. It's over this
that the flame-colored veil goes. I've been talking with the
wife of CGeneral Proculinus," he explained.

"OQur bride wears golden anklets wifh little

hell§f~and a crown of myrtle blossoms," Deborah said. She re-




fused to ask why he had been talking with the Ceneral's
wife. Matters were already going fast enough.

They both began to laugh. They were remem-
bering how, at their first meeting, they had carried on in
this same fashion ﬁut more than memory made them laugh.

They were thinking, also, how,instantly, always, they fell
into accord.

- "Our bride wears a flower crown, too," Lucianius
said, "And her hair is put into six braids."

"Our bride is made sweet with scented, beaten
0il after her bath," Deborah and then worried a little.
Should I have spoken of that?

"Our weddings are always in the morning," Lu-
cianius said.

"In the morninglf Our bridegroom isn't even brought
to the bride's home until midnight. We say wise brides have
their lampbtrimmed and ready to light the groom in,"

"Je bring an ox-yoke," Lucianius said, "and the
priest lays down the skin of a sheep he has sacrificed and the
bride and groom sit on it and break the wedding cake." The
corners of his mouth warned her against the cake. "It's
tasteless stuff made from spelt, our poorest wheat. But it
is important because it is an offering to Jupiter." [He
1ifted the corners of his mouth. "Jupiter isn't the only
one. DBrides and grooms must make their manners to Juno and,
of course, Ceres and all the other gods ®f the soil."

"Our bride," Deborah said, "meets her groom un-
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der a flowered canopy, and he sips wine and then he raises
her veil and gives her a sip and then they break the goblet.
No one else ever uses it."

"Our marriage 1s expensive for the bride's
father," Luclanius chuckled. "Or anyway for her family. She
has to bring a wedding portion."® The corners of his mouth
said that he thought little of the practice. "If her father
gives the dos the groom keeps it no matter what. But if another
relative gives it the bride must have it back if the marriage
breaks up."”

"our groom must give fifty shekels," Deborah
cried triumphantly, "And it's the bride's, no matter whati"

"Well, our groom gives his br;de a ring for
her left Q;E%ii. Do you know that in Egypt a wedding ring is
supposed to give immortal life, love and happinass?“

"OQur groom gives a ring, too," Deborah said,

W
Hﬁ;ﬁd his family must have on hand lots of beautiful clothes. Be-

cause if guests come in ordinary wear they must be supplied all
all they lack. And a procession, with lights and music and sing-
ing, escorts the bride and groom to their new home. And everyone
throws white pomegranate and henna blossoms and there tewmmsinsde
&f songs and dancing." /

"For our bride, too," Luclanius said. ;SGngs
and dancing and everyone parades the pair home. And the bride
carries a torch of white-thorn wood to ward off evil."

He decided not to go into the songs. Now and

then the songs went, for a fact, pretty far.
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"And the groom," he went on, "carries the
bride over the threshold and as he carries her she says to
him," ... his voice fellJy“where thou art Gaius, I am QGaial® "
"Um-m-mi"” Deborah thought how wonderful she
could make the words sound. "Why?"

MIt's custom," Lucianius said., His ignorance : |
made him apologetic. "I don't know why. But Gaius and Gaia
are our commonest names." ‘

"I know why!" Deborah cried. She was as sure of
her wisdom as of her abllity to do everything well. "She is
making a promise. .Sha is saying she will always be the same,
will never change.a’mf-hothm" Without think-

ing, she sampled the words, hei—fFlow-indbaaslags "Where thou
art Gaius, I am Caia." And she found that Lucianius had
drawn her gaze'to meet his.

"Where thou art Gaila, I am Gaius," Lucianius
said clearlz,and regardless of her order to rest he threw
off the rug and was at her couch before she could frown him
him into obedience. He cupped his good hand under her arm
and l1ifted her to her feet.

“"Oh, Deborah!" he said. "Oh, Deborah!"
P Y

One good hand was enough. She was so weight-
lessly willing that it took next to nothing to bring her
close.

"Deborah!" he said and began to kiss her. It



was not practiced kissing. He was a young man of small practice,
but his enthusiasm made up. Not only her wse soft mouth but all

her flesh responded as he learned his way on her lips, her eyes,

her cheeks, her lips again, and her throat.

Deborah kissed back. 8he was past diffidence
now and if she had been able to think she would have told her-
self that this was, truly, the perfect accompaniment to a pro-
posal,

"Wear our veil, or your linen, or whatever you
like," Lucianius said, "But marry mel"

"Whatever you want me to wear!" Deborah whisper-
ed. "I'll put on our flower-crown and I'llmnke my hair in your
six braids."

They began to laugh again, once more delighted
by how fully in accord they always were.,
"Wear your anklets with bells and our woolen
girdle," Lucianius said.
"And 1'll trim my lamp and have it all ready,"
De?prah promised between kisses. "And I'll sit on your ox-yoke
angaheepskin."
"And we'll break our spelt cake," he said
agalnst her soft mouth, "and your goblet."
"And you won't need to give me fifty shekels,
or even onel" Deborah sald when she had the use of her mouth.
"I'1l give you all my shekels. and my de-
narii,too," he said, "And your father can keep his dos."
"And you'll carry me over the threshold?"
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"I'll carry you all our lives. Oh, Deborahi"

"Where thou art Gaius, I am Gaia."

"We'll be married tomorrow," Lucianius said.

Deborah drew back. Tomorrow suited her, but
she knew how Bria would complain. She could hear Bria now.

What will you eat? And do you think tomorrow
gives time to invite the guests? And I need a week just to

gan. And flowers¥ Where, in so little time? And wigei
Who stores wine enough for a wedding on no notice at all?
And what do you own that's half-decent for a wedding? What

will you wear?
"What WILL I wear?" ./

e ————
I
S A—

e ret—-

<:H233?rah realized the justice of Bria's objec-

tions. She didn't have a thing fit for a wedding. Not a
thing.

"Not tomorrow," shﬁ sald softly. "Not quite
tomorrow."

"Day after?" Lucianius said.

"Well ... "

"Then when?"Lucianius cried. "When?"

"We really ought to let Bria have some say,"
Deborah said. "She'll be in charge. Of the feast. The
guests. Everything."

"Who needs a feast?" Lucianius cried. "And
why do we need guests?"

"You haven't even asked father yet," Deborah
said. Bria was right. A girl couldn't marry overnight.
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She had to have at least a couple of weeks. Well, at least
one. Or at least three or four days. Or at any rate two.
She had to have time to get proper things to wear.

"I'1ll ask your father right now!" Lucianius
said. "He'll be on my side. He once told me that he mar-
ried your mother after they'd seen each other only seven
times."

"It was eight times!" Deborah said. "Bria

said 1t was eight."



NB- (Make original conror;—%giiae following two Pars,)

Anna, the one who fasted and prayed day and night, was
a great prophestess, famous ell over Israel, Widowed as & girl,
and old now she had never departed from the Temple sincs,

Simeon was even more famous, the holiest 1iving man
among hls people, He was allowed a room in the bowels of the
Temple and went there every day, declaring he had a promise that
he would not see death before he had seen the long-proéfggﬁiig
Messliah,

Joseph stood up. "Well, that settles everything, I
guess, I1'11 be getting on."

"Tyere's one thing more," Ellzabeth said. "When you go
to the Temﬁle, leave all your goods in the 1little hodse. And come
back afterward, j-;‘emlam’aer, Mary should have a good rest before you
start north,"

Joéeph sald that he certainly would see that Mary got
a rest,

"And then," Elizabeth sald, gziving him a look, "you can
get to turﬁing out sickles again and bragging that they afe
better balanced than any other sickles in Galilee,"

For once Jogeph d1d not need to wonder wﬁather Elizabeth
wag scolding or Joking, He knew for sure. He had never, 1n all his
1ife, claimed that his sickles were better than anybody else's;
al though, come to think of it, they probsbly were.

"You'll get the first one I make." He promised. "That's
what you'r; hinting for, I guess," |

A
The sllence of the night was enormous, It wae an inkblack

walk to the small house in which Mary was waiting, and even Wwyxdxx



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The small house in which Mary was waiting out the
forty days of her purification stood where two shallow ravines met
in a Ve The path Joseph habitually followed, coming cross country
from the villa of Vedius Rusco, met the eastern army and hnbituaily
he turned at that point and followed the eastern arﬁ home. Tonight,
however, his mind was so full of secret tunnels, ambushes and girls
trained in arms, to say nothing of some disturbing implications,
that his absent stride carried him beyond the turni ~Before he re-
alized what he was doing, he had got well along & third ravine
which cut across the top of the V.

"Welll" he exclaimed in exasperation and started
to retrace his way, but then he reflected that it would be short-
er now to travel by the western arm although, even so, he would be
late.

"I think too muchi" he said muwefully, He was not
used to so much thinking. His rule was to eleggﬁgvery prcblem at
each day's end in order to start the next day free and easy. One
day at a time, he always said. For months, however, so much had
been happening that such clearihg away e seemed impossible. How

\.oduld a man clear away a continuing mystery? Now and then he tried



to tell himself that there was no mystery, only a dream, but too much
evidené§:§=:?against him,

"Jelll" he exclaimed again, "It certainly isn't a
mystery that I am where I am. I just missed the turn-off. It's
too bad. Mary expected me long ago, and Elizabeth and Zaqgrisa,
too. By now we ought to have settled the whole plan for the
purification."

The nearness of that ceremony filled him with sat-
1sfaction. Onece it was behind them, they could get back to
Nazareth and the good one-day-at-a-time life which they had
lived before, and always would, the two of them. He corrected
that. The three of us.

He turned into the western arm of the V and pretty

A% ¢ _
soon began to look ahead over the unzggfi£ar terrain for the kswu.t{
'1&4'TL P et Vecharss , He was aprroaching it from an unfamiliar
gﬁﬁiﬁféﬁ;:f;eafeu*nvuse. Tt-vas—always—a—iittie-hard-to-find
angle and hils confusion was the greater because
—and—espectaiiynow-when the last of the dull sunset colors had

faded leaving only the deepening shadows of trees and under-
growth. What with looking he did nct wateh where his feet were
going and so, to his amazement, found himself stumbling over
the legs of a half-score of ragged rowdies sprawled around a
fire in a well-chosen covert made by clustering pines.

He kaew instantly who these rowdies were. IHe was
only surprised to find so many. Lven though he had never be-
fore glimpsed more than a few, he knewv them. They were the beg-
gars who, for days, had been traipsing about his house, drift-
ing past, slipping behind, loitering before, circling around,

but showing next to nothing of themselves and never by the

—— — -dr
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slightest sign indicating any purpose.

The fire was the economical blaze which beggars
regularly made. He had seen such fires all up and down Judea.
It was so expertly laid that from any distance its faint
smoke would be taken for the haze natural to the season., It
was big enough to give the bit of warmth which was all a beggar
asked but sc small that it was practically invisible until you
walked right up to it.

When Joseph walked right up to it, one lean,
dirty man, wearing only a ragged burlap loincloth, drifted into
deeper cover beyond the pines, Peleg for certain! So, Joseph
told himself, he had been right in thinking that from their win-

dow he had half a dozen times spled the flitting shape of their
part of the Jjourney down from Nazareth,

scrawny companion of the first leg-of-the-Bethlahen.journey.
“THE “GtHeT BegEars renuIned “spravied-around. the

ire, except one who stood up quickly. This one was a hunch-
¢k. Joseph was mildly amused at a gesture so respectful, sde-
g that only he, himself, had appeared and he certainly didnf't

gerve it, a he puzzled over Peleg and was wary of the sprawl-

one
id.
"ell, we certainly
n as’paff,;; a leopard on a lamb,"
"Lambsl' Us?"

