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TWO THIEVES

1
“Jerusalem, 2 AD; The Terror”
The smell of dirt and fresh blood mixed with the scream of the
victims and the gasps of the crowd. The whips lashed out again and again
as red spatters and bits of torn flesh hit the ground, creating small puffs of
dust that rose into the air. A flock of vultures danced in the air above the
smell of the carnage.

“Make an example of them!” the young Pharisee hissed as the
whips with pieces of sharpened bone and broken pottery woven into them
became red and wet. A sadistic grin played at the corners of his mouth as
he thought to himself, This will teach an unforgettable lesson to any of
Israel who do not pay the temple tax!” He faced the crowd, raised his
hands and proclaimed in a loud voice, “Those who do not pay the tax rob
HaShem, according to the prophet Malachi…they must be punished!”
The crowd was horrified; especially Emoonah, the young wife of
one of the bloodied men hanging by his wrists from an overhead beam.
With every stroke of the whip, she cried out in agony as if she were the one
receiving the stripes. Tears flooded her eyes and rolled down her face onto
the head of her small son, Elkanah, whom she clutched close to her body.
“Please,” she begged through her sobbing. “We have no money...no crop to
bring...NO FOOD...NOTHING! WE CANNOT PAY THE TAX!”

“The excuse of the indolent; nothing more!” jeered Caiaphas
through lips so thin and twisted that the sneer of disdain he always wore
was locked into them. He was a thin, almost gaunt man with a long face, a
stringy beard and bushy eyebrows. He had a small, pointy nose and close‐
set black eyes that were as cold as his heart. His olive skin was greasy and
he had an appearance of always looking dirty. He was dressed in the
traditional Pharisaical uniform, but on him it hung like a bed sheet on a
pole.
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He walked just slightly hunched over, as if something heavy was
resting on his shoulders. His posture was acquired from years of bowing
and scraping to the older Pharisees. He coveted their positions and worked
hard to win their favor in any way he could. Unconcerned for anyone but
himself, any scruples or sign of morality were unnecessary.
He always had some sort of device to put himself in their sight.
This time his plan was to increase the funds for the construction of the
temple. If he could decrease the time it was taking to build it, he knew he
could position himself to inherit a high office once one of the elders went
on to meet HaShem.
Emoonah felt as if she would faint; if not from the anxiety of seeing
her husband whipped, then at least from hunger. She was not yet twenty
and thin beyond her small frame. Her long, wavy hair, once lustrous, was
now a little sparse and brittle from malnutrition. Her coffee‐colored skin
was dry and was starting to prematurely wrinkle. Her large, dark eyes
were swollen from crying. Her full lips, once soft and supple, were cracked
and dry. The tattered dress she wore was patched and patched again; the
color faded, the fabric worn out.
Her eyes grew wide in disbelief as, all of a sudden, the body of her
husband began to lurch and shake. As he started to gasp and turn a ghostly
pale, Caiaphas raised his hand and the punishment stopped. He ordered
the man cut down. As her husband hit the ground in a puddle of his own
blood, his bonds fell free as he gasped; his chest quaking and gulping for
air. In moments he was gone.

“HaShem has spoken!” Caiaphas announced. “He has taken this
thief to the pit of Sheol to suffer for his crime against the Law of Moses!”
As if her agony was not yet complete, the young wife, now
widowed, realized what was coming next. She turned and started to run as
Caiaphas declared, “His seed must be eradicated from the face of the
earth!” Looking back over her shoulder toward the now‐advancing mob of
soldiers, she raced with what little she had in her toward the only hiding
place anywhere close: the partially built temple. She clutched Elkanah, her
small, gangly son close to her as she ran.

2

TWO THIEVES

Dodging between rough‐hewn beams and partially built walls, she
crouched behind a tall pile of earth that sat next to a huge hole—a freshly
dug basement room lined with thick stone. For a moment, she wondered
what in the world that could be for, but only for a moment. She quickly
went back to looking for a place to hide.
As she listened for the voices of those pursuing her, she heard one
of the officers in charge yell to the cadre of guards, “Split up! Find that ——
——— woman and her spawn and bring them to me!” She knew that
unless she found somewhere to hide they would find her and her son and
once they did, they would surely kill the both of them.
She ran, crouched over, down a hall where