I g e e — T
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Throughout: that brief companionship Peleg had seemed
eringing, bragging, feckless, as you would expect a beggar to be,
" But now he was the apparent leader of this group. Eeggare, everybody
sald, had some sort of gulld. No one, except beggars, knew much about
1t. Beggare were a secretive lot. But perhaps Peleg was the leader.
Or perhaps he was leading now because he had been the one to propbae
thie ... mission ... or whatever it was.
Another mystery: Joseph thought, He wondered wgen again
he was be a free—ﬁinded mau without anything to ponder except, perhaps,
the tricky grain of a plece of wood.
The other beggars remalned sprawled kefoxm around the flre,
exvept one who stood up guickly. This one was a hunchback. Joseph
was mildly amused at the respectful act of rising, seeing that only
he, himself, had appeared and he certainly didn't deserve it, and he
puzzled over FPeleg and was wary of the sprawling rowdies who now
- began to nudge one another in an admission that this surprise
was & Joke as much on themselves as on the tall intruder.
"He‘certainly never expected to bump into us," one said.
ﬁWell, we nertainly never expected him, He came 1n as
goft as a ieOpard on a lamb."

"Lamb! Us?" -



"Baa-aa-aal"
The comparison tickled the beggars out of ll.i
, control. Only the hunechback continued quiet, watching Josep %!
' The others éxploded.
They were beggars, with less than enough to m’

and usually less than enough to . 2at, but with one pouul:!.ou
2 they could afford to be as prodigal as the richest man in the
" world, With the richest they shared a wonderful inheritance
which remained inexhaustible, no matter how much of it they

Ir-. threw to the winds. They were co-heirs of laughter and now 1; |
they set about the delightfully impossible task of squandering 3“;‘
their possession. A
} They tittered, snorted, giggled, chuckled, lﬂfml
;

fawed and finally burst into a hurricane. They were torn, they
were all but dismembered by mirth. They beat backs, elbowved "

1y L

ribs, slapped thighs, swapped winks, swung arms, ivivirdepe,
held sides, rolled, came up gasping and, at last exhausted, hun

>

: heads between their knees and let hilarious tears rain.
IT. "Lambs!"

“"us?"

» ' "Baa-aa-aa}" ' , A
| And then the whole lot of them began baa-ing., \ }
"Baa-aa=aal" like a whole woolly flock. "Baa-aa-aal" b ng
into new hurricanes of laughter and then "manaauu'aiéuih 4 ¢
| S50 pol i fomny. ¥4
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He did not laugh but he smiled. Here were no enemies. Here
were not even neutrals. Here were ragged rowdies whose

laughter, whose every utterance, every glance, declared their

i good will toward the man who had stumbled upon them.
"Peace be with you," Joseph said at last.
4 "Peace," one hilarious rowdy managed to say and
| then, as though remembering, stood up and touched hand to head
and heart as Peleg on the journey had always done to the two he
had seemed to believe were great.

The hurriaane'died down. ' The half-score fell

| silent. Jo seph “W,MMWO

oy

. He had othlng to explain. Ih he met the !

"We wntched'the'ﬁagi for éilittle and now we
watch hereabouts," he said. His tone wes—a—midd-pebuiter—it:
had =4®® a finality which warned that nothing more, nothing,
would  be said,and_dxanhu&:nédmhh&tw¢¢mmigh¢mhawamb&eaneﬁmmF*

Josaph w&areantrtte\ In an atmosphere so warm

and friendly, although-strange; perhaps he ought not to have

forced any speech. mmm—mmm
' . He smiled again and gave them all
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_peace again, end because the other-mants-last words had been
‘a sort of dismissal he turned and went on his WaYs

But although the beggars were so reassuringly
friendly he worried as he tramped through the now pervading
darkness. OSuch a watch as they were keeping indicated un-
friendliness somewhere. What was the unnemed shadow against
which they were on guard? Was it fire? Thieves? Plundering
mercenaries or leglonnaires? That thind which, Vedius Rusco
thought, the Primus Pilus Helius Naepor and Panthera and, per=-
haps, the Tribune Hufgjwere planning?

He resolved to say nothing of all these fears

to Mary. HNot that they would frighten her. Mary did not

know fear. -Faitiwessall=sheslmes. Faith wrapped her safe
from every storm. ©She was faith itself. She had noticed the

Gerraes flitti% around the house but she had been worried for

QY T O RS PR

the beggars, not by them.
"I wonder if they have enough to eat?" she often
asked. She had thought one looked like Peleg. "And you re- |
member how he crammed down everything we gave himy If they'd
only come near enough to hear," she said, "or stand still ‘f
long enough, I'd call them in to get warm by the fire." ”
Just thinking o? Mary'a_serenity, made Joseph v

e
§ i

feel better and he—tredoreed wheh Ro-sahdo—s
wEHY EETT Y- kewhausemahttd uApnemtﬁ‘noiaa, a !

brW“"fﬁ the same moment a thin, half- :

nu.ﬁ LTed h nd - di : AN0OLLas. ___T._ 1 e

i
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shortly he saw the lights from'the home of Mary's cousin and her
husband., The dstour had made him very late, Joseph began to |
chuckle.

$11zabeth will have plenty to say," he thousht.

0-0-0 .

"Elizabeth was, indeed, instantly rebukinz in thst hoarsa,
warm volce of hers. "Here we are, ready to talk everythins over, and
you're an hour late, ‘

. Joseph sald he had been delayed, thoush he sald no more,

"Well, I suppoee there's time for yvou to eat something
before we begin,"

"We'll finish soon," Joseph said. "I'fl eat at home, Mary
1s sure to have something ready and walting.," |

"W, saw Mary this afternoon,"

Zachariag sald, He was a
large, gooé—hatured, brown-robed man whore beard seemed to have I
been 1lberslly sdlted and peppersd.

"And wae everything all rizht?"

"She and the baby were btothhappy as birds., Of course
she'll be zlad to get back to Nazareth."

; shall

"So wk¥¥ I," Joseph sald. His mind's eye filled with a
plcture of their home. There never Wgs such a comfortatle houss,
Mary always sa;d.

Well, at least he hazd made it snugz, He had rolled the
roof Just before 1eav1n§, to pack the mixed clay and brush and
graegs tight against the rains untid thqy returned. He ramembared the
coolng of the doves on the firm roof. He remembered the view of |
Mount Tabor, Mary liked that view.
: "We'll start back as soon as the;pnrifipatiqn rite is

- done," he s&@d,_
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"Not until Mary has had a rest," Elizabeth eald., "Dia

1t ever occur to you, she'd need a rest? Ehe gave him a rebuking

headshake,
Joseph was never quite sure whether Ellzabeth was scolding
or Joking. He wondered -- as he had wondsered before -- whether
Elizabeth would have developed a softer manner if she had kept
enough fat on her bones to make her look softer,
There are some girls who start out 1lke bony little
boys and end up looking like bony men, or aimoat. In between they
have a soft season and mary, But the struggle to complete thls
natural cycle seems to sweat away any briefly accumulated evidences
of womanhood, Petalllke skin roughens, inviting curves vanish, breasts
which haq been, ample ail but vanish, The marvel was that Elizabeth's -
éyea gt1ll were tender and melting, her thin face still had beauty !
and her gaunt figure was graceful still, But that manner!
"While we walted, Zacharias and I have been talking,"
she sald. ﬁMary has said all along that she wants to go, to thé Temple
on the forﬁy-firat day, because that's whdt the Law says." .
Jogeph nodded, |
"Well, I know where she could get a helping hand 1f she
should need one in the Temple that day. Jusith will be thers, Judith
knows when Mary plans to go, and she told me she'd 1like to
be there when Mary 1s. Her babj s only a few days older, you
know,
"You remember Judith," Elizabeth went on, "The strapping
girl with coppery halr who helﬁed ug bring Mary from Bethlehem?
That stable!" '

"I do remember Judith," Joseph said gratefully.




éding up to the Temple."
Joseph amilad'raintly at Elizabeth's easy use 617?”fcf’

phrase so puzzling to Gentiles. "Up to Jerusalem:" When your ;1‘

Gentile spoke of going "up" anywhere he usually meant golng n

But yoﬁr Jew, whether he aprroached verusalem from the south,

east or west, alwaye sald "up" because that was how he went. Up, up,

up by pathe and roads sometimes to steep for'gaats, to the_ci$!MH"
city and Temple perched atop thelr two crasgy mountains.

too," Zacharias said. "I mean on the same Temple trip.?

"I can see about it while Mary 1is uaitlng-he;-ﬁurn in
Court of thﬂ Women.

"Zacharias hss gaved two absolutely unblembshed tur%le

-hn?e te walt ‘and uaito ihitins tires you when Vﬂu’VBfﬁfA;IT“'
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,» too," Zacharias\gaid. "I mean eh the same Temple trip."

bout 1t whlle Mary is wait%pgfhen turn 1n

Y

the Court of the Wbmen,~}n§?ph ahreed,

"Zacharias has sa;;amkwo abeblutely unblemished turtle
Se
"If Zachariae say®
"Wdat I do§:, 1ike," Elizabeth sgfd%\"is that Mary will |
= o,
have to wait ajifwgft. Walting tires you when yahdye Just had a

\\.

baby," P ol ; =,

they are th&fmished, they will be,"

.
ﬁx#E can't do anything about the waiting," Zacharias said
-

regggﬁfhlly. "I couldn't put Mary ahead, With so many trooping

ﬁ5iiﬂ—Jﬂmu8alﬂmnﬁﬂupaxmxhiaml&&ﬂﬁaw&%xmmla&aunxwgangaemaaa“kai&kaguM

two birde with one stone and settling thelr Temple debte, too.

The Temple is packed from dawn to dark -- Vourt of the Gentiles,
Court of the Women, Court of Ierael., I swear the Holy Place would
be packed,too, if a double 1line oes Levites dldn't stand guard
telling people to keep down where they belong."

"And every last Levite barefooted," Elizabeth cried. "I
wonder how‘they keep thelr toss whole?"

"Even if you could put Mary ahead, she wouldn't let

' Joseph said. "She'd say that taking someone else's place

you,"
wasn't any w2y to make a sacrifice."

"Mary,"Elizabeth burst out, "wouldn't complain if you fed
her thistles."

"There are beautiful things to see in the Temple,"
Zacharias said. "And wonderful people... There are Simeon and

Anna."
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by day that house was always a 1little hard to find, Joseph
rejolced when he made out the flicker of 1izht which would be a
lamp in the high small window,

A chunky donkey came up and brushed against him, In the
same moment a thin, half-naked man drifted from behind a
knoll, His outline was hazy, but the donkey brayed loudly in
recognition,

Peleg again! Of course Briar would recognize Peleg, a
friend since the Journey to Bethlehenm,

The shadowy figure dicsappeared at once but in spite of
himself, Joseph began to worry again, He untied Briar'e rope,
tryinz to shake off the fears that suddenly circled 1ike dark birde.

He could almost hear Mary's soft rebuke ... as he had
heard 1t a night or two earller when she sensed worry in his
manner,

"You know the holy writings ,.. better than I do, You
know the Lord says he is always with us."

"I know," Joseph had said, " 'He 18 my refuze and
my fortress, my God, in him will I trust,"

He gald the stronz words now aloud and began to fesl
better,

"I must remember," he thouzht, leading Briar toward the

house, "to say that to Vedius Rusco,"

Rusco, putting his trust in
ewords and secret tunncls! "I will say 1t to him,"

"And I will eay another part of that psaim Mary loves ...
'He shall éive his angeles charge over thes, to keep thee in all thy
ways, They shall bear thee up in their hands, lest thou dash thy

foot against a stone,"



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

"Gentlyl" the Chief Eunuch hissed at the
slaves.s "Gently! More gentlyi"

The bearers were even more nervous than usual.
Herod's rheumy eyes were open and glaring. He had been
glaring from the litter as he was carried up to the candle-
ringed dais, and was glaring more than ever now during the
perilous transfer from litter to.throne-bed. He hated this
monstrosity which servants, made inventive by fear of pun-
1shmant%_had contrived for his corrupted carcass. He hated
it either as a throne or as a bed.

As a throne it certainly had little to offer
except for gre:f golden claws on the corners, and it dis-
pleased him asﬁeed also., He would have chosen a Roman~
style bed, narrow and high off the floor., That made a man
feel truly like a king, above lesser men and nobly straight
in the posture of dignity a king should assume even when
resting. But to ease his agony he had to permit a bed
which was virtualI??ﬁammock. On a low edmedbe network of
interwoven cords, soft pads and softer pillows were stack-

quand himself in the middle sprawling whichever way hurt
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He glared across the crowﬂedﬂhall et every-
thing he saw annoyed him. He hated the fad currently raging
among the women of his court. All of them, not only the
courtesans who always did whatever they dared to gain atten-
tion, but the wives and respectable concubines of his highest
officers, and his own nine wives and two-score concubines --

Tz akh
respectable, too, he héped -~ even Sedbeme, had taken to car-
rying tear bottles.

These silly Egyptian gadgets were ¢

MM appurtenances of mourninz so
premature that he had to suspect them. True enough, he had
publicly hoped that all Judea would weep at his death and he
was loading his dungeons so that immediately after that re-
grettable event executioners could give cause for weeping.
But the bottles seemed almost like wishful thinking on the
part of thelr wearers. iﬁt&ﬁav they were invariably of gold
and he preferred seeing that precious metal put to more profi-
table uses. ’ﬁﬂﬂﬁ— ga,w.._ﬂ‘
In point of fact the @emet women,were using

gold for all sorts of profitless purposes. Their amulets .
R shapeq”according to religious preferences, like
bearded bulls, woman-faced cats, winged lions, jackals that
were half-man, fish that were half-crocodile, crocodiles that
were half-fish, falcons with paws and hippopotami with claws,
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all were of gold. Their pet cats and leopards all wore gold col-
lars, frequently inset with jewels. Their own hair was held in
place by gold wire and pins and often was covered by caps of in-
tricately joined gold leaves imitating the leaves of the oak,
olive and a dozen other trees. Gold boxes held their kohl, gold
bottles their perfume, gold shells their cosmetics, gold vials
their aphrodisiacs.

Herod could not avoid the suspicion that some, at
least, saw in so much gold a protection beyond even the accepted
power of amulets. Gold was money. Happen you had to flee the
Palace, as many had, a bag hastily crammed with gold ornaments
would support you for a long time. If his sister had not been

so deep in the fad, he might have done something about his sus-

picion. ‘
The bearers had retired, with relief

from terror, and other slaves took their places while the Chief
Eunuch cocked bony kneeidready to spring on them at the first
slip. Two slaves with fans wafted aside the stench of Herod's
sweat and breath, and two more, with whisks so light that even
his tormented skin could endure them, dabbed at the flies which
the stench drew. M g{;‘::;dstood at the foot of the bed with
the usual huge tray for assuaging Herod's appetite. It was piled
high with baked duck,.fattened on figs, brain sausage, roasted

wild boar, mutirooms, asparagus, apples from far-off Etruscan

farms, pastries,\a half dozeq}EHEEEEE“EﬁQZE}nes.

Herod motioned angrily for wine but when the cup was

presented it brought a new irritation, and about this, also, he
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could do nothing. He wanted glass, but his tremblings and
convulsions were now so unpredictable that he no longer dared
put glass between his swollen lips. His shakes and writhings
had more than once left him with a mouthful of glass bits and,

even though he spit and rinsed at once, hours of fear followed

lest fatal shards had got to his insides. So he used gold,

Mmitalic
hating its testeless greasiness which no cleaning seemed to

remove.




"Gently! Gently!" the Chief Eunuch hilssed.

The fly perished, beaten to death in mid-air
by four assallants,and Herod's all-purpose finger moved.
The tray-slave put a hand to the wild boar but the finger
said "No!" and sald an even more impatient "Noi" to ;Ei:i%¥§%4
bé;;éé;nt to get her tale told. It kept beckoning to Soemus
while rales clattered in Herod's chest as though to flee the
corruption there.

"Yes;" the ravaged man said, "I have found another.
She is waiting."”

The tyrant's gray face worked in an agony of ex-
pectancy.

"She comes,Herod," Soemus said and whweedf beck-

oned, and through a rear entrance unseen hands pushed a young

el e
L—ﬁm ger body was virginal and unlike

) 3
the court women all around she wore no gold and carried no

tear bottle. Buthnah d ss*yas‘igurt-styla and so revealing
that as she advanced she blushed under the gaze ofwl;gﬁiéi?r“*é

Hearing her steps Herod commanded with the all-
purpose finger that she come closer and Soemus put candles
behind the bed.

"There will be no shadows, Herod," the ravaged
man promised. "You shall see her plain."

Half-sitting, half-lying, with eyes now closed,
Herod moved his swollen lips. All knew the word he was re-

A A
peating although he made no sound. "Mfriamne! Miriamneil"

Then defying pain, he did make sounds. He prayed, the
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sounds stumbling from a throat in ruins.

"Oh, god! All gods! God of these Jews whose
temple I rebuilt. Baal, to whom cheated Esau turned! As-
tarte whom my ancestors adored! Thou Ormazd of the Magil
Ammon! Jupiter! Woden! Zeus! Mithras! Zalmoxis! En-
1i1! Let this, at last be Miriamne! Give back the life
which was taken."

There was no other sound throughout the hall.
The girl was a statue. Soemus held his breath, anxious for

£ty Thak
her, though not for himself. He fedt-sapé he was safe. No

. one else ownqgias he did, exactly Herod's memory of the inno-

cent royal victim of plots and counterplots and tyrannical
jealousy. No one else could even hope to succeed in the
doomed and haunted search. The courtiers were stiffly si-
lent; and safely out of her brother's sight-ﬁgzisa:'only
shook her wattles in impatience to tell her stdry. The Chief
Eunuch strangled a cough. -

At the end of the groping prayer Herod opened
his eyes and looked into the young face lifted out of shadow
by the candles' light. He looked and looked ssmim and then
in wretched disappointment spoke again in spite of pain.

"This %i;iamne? This pot cleaner? (et her-
out of my sighti"

Soemus instantly gave the girl a little ur-

e
gent push. To him she was almost Miriamne

e
AIA;;%:EEIEQBt}Khe was seeing again the




girl whom
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he had worshipped when he was young,.

nat et s

_jhe pushed the rejected

counterpart and did not relax until she was safely out of

« 8ight, he hoped beyond recall.

The courtiers relaxed cramped joints and the
Tre= at,

Chief Eunuch, Sedemwe and Soemus shifted to intercept Herod's

glance if

he should open his rheumy eyes again.

He did open them. His wretched . disappointment

was gone as suddenly as it had been confessed., He might be,

and was, old and sick,and a consuming fire glowed in his

bowels- of
which not

Sea could

took hold
commanded

Upe.

such heat that it had burned through into sores
even the steaming springs of Callirhoe on the Dead
heal. i — o gd e R = G 1115 SRa v} e G R, e

d-th-the “RTAPYSCTS P MC0% B But now his will
again ,as it could and did sometimag,and his finger

Soemus. When e bent close, three fingers pointed

"The Magi!"™ Soemus whispered to the Chief Eu-

nuch. "He points to the sky, the stars. He asks news of the

Magi."

The Chief Eunuch whimpered, and his eyes im-

plored Soemus to tell the bad news. Soemus said flatly:

"The Magi have gone, Herod."
Herod's eyes glittered. The finger wrote

in the air.

“They neither brought nor sent a report,"
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Soemus said. "They fled. They have left Judea."

Witk
ﬂﬁ‘**‘ °~C-“";\ Hefd strained to 13ft his head. He looked to
3
where Geber usually stood. \-\-\E} ad =}..f:{4 ‘["muml.m\.

"Geber has fled, too," Sedeme cried, Now, at
last, her story could be told. "Didn't I always say we couldn't

" she-rdded—in—apibefil—triumpir,
trust him? .WLe Aétnwbw ?
The finger commanded aoemus to aodilrmckwib
R g, "Geber has fled here is no mistake,"/Soemus
xeported, """ .
tu*c‘ u’ﬂ.

"He's turned beggar, believe it or not!"
&g—cried. "But he's been seen. A beggar's rags won't hide
that hump."

e e e e e

Wus said quietl D "My

men report seeing a beggar who is, almost certainly, Gebe::

The finger curved. It became a leg-fetter.

"I said my men saw. They were not close enough
to seize." ;iiésd~
"And anyway," e cried, "just try to grab
one beggar when other beggars are helping him! They stumble
into your way like blind kittens. You can catch anybody but

the one you want.™

Propped among his cushions Herod swelled with
'T "( S)..-.v\uul,.. QAsE) \E\!\‘—

"This rumored -- king must be -- very great."

"Of course he isd" ;Liemgﬁécreamaqéyﬂnuld the

PR I R T T A ———Y



the Magl and Geber otherwise flee rather than report?"

Herod sighed and his gaze upon those who watch-

ed was all kindliness and amiability, and as though the Magi

and Geber were really not 1mportant¢,his finger elected an
apple and while the slave peeled and scraped it for the tor-
tured throat, he planned.

He would find this king. He would tear Judea
apart. He would uncover a thousand who would tell. And then
he remembered. He already had one from whom he had ordered
exactly the information he desired. Casually, to maintain

his pretence of indifrerencgy

ante-chamber "
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"He says you must send to the Temple for wine,"
Soemus told the Chief Eunuch. "And of course he means the
best, the vintage from those green-white Hebron grapes."

The Chief Eunuch could not hide consternation.
The Temple was full of wine, as it was full of gold. Five

Were)
thousand great jars of the best wine in Judea. But whohever

hed danstd Izite
hoasé—ef—ae&aika any from the jealous priests?

"But the Temple will refuse," he whispered.

"Not now," Soemus said.

"What do you mean?"

"A new order has been enforced," Soemus said.,

\}4ha ceremonial vestments of the High Priest now are held by

the commander of the Fortress of Antonia., After each wearing
they must be returned. As long as that order stands the Temple
will not deny the Palace even its best wine."

Herod smiled and his finger ordered dancing. pe

let himself be stuffed while his rowsds—rer mouth puckered
over dancers and courtesans. The role of spectator provided
one of the only three pleasures left to him. He could eat,
sleep and watch. He watched and gorged and began to grow tor-
pid. But the engine must serve until he had learned about the

i hulion s
rumored king. Cursing SkbmisbeneGiaebhds slowness his finger

summoned Soemus. It pointed to the Chief Eunuch and curved

into another leg-fetter.

"He says," Soemus told the Chief Eunuch, "that

RS N T TR
if you want to stay outside the dungeons, get Itggﬁshuﬂ'ﬂtuath

here at once."
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The Chief Eunuch's knees almost collapsed.
He had been repeatedly frightened this day. By dread of in-
volvement in the Magi's flight, bm Geber's defection, 15%-
the dangerous requisitioning of Temple wine! Now the SlﬂliituLuI&J{\
egg%g&gg;gtnees
increased his fright. He appealed miserably
to Soemus who dared stand firm when Herod would not be ap-
peased. A C.‘A; L.J( é—:w%. | WA RS o
.18 the one to throw into your dun-
geons, Herodl!" Soemus sald calmly. "Not even a Chief Eunuch's

e Tud noede. a-f
fingers can snap loud enough to hurry a Saddueee of Titmisban.

Gimethle-ramiert | w-¢ & whe haw  (toen SN &f‘-
Herod moved his own one finger. That, the

movement said, could hurry any nan in Judea. He beckoned

the physician. QLMKMMIJ SOEWws ‘SM 'twl\f. Chﬁeg‘“&'

A, Tt Vorain
Mﬂbmk\“{“c""‘“‘ e r‘bl“"‘ "He wants to sleep for just a short time,/

g e
SRS il B T T ——

Soemus expleined, "And he wants to wake up with a clear mind.
Whatever you give him, make sure of that or take the conse-
quences."”

Mumbling zodiacal incantations the astrolo-
ger-physician mixed a dose and Herod drank . « «

Fifty years ago, the tyrant recalled, a Roman
general had killed thirty thousand Jews to keep Ju@ea quiet.
That number, he decided, would be a helpful precedent if any
action of his own in running down this rumored king drew a
eriticism from the Emperor Augustus. More of a precedent
than he would need! Growing slaepy he closed his eyes and

calculated. He would not, probably, need to kill the half

W
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came seeking, and Ceber promised to bring back word of what they

found, but they left secretly and Ceber has broken his promise."
Vedius did not need this reminder of Joseph's \;ise :l‘/l/\t'b\-&

whobbowrey le knev, He not only knev Sowweertwéw that this Messi-

ah had been born. He knew the Messiah's namwu'and his father and
mother. He knew, he knew, and when he thought of the innocence engh..
" iptegrity of the woma§“§§3“?§§ m;;(he was being asked to betray,

rage made him breathless.

"Noi" he panted. "Nol By Jupliter, Ceres, Mercury ..."

He tolled off all the twelves "..s NOl"

Herod heaved up,glaring.

/.l

"Wateh yourself, Vediusi" Soemus said recklessly.

"Nol" Rusco panted. e
Waned Cigualind To Coowe., [ € N 1'_41.“.:»&14 Wy o éfhj

%thﬁi'\kt "You refuse?" Hered cried, in spite of pain.

T\“ mwuﬂ

could refuse anything to a client king who could never rise to the

"Rerua;?" Ruseo repeated. A Roman aof commissioner rank

privilege of Roman citizenship. But he would have refused anyway.
HErod's Gracn W ofe gl ﬁmmm‘w‘g Tty o h.{, m
Jterpreteg

"because peace is at stake. The Jews will not be pleased if Herod

"Herod says you must do this, " ¢

does not seek out and worship this new king."

Worship himi That was not worth answering, and Kusco
was, in any case, too full of rage for speech. He knew his defi-
ance might bring the tyrant's heel down in spite of all the laws
within which Caesar Augustus sheltered Roman citizens away from
home. But he could not commit this act of betrayal, not even if

Herod's scrofulous finger aimed at the dungeons. He flung back




and something in him respo ded to tPe Roman's flame of righteous

e courage

his «#s head and stood erect.

S
o

... _S0€MUS bent impulsively to Herod's pendulous ear.

A-ﬂé lua u&T m 'ﬁk\
{» He 1iked Vedius Rus\‘, "He'll come around. ad -

¥ 4 1 éb(, s ke Chas o h'ha.‘at Jters ’h“mq e La_‘m-’t-ll-lw\ ny
He—tilees-dowe.
l\—«a‘w\m A m;w ‘S‘-‘w& 5"1/\' \M* tm»—&-.—*o.ua & E
oo g me NEL el At W0 = iy F 2
*WNWWM e i Eaty by o)
W Herod's b ood-—shot eyes looked--Ruseo

N&&aﬁ.f\ N -g\ b Loven, Taonag
. ed-away, He had wanted, to get rid of this trouble-making road

hin Aevdy, w S, com..i.ﬂ‘\....._ (.‘\u... W'tmf-“\ " W

builder W He looked to Soemus, to the Chief Eu-
”””””” Vi
nuch, to Suteé'::\choosing his instrument ef~retEITETIUM He

made his choice. He beckoned and his sister advanced. )

b
o
0=0
J\\{__w{w:‘u \\\

At the entrance to the,hall, mercenary guards i,
made way hastily before another advance., Bracae's cough sig- \\‘
nalled) "Here we arel" Another voice, reedy but confident, \
said, "Proculinus does not need to be announced." and the [

fde had been planning to do it soon. Only yesterday he had thought of ![[
using his mercenarles, but Rusco's defiance now spurred him to an /

immediate attempte. }

It must be the one ohom he could most rely not to betray hlm to the

Emperor Augustus.
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smallest, most arrogant feet in all of Caesar Augustus's
twenty-eight legions began a hob-nailed strut along the mar-
ble floor. Heavier hob-nails hammered behind and two scuff-
ing, baré feet brought uﬁ the rear. The general of the Tenth
Legion, attended by an aide and a very needful slave, and fole-
lowed by Bracae, was come to pay a call of state on Herod the
Great.

Orfitus Proculinus was a rolypoly little man savud‘
by only a handsbreadth from being a dwarf. He prided himself on
being the best legion commander in the Empire. He certainly
sweated the most. Fat beyond all rivals, because fatness made
him man-sized in at least one dimension, he sweated if he so
much as stood up and sat down. After the walk from the Palace
gate he was running sweat and as he drew near to Herod's dais
he thrust a hand behind his back. bkl

The slave whose acurringhfeet trailed his master's
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h“Lx.L«a) \usﬁr'
strutting boots)filled 4= instantly. He would have been .e=gome,
goese if he had not. He carried an armful of small thick towelg,
and his sole duty was instantly to provide a swabbing cloth
whenever the hand of Proculinus reached.

Of course Proculinus swabbed himself. FPFace, ears,
neck, armpits, arms, wrists, thighs and most of all the crotch
between stubby, Jjelly-like legs. Every steaming part! Who
else could swab, or for that matter do anything else, half so

well?

o boyhood Orfitus Preculinus had dreamed of being

ghting man. o0 small for tha e had aimed in
e's best generel., In a day when most

+ike animals and go¥ only a

™

sideration,
)

He was, undeniably, the Empire's vainest general,
and one of its most ambitious. Standing, he believed, head and

shoulders above all givals, he was cocksure that one day soon he

would rise to the governorship of a province, at least. Mean-
while he did all that he could to rise. He had hurried to Ve-
dius Rusco to show himself prompt in protecting a loyal Roman
against Herod. How better could he advance himself with the
Emperor? Contrarily, he could be counted on to show himself
Just as prompt against any disloyal Roman. If disloyalty had
even been hinted, Vedius Rusco might have rotted his life
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away in Herof's deepest dungeon for all of Orfitus Proculinus.
But of course Vedius Rusco was not disloyal. None stood so
high in the favor of Augustus,

"Hail, Herodi{" Proculinus cried and planted his
stubby, freshly swabbed legs in front of the golden throne-
bed. His vanity made him delight in every excess of formal-
ity and the salute which he gave now was a masterplece of
proper recognition of his own lofty position and of the rever-
ence due a throne.

Herod grunted.

"I trust, oh King!" Proculinus said, "that my
visit, in the name of great Caesar Augustus, is timely?"

By now Lucianius, as aide, had ranged himself
alongside Proculinus and so had the slave with his stack of
towels.

"I guess we came at the right time," Bracae
whispered, sidling close to Rusco.

"You cut it fine, but you're here when I need

you," Ruscq whispered back.

Soemus flicked an ironic congratulatory glance

b A
e e
\_J

il XS]

toward Rusco*-, S @ Ty
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rminds Herod grunted again.
"My monthly report, oh Herod, goes forward to
Rome," Proculinus said, coming down from the salute. "Todayi®

But I could not omit the latest word of your unfortunate
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illness. May I tell Caesar Augustus that it lessens?"

Vedius Rusco, perhaps as much in reaction from
tension as from amusement, had to hold back laughter, In his
youth he had believed that those in high places always spoke
in high-flown language. But after listening to such men all
over the Empire he had learned that mighty few did, and they
mighty seldom. True, the written word tended to be flowery,
but 1n‘ord1nary give and take princes no less than slaves used
plain speech, the kind which slips naturally off the tongue.
That was why the vivid Greek slang, which fitted well into every
occasion, was spreading everywhere. It was why a pat Egyptian
word picked up in Alexandria was, within months, being over-
worked in Rome. It was why the Galilean hodgepodge of Syrian,
Aramaic and Samaritan plus a legacy from long-gone Canaanites
tempted sophisticated Jerusalemites even while they ridiculed
Galilean crudeness. .

At the end of Proculinus's peroration Herod
grunted once more and aimed the finger at Soemus.

"Pain," Soemus interpreted, "in his throat makes
it difficult for Herod to speak. But he is, he says, improved.
He will, therefore, be grateful if you will present his pro-
found respects to great Caesar Augustus and say that he is
better."

Herod's finger moved spitefully toward Vedius
Rusco,

"And Herod, the King, directs you to include in

your report word that, in spite of many obstacles, he will




*213

shortly complete an unparalleled hippodrome at Jericho eeuimmsiil
i

-asmw=t in honor of Caesar Augustua -

"It will be my pleasure to take full advantage of
the opportunity which Herod allows," Proculinus said, licking
his lips as though the phrases nad been meat and drink. He was
having the time of his life, buth;;s too aware of the value of
time to waste much. He had accomplished the diversion for which
he had been brought.

"I goi" he said, "With the permission of Herod, I
must go. The Emperor's report must get off."

Herod grunted. Soemus was not needed to explain
that the sound meant, "Go! And the sooner the better."

For the first time Proculinus seemed to notice Ve-
dius Rusco. His artless recognition was as much a masterpiece
as his salute.

"Vediusi" he cried. "My friend, Vedius! If your
business here is also finished do come with me. I've been want-
ing a long talk with you." He bent to Herod in a bow which was
both a question andﬁgyggneral's independent announcement of in-
tention vmme, '"With Herod's permissioaJI shall take Vedius Rus-
co Philippicus with me."

Herod refused to reply by even §¥ so much as a nod.
Instead his finger aimed at the Chief Eunuch. Retaliation had
been delayed but at least he would allow no one but a slave to
grant dismissal.

"Herod willingly, and more than willingly, permits

the Roman to leave," the Chief Eunuch said. His tone was impu-
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dent even though his cringing shoulders implored Rusco to re-
member that the impudence had been commanded..

Rusco bowed, Proculinus held out a hand which in-
stantly met the required towel. Framing flowery speech was
sweaty work. He sopped, and with the others backed away from
the throne and down the dais. Then they all strode past the
barrier of javelins toward the entrance door.

I E:Efnd their retreating backs Herod's finger
beckoned , no mean interpreter herself. 8he hurried to

another exit, wattles swaying in her haste.

q-o.

Out in the courtyard Vedius Rusco motioned to a
Palace attendant for his horse, and Bracae's, while Proculinus
Reo= o
squinted at the mercenaries on guard like a fat little #mx eye-
ing bears. His tck-tck-tck said that Herod's bears fell a sat-
isfying way short of his own in the Tenth. Asidris—ssccrt
ljSEEE:_EEEEEEE_EE}EB;ESEIfor himself and Lucianius, two more attend-
ants came from inside the Palace but they failed to joln the
group already on duty.
"You did a good piece of work back there, Orfitus,"
Vowtwe Rusco said. "You talked like an ambassador to the life."
"I flatter myself that I know how to handle a king,"
Proculinus said. His self-satisfaction was enormous.
"You got me out of a tight." Rusco said. "Many
thanksi"
"Herod did look wild," Proculinus said. "I never
‘saw him in such a state before. And just because you asked

for help on your highwaysi"
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"He had me in a state, too," Rusgo—seis-
"State or no stat32‘75;;;;;;;:::;;;;;;'h0 had
to calm down when I reminded him that I am the Emparof:s en-
voy in Judea."
.T%aoﬁxﬁhvwa M smiled in practiced graciousness. "Won't
you come to my quarters for a drink?"
"I'm sorry. I have a really urgent errand,"
Rusco said. He had. He must get to Joseph with a warning of
this projeqtad search.
Proculinus made a little masterpiece of the
formality of a Legion general excusing a civilian officer.
Ruscc played his supporting role to the hilt. His smile and
bow were solemnly appreciative and his courteous attention held
until Proculinus's party had clattered awvay.
"It's too late to use the Joppa Gate," he said
to Bracae then, squinting up at the sun. "we'és.run into crowds «
thmbmpee., Ilet's take the street of the Candlemakers down to
the Dung Gate:s Nobody will be using that now."
One of the extra attendants turned back into
the Palace, the other trailed in the wake of Vedius Rusco's
black but not  unobtrusively enough to be overlooked by the
‘ old campalgner, Bracae.
"Proculinus got you out of a tight, but maybe
not for long," he said. "There goes one fellow to tell the

Palace we've started and here comes another to spot our direc-
| tion." 3o

‘ "And losing this one won'tﬂy-ip,éf they really

| ; ]
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mean trouble," Rusco said. "This one will have a few helpers,
even though they aren't in sight."

"Just the other day," Bracae grinned, "Bria told
me to start looking the other way when a fight came along. She
said I was over~due to get my ears knocked down."

Tog WER = F=wvwm
"Maybe we both are," Rusco said and,eletion gush-

ed upxw
dangar, \ "We're being traileq)so I guess we can just about

count on a mix."

He smiled at a recollection of the thing Joseph
had said. How did it go? Whoso sheds blood, his own blood
shall be shed? Well, he certainly didn't intend to let his
blood be shed ... not at least while Joseph lacked that warning.

"Maybe you ought to go back for the General's
drink," Bracae said, pretending worry.

"Let's keep going," Rusco said. "Whatever comes
will at least be a change from road-building."

"How many do you think will jump us?"

"No matter how many, the quality will be poor."

"Not too poor, I hope."

"They certainly won't be legionnaires,™ Rusco
said. "The Tenth qugn'g work for the Palace except on Orfit-
us's say-so. And % likely to be any of the merce-
naries on guard at the Palace today. That towhead is officer of
the day and I think we can count on him to make sure that any of

his men who are sent after us never catch up."

"So it should be just a pick-up lot from the
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Palace," Bracae said comfortably.

"And if they Jjump us, i1t will be inside the
city," Rusco prophésied. "Outside the wall we'd have too
much elbow room to suit them."

With street fighting the likeliest prospect,
they knew they need not worry much. They knew the pattern of
street fighting. Two or three pedestrians would fall into an
argument. This would explode into a slugging match. Ten or
fifteen bystanders would turn the thing into a melee, blocking
the street. A half dozen passersby would dodge and scramble
untiﬁui?e 1ntereste§,chosen victims were caught off guard.
Then M would come out. Amid so much con-
trived confusion the victim really had the advantage 1f he re-
fused to be caught off guard.

“rake off your cloak," Rusco said, and took off

his own. "A cloak gets in the way."

They readied shields, daggers and javelins and (Qu=€»

hoos2d \oa SRR
Rmme laid his own long mwmmé~ across his saddle.
bRedn

"Remember to keep your head up," Rusco said.
"How many times do I have to tell you that when you hunch
those big shoulders of yours, the back of your helmet lifts
clear from the nape of your neck and practically invites a
dagger." ; _

"If welre giving advice," Bracae grinned, "then
you remember there are two of us. Don't go racing off to have
all the fun by yourself."

"Watch out for somebody jumping off a balcony or
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out of a window," Rusco said.

"And watch out for slings, too."

"Slings?"

"A Palace gang would probably include some of
Herod's own Idumaean sandfleas," Bracae said, pleased at
having had the thought ahead of Rusco. "They're not as good
slingers as the Benjaminites or those Balearic wonders, but
they're good enough when the range is short,"
o The black and roan had brought them to the k‘i&’"
sxen®. stretching southward through the Tyropoeon Valley.
This had been taken over by the candlemakers, as every main
street in Jerusalem had been taken over by some guild. Its
clamorous, crooked length was jammed with shops where tallow
and wax products could be bought, and especially candles,
from sheap things smaller than good nails and selling at five
for a mite, to decorated glories costing five denarii apiece.
It wvas ® wide sémees as Jerusalem streets went but now and then
Jutting balconies almost touched from opposite sides.

"It'll be from one of those that we'll be jumped,"
Bracae sald.

"But only one man will jump," Rusco said. "The
pack in the street is what we'll need to worry about."

"Well, don't forget I'm along!" Bracae_said again.
"Don't try to do it all yourself."

They rode dssm into the Street of the Candlemakers,
Rusco leading, his knees guiding his mount at a waltzing walk,
his shield poised, his right hand ready to reach for his sword.



"These horses haven't been in a fight for a
long time," Bracae said, "I wonder if they remember their
lessons?"

Up ahead two men clinched, struggled,
wrestled and fell and a score more spilled around them in vio-
lent confusion.

This was it! Rusco got his sword out and was
soothing his horse against the rising noise uhen he heard the
familiar, dull chock of a slung stone. He looked back and saw
Bracae sway, then slowly slide to the cobble stones. Bracae's
roan did remember! It promptly halted so that enemies wast
must come at his master from only one flank,

"Holy Jupiter!" Rusco breathed. Answering to a
hard knee his black halted at Bracae's other flank as the big
man began to rise groggily.

"Sword!" Vedius Rusco shouted and leaped from
his own saddle. "Sword and shield, Bracae!"

The command cut through Bracae's daze. His
shield was still on his arm and his long sword lay within
reach. Skull ringing, he got his weapon and stood up in the
.shadow of a wide balcony. He was still a little dazed.

"Vedius!" he bellowed. "Didn't I tell you not
to go racing off ... "

"I'm right here, 0old bull!" Rusco laughed.
"Right beside you. And here they come."

‘Bracae shook his head as the first wave from
the melee rushed them. Both he and Rusco had their shields

squared and stones from slingers in a second wave began to
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strike the curved surfaces and shatter into bits and ricochet.
From beyond the horses a dozen more assallants tried to charge
but the animals, remembering their lessons well, reared with
terrifying screams and struck with hooves like hammers and

the dozen faltered.

Rusco glanced overhead. A man was just beginning
a nimble leap from a balcony and as he came down his robe bal-
looned. Rusco got his sword up and the man spitted himself,
his body jerking like a great muscle in torment. His weight
turned Rusco's sword downward and he slid from it to the cob-
bled street.

Bracae was mowing, mowing, mowing and on his
quarter the attack was getting nowhere but the slingers were
getting the range. A stone ricochetted off Rusco's helmet, a
volley battered his shield and another struck on the laces of
of his breastplate. That really hurt and when one hit his
shin he felt that he was fighting on one leg. Another volley
rattled against Bracae's shoulders, spraying in all directions,

"W-o-d-e-ni" Bracae bellowed, an exhortation long-
drawn out, like a piece of taffy. It was not a prayer for
help. Bracae could manage without help if W-o-d-e-n would sup=-
ply just a little more breath while he settled these sandfleas
nipping at his great thighs. "W-o-d-e-n!" he bellowed and mow-
ed away.

Visddbwe Rusco kept his shorter sword flicking in
and out from beneath his shield, and between mow1§§§§33 fiiok—

ing blade one crowding attacker seemed to impale himself . -
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as soon as another drew back to mssse his wounds.

The pack began to waver and the slingers grew
less accurate. They could see that scythe and flicking-
point would be at their own bellies if the pack wavered
mores The first wave snarled and broke, and the suddenly
uncovered slingers, feeling naked, fled too. Off on a
flank one crafty enemy made a last try for victory.

"The Romans kill Jews!" he shouted. "The Ro-
mans kill Jews! Kill the Romansi"

It was a cry to bring Jews out of the very
earth, but Bracae got a foot in the crotch of a dead assail-
ant and turned the body over.

"Who said Jews?" he cried. "Look! 1Is this one
¢ircumcized? This lousy Idumaean?"

Cry, "Romans kill Jewsi" and you were=supe=ibe
kindld&a fire of hate in most Jews who heard. Cry "Idu-
maeani" and of any living thousand within earshot nine-hun- A3
dred ninety-nine would instantly curse Herod. Ma@‘jﬂﬂ
cursed now. The evidence was plain. The overturned body' |
was that of a man of the despised people who had given Judea
its tyrant.

Rusco and Bracae rode on to the Dung Gate and
out into open country. No one followed  and they felt free
to add up the damage.

The worst, Bracae swore by Woden, was the theft
of his cloak, but in addition he was bleeding at one shoulder

and a splitting headache made him groan. |

"That very first stone got me," he said. "It :|
b |
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came in under my helmet and caught me right on the nape of
my neck."” He had said it before he realized what he was
confessing. His Jaw dropped.

"Didn't I tell you?" Rusco said, but he was too
battered for much triumph. A stone had caught him half way
between ankle and knee and for hours he would not be able to
hide a limp. He had half a dozen bruises under his cuirass
and blood was seeping from three dagger thrusts which the hard-
ened leather and metal across his chest had kept from going
too deep,

"Bria will fix you up," Bracae said. "And she's
got some of that salve left. Joseph's, I mean. It's the
best stuff I ever saw."

"Let?s push along," Rusco said. But he was less
anxious to get attention for his wounds than to reach home be-
fore Joseph left., Tomorrow was the day Joseph had said he and
Mary would go to the Temple for the purification rite. Well,
they had better not go! For that pair and their baby to go

near Herod's Palace would be like walking into an arena full

of hungry lions.
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN

High across the city the sun's first rays, reach-
ing over the Mount of Olives, struck golden fire from the Tem-
ple and in a watchtower four hundred and fifty feet above the

L—OQ(‘-Q\.A.& —l}mlw
still dark gorge of Kidron Valley the Levite lookout raised a
wiiteeclad arm and blew on a golden trumpet.

His signal alerted the hosts below to their sa-
cred labors which Moses had first decreed, which David had set

'Wsc.\' L AT ‘i.é
forth anew, which Solomon had etwborsted, which Zerubabjal had
reconstituted and which now were continued under the half-mad
Idumaean convert who sat on David's throne.

The dtvision—0f priests assigned for duty on

this day, as they would not be assigned again for six months,
e

was already at their posts, barefooted, white-robed and un-
blemished as the Law required. Thﬁiqﬁsg?éf already had com-
pleted the torchlight inspection of the sanctified precincts
denied to Gentiles and the captain of the Temple police had
completed his own inspection of everything else within the .

AT was \ug Buj«\
four spiked walls that enclosed the entire Temple ground, twice,

Riv\aﬁ‘\ M ; ¢ g A v

putting is,\to%ch to the tunic of a sleeping serTSry:gf as was

his right.
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Now, in the Court of the Priests, the silver
trumpets of three Levites echoed thiu\golden wvarning and one
priest crouched over the wood heaped on the Altar of Burnt
Offerings and huffed and puffed at shavings stuffed down a-
mong yesterday's embers and a thin blaze licked upward and
then a thin wisp of grey smoke. At the peak of sacrifice
the wisp would grow to a thick, black, oily cloud.

The 75mieé Priest frowned. A red line divided
the altar into halves, one for the burnt offerings which must
be consuzed entirely for the glory of the Lord, one for the
sin-offering, the best of which, when well-scorched, might be
hooked clear, to satisfy mortal appetites, The line should
have been fresh but it|couldbarely jbe made out. There would
be grumbling! The people complained that all too often greedy
priests ignored the linej; especially at thg end of the long,
hard day. Tired then, and hungry, they aimed their meat hooks
at the most succulent chunks; red line or no red line, lest
they fail to provide a ration for their squad, and for themselves.

Strong attendants, who must keep clear the altar
drain by which the hot blood spilled down to Kidron Valley,
readied long pushers, already charred and darkly stained. More
men of muscle inspected the big jars in which, as the day ran
on, they would tote off ashes, entrails, and other refuse. The
priests who dressed the sacrifices honed their knives on mar-
ble butcher blocks. Other priests swung arms to loosen the
muscles with which they would hang the washed meats on hooks
set into boards fixed to eight short pillars and, later, trans-
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fer the meats to the fire,

Behind the Altar of Burnt Offerings stood a
panel more than a hundred feet high. Under a bordering vine
and grapes of solid gold it bore a pictu}e of Solom:;?g:E:;L
ple. Between the panel and the Altar stood the Holy Place
with its Golden Altar flanked by the table of shew bread
laid with a cloth of gold andk&ﬁe seven-branched csndlestickf ¥
Reverent priests already had trimmed the c¢andles and brushed
the Colden Altar free of yesterday's incense ashes and spread
hot coals on the newly cleaned surface. Now w priest
set about the rite which had fallen to him by heaven-guided
lot and from which he would be barred all the rest of his life.
This was the envied, holy task of spreading over the coals
fresh incense to carry prayers for all the people sweetly up to
the Lord. &

iy Heneicalege—cansgn aldatrr it HI R :
-th&n_;ﬁt;.t-approachad the Colden Altar. Behind him lay si-

now
lence. Priests and all others within sight and sound were/prone,

mutely praying with gratitude for past boons, with thanks for

present blessings, and with hope for future mercies.

The chosen priest took care that his incense fell
for the most part on the side nearest the Holy of Holies, that
perfect cube behind the Altars and the vine-adorned panel which
was empty of all save the Presence of the Lord, and as the cloud
of fragrance drifted upward he withdrew, step by humble step,
and the gold and silver trumpets blew again and the Temple organ
played and the rich, united sound soared westward over Joppa Cate.




L\;u «\n i}‘z.« T\nmm o ey Ma&,@a\_‘,ﬁg R s SR ¢ Tt
AT D ws (U L At



~226~
0-0

"It's openingl" Mary cried.

In the thirty-fifth year of the reign of
the dying tyrant, Herod, and in the seven hundred forty-
seventh year of the founding of Rome and a thousand years
after David, Mary was going up to Jerusalem to regain the
precious privilege of approach to the Colden Altar of the
Temple.

It was early in the harsh month of Shebat,
forty-one days after the birth of the son who, the lLaw of
Moses said, had made her unclean (a daughter would have made
her unclean for eighty.) He was held tight in her arms as
she looked around, wide-eyed, from the back of the donkey
Briar, which had carried her from Nazareth almost two months
before. At her side Joseph struck his cinnamon-scented sto-
rax staff in marching rhythm. He would have been at her side
in any case, as long as he lived he would be, but he was Tem-
ple-bound on his own duty, to buy the release of\&ch:lld
from sanctuary service. The necessary five shekels were care-
fully folded into his girdle, patted often to make sure they
did not fall out unnoticed. He had brought them all the way

from m_V\a-émm '3

The morning was cold. The little snow which

wios e
had fallen in the night _‘ L

P By ey e L YN Joppa Cate; ewemsaniy-
e P Phake woly, shunpiaepdt into a yellow mush in which Briar
Jo o
set his hooves with delicate disapproval. See hég m\;rkot was

beginning to bustle. Accustomed as she was to the scanty wares
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in Galilean shops, Mary gisEgs marvelled at the booths, all
overflowing. And not just with homemade stuffs! Here weio
rarities hurried in from every land by merchants eager to
share in the prosperity which Herod, like the earlier despot,
Solomon, had brought to Judea. Here was everything and on
every hand and at every price. Here a mistress might, for A- ﬁaﬁ
threo-opmfoun-hundned pennies, clothe a slave for a whole
year and then perhaps from the same dealer buy herself a
dress costing enough to clothe a hundred. Already market in-
spectors were on their rounds meking sure :ﬁ:ghy'msrohant would
abide by the approved profit of one sixth of his cost ... un-
less, of course, a little something was slipped under the table.
But even the market could not hold Mary's eyes as
the huge leaves of Joppa Gate swung wide and Briar ambled through.
Hundreds trying to be first inside bumped him fore and aft but
his stubborn legs held a straight course beside Joseph while
Mary turned this way and that to look at the golden and ivory
city.
Nob that much of the splendor which she had an-
ticipated was evident at first! Herod had made, on two hills,
a city almost as magnificent as Rome on her seven but around
Joppa Cate there was 1ittle proof of this, There was the gloomy
citadel of David, an adiacent barrack, a huddle of laborers
waiting to be hired, a dozen chained convicts shambling off,

a narrow, cobbled street climbing wup and up.
Mary yielded to the disillusionment which travel

so often brings. "In Nazareth I couldn't wait to see this?ﬁikz Sa;gb
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but now it doesn't seem so much,"
"Wait till you see the Temple," Joseph said.
"Just you waitl"ad_ ST R 1
" donii-inow-bf—3~gan waltl" Mary cried, and
she squeezed the baby as though to share with him, even at
his age, her anticipation.
Joseph looked down at her and marvelled. She
hadn't a fear in the world even though she, also, had
heard the warning which Vedius Rusco gave on returning from
his stormy interview with Hbrod.i?hbout the warning Joseph
and Mary had agreed there was nothing to be done, although
Joseph, of course, had seen at once how it tied in with the
watch kept by Peleg and the other beggars.
"We won't come to any harm in the Templel"
Mary had said.
"It isn't as though anyone were looking for
any particular baby," Joseph had said doubtfully.
"We came safely down to Bethlehem. And vwe'll
go safely up to Jerusalem."
Joseph had smiled. "You make it sound as easy
as driving & nail."

But her serenity and faith had made him feel
easier, and he remained easy now, even though it wasn't with
him as it was with her, Not exactly!l Now and then, because
of what Vedius Ruscc had said, he did feel a touch of dread.

They moved out from under the shadow of the
five strong towers of the c¢citadel which had defended Jerusa-
lem for centuries., The cobbled street climbed and its shal-



low steps, which had saved camels many a slip, now saved
Briar. At either curb lop-sided huts of the poorest of
all the city held one another upe.

Mary rode along, smiling on everyone, and
everyone smiled back. Or almost everyone. Hundreds walk-
ed before and behind them, some carrying pigeons and turtle
doves and even sheep and lambs. :

"The Temple is tough," Joseph z%ﬁiéiﬁﬂx "about
accepting any sanc:rifice:Q except the ones it sells. The Law
says 'any unblemished sacrifice,' but people say that the
only unblemished ones the priests approve are the ones they
make a profit on."

The road forked. The right tine, less a street
than a cramped slot, curved among the lop-sided huts to con-
nect, after a quarter-mile, with the crowded, smelly Street of

the Candlemakers Mﬁy the Tyropoeon Valley. Jo=-
seph and Mary and the hundreds bearing sacrificegaaad—hunéreds-—
S i § took the left tine.

This climbed past Herod's palace. The mighty
walls, slowly weathering to rose and ivory, and the hard,
sharp-eyed mercenaries on guard before the gates, revived
Joseph's dread and Mary did not stop Briar for a better look.
Her face sobered.

Now why, she wondered, should a man who com-
manded all this, all this safety and luxury and=aneapmjiy-

<pmg, be frightened because another baby yeven-a-speeisd Dabyy..
had come into the world? Although he was a king she pitied him.
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"Herod is sick to death, isn't he, poor
man?" she asked.

Joseph nodded, but said nothing.

The cobbled road continued to climb and
sometimes, ahead, it seemed to narrow until Mary doubted
they could get through before it closed up like & sewn seam.
But it was still narrowly open at the summit of Jerusalenm's
western hill. It levelled off then and Mary could look
across the wide bridge which spanned deep, steep Tyropoeon
Valley to connect with Zion, the eastern hill, and with
the street which ran on to the great spiked wall of the
Temple rising defiantly under the gloomy fortress where the
High Priest's vestments were under Roman lock and key.

To the north and south along the western hill
there was now proof aplenty of the grandeur of Herod's Jeru-
salem, The new mansion of the High Priesti The Sanhedrin's
impressive council chamberl The ornate homes of merchants
waxing richer and richer and of Sadducees, Pharisees and He-
rodians, all new and almost all dwarfing the 013f12¥2336nea
palace of the Ha;honaenn dynasty whose leaders lerod had exe-
cuted.

The crowd was thickening and Briar was increas-
ingly stubborn against so much jostling. Joseph pulled the
donkey to one side and stopped.

U _

"Let's look around he said. "And not just at

the Temple, either, but around at the whole city.”

Almost impregnable, Jerusalem lay on its two



hills, lay balanced on two fingers of rock at the end of the
great plateau which began within sight of Mary's own Naza-
reth. With so many new buildings shining new under the sun
it was truly Jerusalem the golden.

"Think of itl" Joseph saild. "This is a place
that has stood against conquerors almost since Abraham.
First it was little Uru-salem, the hill of safety, an out-
post against the Pharaohs. Then it was the chief :;;;ﬂand
" holy place of the Jebusites. Then David won it and Solomon
adorned it. Nebuchadnezzar tore i1t down and Nehemlah rebuilt
it. It and Babylon and the Creeks' chief city were great to-
gether. HNow Babylon and Athens are gone. Today it is great

in Antonla
with Rome."” He looked to where Roman spears/glinted above

the 1mpregnable.£;;5%§ga.of thérefty,. Almost impregnable,
said the spears, enjoying their moment as Babylon had enjoyed
hers. "And 1t will still be great when Rome has fallen."

"Look!" Mary cried. "Is the Temple afire?"
Above the spiked wall a black cloud was risingfhtuh:

"Miceh told them it wes enough to love mercy,
to do justice, and to walk humbly," Joseph said. "But they
still believe the Lord is pleased by the burning of rams and
tens of thousands of rivers of oil."

A white-robed Temple attendant came searching
along the bridge. He was one of the Levites, priestly aldes
since the years in the Wilderness where the whole tribe of
Levi had been set aside for this service.

"There can't be two like you," he laughed when
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he sighted Joseph. "Zacharias told me how you'd look. I'm
to take you where you must go."

Joseph protested that the Levite and Zacharias
shouldn't have bothered,

"If I were you," the Levite said, "I'd eat
something now. This bridge is a lot better place than the
crowds will leave you anywhere in the Temple."

"0f course," Mary said, and got out bread and
cheese and figs, and fed the baby also while the Levite
waited smilingly.

And then there were two to g;t Mary and the
baby, on Briar, through the pushing, shoving crowd and a-
cross the bridge. And glad to be across and beyond the
ripe odors which were still heady even though thinned out
after wafting seventy feet up from the clamorous Tyropoeon

Valley K

They all came to the Temple's main western

gatg?and the noisy, grumbling but good-natured press of wor-
shippers -- young and old, the poor in tatters of burlap,
the rich in warm shawls and immaculate robes -- went into
the bedlam of the huge outer court vhere Gentiles, alsg;
might stand.

Mary slid to the rough pavement and smoothed
down her blue robe and stood close to Joseph. Behind, from

outside the Temple wall, hoarse shouts rumbled out of the

Tyropoeon Valley.
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"I'11 be back as soon as I've s,;.abled the
donkey," the Levite sald; and hauled Briar away.

"They say this place holds a hundred thousand,"
Joseph said. "But I think that is only on the great feast

days, Passover, Pentecost and the Feast of the Tabernacle."

(H b Yhr zasfun Sde pe /ﬁxe great Court of the Gentiluj%ﬂ
- stood Solo-

mon's Porch. At least some said it was the proud monarch's
very justice seat, although doubters insisted that in all
Jerusalem nothing had survived the savage destruction of Ne-
buchadnezzar. The lofty Sanctuary blocked off the north
side of the Court but on the other three, colonnades shaded
promenades for all who came, whether to meet friends or gos-
sip or perform religious rites or admire or onlyi%atisry

idle Qurioaity. s als ;- e ooy 4 kgL (n g e PTOVLCEU

protbio-threstontd 'ﬁé&lonnado piuarﬂ
which three men with joined hands could scarcely encircle,
provided shelter ror;money-changera{now erying for the busi-
ness of all within earshot.

Bach money-changer sat against a pillar on a
padded stool with a big money-box on either hand. One box
held only shekels and half-shekels of Temple colnage. The
other, in many compartmenﬁg,held alien money, Oreek, Roman,
Tyrian, Persian, Egyptian, Syrian. The Temple rejected these
because they were stamped with the likenesses of bulls, owvls,

hawks, horses, and kings and emperors, and violated the com-
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mandment against graven images. Temple coins bore only the
seven-branched candlestick or a palm branch, or a lily, or
Solomon's Temple.

A curly-haired Syrian sidled up to Joseph. "I
know the only honest money-changer in the Temple," he whis-
pered. :

"I got my Temple shekels long ago when a money-
changer came to my village," Joseph explained.

The Syrian kicked in rage. Small déalers had
cut into the Temple trade for years by setting up shop in
big towns before important feast days, but lately they had
been going to even small places, and all the yeer around .

A crafty man whose speech resembled that of
Jerusalem except for a queer accent tugged at Joseph's
sleeve. )

"Have you got your ticket?" he asked confi-
dentially.

"I don't need one," Joseph sald.

“Ahi A Calilean! You're lucky I found you,
my friend. Probably nobedy else in all this place could un-
derstand the lingo you talk."

"T know I don't talk like a Jerusalemite," Jo-
seph said meekly. "But .o "

"You think me a Jerusalemitel" The tout was de-
lighted. "How my accent must be improvingi" He dropped his

voice to & whisper. "The fact is, I'm a Jew from tgypt, Alex-

Ble-n A 1\

andria." Hi look deepened and he waved toward Solomon's

Porch where priests stood beside pens and cages which held
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sheep, cattle and birds all feeding in calm unawareness of im-
nminent death by sacrifice. "Of course, my poor friend, you
need a ticket!" He waved again toward the gorch. "Everybody
who sacrifices should do it by ticket. Yougbuy it from one of
those. But you need me. I can tell you where you can get the
best price."

"But ... " Joseph began again.,

"Now don't try to tell me, my poor, poor friend,
that you intend to bring your own sacrifice! Just imagine
thousands of sacrifi?as being brought by thousands of worship-
pers*wgﬁg mob f=Se=2wn would be so thick nobody'd
ever get up even to the Court of the Women, let alone higher.
Nobody with sense brings his own sacrifice. He just chooses
from the samples those priests are showing and buys a ticket
and hands the ticket to the proper priest at the Altar and the
priest makes a proper sacrifice from animals and birds that

=0 arigdTane)
are M as needed."

"I'm sorry," Joseph said, "but we don't need any
ticket. One of the Temple priests has already taken care of
our sacrifice."

The tout began to wail over time wasted when he
might have been elsewhere making an honest penny, but his com-
plaint was cut short andehesweswbrushed=mside—~by the returning
Levite.

Again there were two to shield Mary, this time
on the walk toward the elevation from which the golden Sanct-

uary looked down on the great court. The Levite led the way,

5
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but after only a few steps he stopped to stare.

"She never swings her dugs in here unless Herod
wants a thing," he said under his breath to Joseph. "What is
it now?"

"Who do you mean?" Joseph asked, and Mary, also,
looked around eundowsdys-

"Herod's sister!" the Levite sald scowling, and
concealing the movement in the folds of his robe waggled a
cautious thumb, el

A short distance off &Ssiome, herself shielded
by four anxious slaves, was flouncing through the crowds,

"So that," Joseph said, "is the princess of the
Idumeansi" For all her silks and jangling gold necklaces and
jeweled bracelets she looked more like a harridan up out of
the gutter, but she was a harridan who made him remember Vedius
Rusco's warning and he could not help a worried glance at Mary.

Mary was looking, gently, at g:i::;j' "I guess
that even a princess can't escape trouble," she said. "Be-
cause only trouble almost beyond bearing could make anyone
look like that."

The Levite scowled more darkly and angling away,
to take his charges farther from S-i'nn’led on to the massive
balustrade guarding the sanctuary elevation. Plaques at all
thirteen entrances warned simgmly in Creek, Hebrew, Latin,

Egyptian and Syrian:
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LET NO ALIEN ENTER WITHIN THE BALUSTRADE
AND EMBANKMENT ABOUT THE SANCTUARY «=
WHOEVER IS CAUGHT MAKES HIMSELF RESPON-
SIBLE FOR HIS DEATH WHICH WILL FOLLOW

Within the balustrade they faced the Temple

buildings, so elevated that from the Court of the Gentiles
necks had to crane if eyes were to see well, A high wall of=-
fered a second barrier and it was by this wall's gates that wor-
shippers reached the sanctuary proper. The Levite would have
taken them around to the Gate of the First-born.

"We'll use the Beautiful Gate," Joseph said, "You
must see it, Mary. Besides it lets directly into the Court of
the Women and the trumpet-chest to catech your purification pen~
nies is just inside and just behind is the gallery where you'!l
emm wvalt while I fulfill the redemption.”

They came to the Beautiful Gate -- two massive
doors of shining brass, four or five times as high as Mary's
home in Nagareth and three or four times as wide.

"It takes twenty men to swing those doors open
in the morning amd shut them at night," Joseph sald.

e S e S B ..

The gate stood at the top of broad, alternately
white and blue marble steps. They took off their sandals,
climbed, and passed through and Mary paused uncertainly be-
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cause there were thirteen trumpet-shaped chests, each guarded
by a severe, white-robed priest.
"What do I do now?" she whispered.
"Yours is the third one," Joseph said. "It's
[ atte Sheul D,
for purification fees only." Het;nunind.har akeek In encourage-

ment.

—feor—sin-offertnrs;hetf—feor—burat-ollenings. —

"I just drop my money in?" Mary whispered.

"Show it to the priest first," Joseph said.

"He may claim you could afford a lamb instead of Just turtle
doves, but I don't think soj and of course you know you'll never
see the doves Zacharias has picked out. Take the tigigﬁ? ;ii;s
you and wait in the gallery. The redemptlon ceremony won't keep
me aamg long. It's just two prayers and the payment. But it

is performed in the Court of the Priests and women aren't per-
mitted there so I'll have to take the baby. I give him to the
priest and the priest gives him back when I pay."

"He nursed just a little while ago," Mary said.
"He'll be as good as gold."

"You'll be all right in the gallery," Joseph
said., "It's a good place to watch. You can seec::g;P%'e men's
court clear to the Altar of Burnt Offerings. Hang onto the
ticket the priest gives you. You'll need it."

Mary hesitated. Over by the third trumpet the
priest was frowning in her direction. Joseph Fgggﬁgi her saeel
again.

“Now give me the boy. And don't let that sour-

face over by the trumpet bother youl"
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Mary gave a pat or two to the precious bundle

and handed it over. Joseph settled it in both arms, fearful
that one would not be safe enough.

"Will you watch until I'm in the gallery?" Mary
whispered.

n711]1 be right on this spot," Joseph promised.

Mary walked to the trumpet. Her gaze met the gaze
of the stern priest; and she saw that she had had no need to
worry. He hadn't been frowning at her at all. It was some-
thing else, maybe just the sun in his eyes. She dropped her
pennies, and the priest did not even hint that she could have
afforded a lamb. He gave her a ticket and she walked, smiling,
to the gallery and seated herself behind the lattice and smiled

more warmly as Joseph and her son went on their own errand.




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

"He didn't ery, did he?" Mary asked when Joséph
returned, still carrying in two careful arms, the son he had
redeemed with those long-guarded shekels.,

"Bona—didf—buégéot this one," Joseph said, giv-
ing the baby to Mary with a p;fr of relief. "Have you been
all rightev

"l've been fine. When I dropped the pennies into
that trumpet, I thought the priest was scowling at me. But he
wasn't,"

"Everybody in the Temple is scowling today," Jo=-
seph said. "I ran into Zacharias and he told me why. Listeni"™

Over the noises all around, even over the uproar
in the Court of the Gentiles, fresh shouting from the Tyropoeon
Valley buffeted the Temple, rising and falling and rising again
before it slowly died.

"Chariot races," Joseph said, "in Herod's amphi-
theatre. The Sanhedrin and the High Priest, too, protested
when Herod built the thing. They said that thousands betting,
cursing and shouting over gladiators and runners and charioteers so near

the Temples
(would be sacrilege. They've been protesting ever since. And
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whenever games are held all the priests scowl because they
feel Herod is deliberately insulting the Temple. And who
can blame them?"

"You told me once," Mary said, "that Herod
need not have been so hated in Israel; that he might almost
have been loved if he had been just a little kind. Why does
Herod find it so hard to be kind?"

Joseph shook his head. He might have an answer,
but it would be one involving ideas and the wording of ideas
did not come easily. Ideas did. Often he was full of ideas
about goodness, kindness, mercy, love and the faith which
Mary possessed in such abundance. But not the wording. He
found himself hoping that Mary's son might have such ideas
and the words, too. But as for himself! He flung out a hand.

"T remember & thing," he said haltingly. "Abi-
gail said it. She said it before she became David's wife. It
was when she fed and encouraged him. She said that the Lord
would make him 'a sure house,' because he fought for the Lord
and because evil was not found in him. But some kings never
have a sure house because they are evil and never fight for
the Lords I think Herod is such a king."

"Tt shouldn't be so hard for him to be a little
kind," Mary said.

"It's almost time for you to go," Joseph said.
The organ was beginning the hymn which called mothers to puri-
fication and trumpets were calling through the late afternoon.

"Tt's almost time for the incense to be lighted."
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"Tell me again just what I do," Mary whispered.

"Well, you cross the Court of the Women and
climb the steps up to the men's court and the gate opens
and you go in."

"Not into the ﬂhn's court!" Mary protested.

"Not exactly," Joseph smiled. "Just beyond the
gate is a wicket. It stops you. But you'll be close enough
to see everything that happens at the Golden Altar."

"I think I have it right," Mary whispered. "I
stand there with the baby and with all the other mothers and
their bables. And the trumpets blow and the organ plays and
the chorus sings and the priests chant and the incense 1s

\£0,

"That's alll" Joseph smiled. "And :;—seon—&s

the incense cloud % you are all through."

"But my tickety" Mary said. "I'll still have

scattered on the Golden Altar."

ny ticket."

"No you won't," Joseph laughed. "A station man
will take it from you as soon as you reach the wicket."

Mary smoothed down the baby's hair, and smoothed
her own braids and stood straight in her blue dress embroider-
ed in yellow.

The organ summoned loudly.

"You'd better hurry," Joseph said.

Mary drew her vell and walked across the blue,
rust-red and white marble of the Court of the Women. She held

her son proudly among the other mothers, young and old, and as
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she walked her serenity grew because her son had been given
to the Lord and received back from the Lord. She climbed to
the Court of Israel, the other mothers with her, their naked
feet whispering up the marble steps which now were cold in
the sunset chill,

A priest behind the opened gate smilaqf and a
station man, one of the lay representatives of the people,
sibnenany gestured each woman to a place. Mary found she
had a place in front and, just as Joseph had told her, a sta-
tion man took her ticket although not as though it were im-
portant. He dropped it into his pouch without so much as a
look.

Right up against the wicket Mary could see
everything, could rejoice that she was sharing everything.
And rejoice she did#. In the trumpets, the organ, the sing-
1n§JLo¥i$oo‘ the priestly banediction7 and finally the in-
cense floating above the Colden Altar. It was for her and
the other mothers that prayers now were floating in a fra-
grant cloud upward to the Lordé

As the cloud faded she smiled at the flaxen-
haired young mother who stood next.

"Wasn't it wonderful?"

"Wonderfull" The young woman sald. She was
hardly older than Mary. "It was worth the trip up from
Bethlehem and ten times more."

"Your baby behaved beautifully," Mary said.

They all retreated down to the Court of the
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"Simeon has sent for us," Joseph said, not try-

-

ing to conceal gratifications - = 3 é
-1 A - 2 Q0 - o7 W, — . - W -
: "Simeoni" )

It was a thing to be called by Simeon, that
Just old man who worshipped and prayed so constantly that
for his worship and his waiting for the Messiah a cell had
been set aside down in the bowels of the Temple!

Many cells, vaults and rooms had been chisel-
ed out of rock deep in the Temple's bowels. Safe ones for
the treasure of gold and silver. Huge ones for the stores
of wine, olive oil and grain. Dry ones for the making and
repairing of furniturq. Airy, warm ones for the Temple's 1li-
brary, five million scrolls, it was said, containing the wis-
dom of Judea from the beginning. There were scores of inter-
locking tunnels, one of which led even to Antonia.

Prpud to be called by Simeon, Joseph and Mary
followed the-lewste down a stairway into the murky under-
ground and, faeling as though they had entered another world,

! hurried along a tunnel dimly 1it by occasional wall-lamps. It

‘ was so narrow that Mary kept her elbows spread lest a ragged

‘ finger of rock reach out from thé wall and hurt the baby. As
they hurried they were brushed by a hurrying priest. Their
tunnel was the one leading to the Fortress. The return of
the priestly vestments was a shame which had to be kept from
as many as possible.

Bhe-bovibe stopped before a door. "Here is
2 achare, as,
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Simeon," he said and left them.
0=0

They went in diffidently, Mary first. As she
entered, the baby stirred and blinked. It was a very small
cell, lighted by a lamp and an overhead grating. It was
furnished with a mattress and a blanket. And Simeon was a
very small old man.

All men and women, if they live long enough,
come finally to those years which erase sex, temperament,
even humors. They are not old people. They are merely old,
On first sight they have no more identity than crumpled pa-
pers left so long out in the weather that all original
markings have been scoured off. They are only tracks left
in the dust by Time's trailing finger. S8imeon was such a
crumpled paper, such a track. Above his dry, thin body his
face was only two tiny bright buttons among tangled vwrinkles,
a bare suggestion of nose, ears worn almost to vanishing and
a mouth almost sunken out of sight.

And yet, even on such crumpled papers, even in
the least of Time's trailing tracks, something may be read.
There is that which, on second sight, reveals the true self,
a character which shines through. Looking closer we do not
say as we had said at first, "The poor, poor old!" With a
sense of triumphant ﬁziiiééiiln we say, "Why, here is virtuel
Here 1s goodnessl" or, sometimes, "Here is beauty!"

As Simeon took three short stiff steps -~ he
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needed no more to cross his cell -- Mary said to herself,

This is truly a good man. And Joseph said, Isaiah must hav

looked like this when he called on our people to walk in the

light of the Lord.
Mary gave the baby into Simeon's arms. He did

not take but only received, and he looked down, and the baby
blinkeé:gt him,

Then Simeon turned his eyes upward as though
the grating had been a window facing Jerusalem, or even
Heaven., '

"Lord," he said, “now lettest thou thy servant
: J
&SS— n -

depart in peace." He fell silent and ko-ﬁd-l-!ary and—gosTph ua;iza;g

S e
m-u-e-w'd‘rew an old man's breath, inhaling in slow

stages as though each was the last his strength could manage.

"According to thy word," he said, and paused
again.

"For mine eyes have seen thy salvation," he
went on, "which thou hast prepared before the face of all peo-
ple; a light to lighten the Gentiles and the glory of thy peo-
ple Israel."

Mary looked at Joseph who put his hand on her
arm.

Simeon turned toward them and raised his
wrinkled old hand, and gave them a blessing and then he said
to Mary, "Behold, this child is set for the fall and rising
again of many in Israel, and for a sign that shall be spoken

against.”
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Mary was,stlll, and the old man leaned forward
looking at her clesely with his bright old eyes.

"And a sword shall pierce through thy own soul
also," he said. do not know, Mary thought, what he means.

if 8 eally 1s pierced, Joseph will help me and
eph is not ' a 0 do the best an a-
lone., And the Lord will help me always!#

Simon said something more, about the thoughts
out of many hearts being revealed, and he gave the baby back.
Mary pressed the warm bundle against her heart.

Outside, in the tunnel, another step sounded
and Anna came into the cell. At first Joseph saw only something
like a crumpled paper, long out in the weather, but then he
thought: Here is beauty!

Anna had had great beauty and its halo remained.
She was of the tribe of Asher whose women always had been the
most beautiful in Israel, the only ones entirely worthy to be
the brides of kingsy and among her generation she had been the
most beautiful GEFTiw

She looked at the child in Mary's arms, and she

too gave thanks, as Simon had done, unto the Lord.

0=0
A

Another step grew plain, ahurrying step.

E},
"Joseph! "

Zacharias bustled in behind that heartily salt-

ed and peppered beard.
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"You have spoken with them?" he said to Simeon.

"And you?" he looked to Anna.

"Yes!" Anna said. Her voice was the heistEe

snapping of a thin, dry reed.

"I +¢s " Zacharias was apologetic, "I must take

them away."

"We have spoken with them," Simeon gave per-
1

mission,

"Will you come?" Zacharias said to Joseph.

"Yes, but ... "

"We must hu.rry!“ P52 S v v il

I'1ll carry the boy," Joseph said to Mary.

Almost pushed by Zacharias they gave quick, embar-

rassed nods to the old pair, in apology for the precipitate de-

parture.

Out in the tunnel Joseph would have turned back

toward the stairway.

Hﬂry.

"Not that way!" Zacharias said. He looked to
"Do you thihk the baby can be kept from crying?"
but to make sure have her son
"Of course," Mary said;)au_ @i Lir her breast.
"We must be very quiegj" Zacharias said,
"What 1s this all about, Zacharias?" Joseph asked,

"I'm not sure, not really. Except that Herod is

hehind it."

Mary moved closer to Joseph until she could touch

the rough sleeve around his hard arm.



"Herod?" Joseph sald. ‘("‘
Vi
"Well, his sister! His hag of a sister,
is stopping to talk with some of the mothers coming out
of the Temple."

"You're not taking us to her?"

"Of course not!" Zacharias wes-twSlmeriormios

m_ﬁﬁ:ﬁmd a hoot of laughter. "Imagine

what Elizabeth would say if I d4idl"

"Where are we going?"

"A little ahead this tunnel branches off and the
branch leads down to a house in the Street of the Candlemakers.
You can leave that after dark and be just a family going home
like hundreds more."

They heard steps far behind wiggm as they came to
the entrance of the branch tunnel, then voices.

"Keep going!" Zacharias whispered. ““Sumes He
looked back. "That was the hag! I couldn't foﬂrget her voice.
Does she dare dome down here to trouble Simeon, endshnnes® He

urged them along the descending level. ’
V% Wo [raen,
“Rriop-—is-atitd ;;herehthe Levite . "

Mary whispered to Joseph.

A T \ i Jestbl al
% o chLoulﬁ' Wnwa, ?"éan you get us a donkey, Zacharias?" Jesepir™
Fe 2 Tu
"I'll get your own animal," Zacharias said.

"And you'll be out of Jerusalem in no time."

0=0
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S},efﬁ.\.{x .:_,{_ Above in the Court of the Priests the long day re

”Jwas ending. At the washing place behind the Altar of Burnt
Offerings priests were beginning to scrub tired hands and
aching feet and the clean-up crew was sloshing water over
stained marble tables and the floor. The final contingent
of worshippers began to drift back to the Court of the Cen-
tiles, tired fathers, mothers, babies, The touts tried for
no more profits but instead stood in nooks counting their
day's gain. The money-changers, each by his own column, clos-
ed their coffers, awaited the arrival of porters and guards.
Beggars sifted slowly through the crowd.

High on the four hundred and fifty foot watch-

tover a white-clad Levite raised a golden trumpet and hlew a

lonely twilight note.
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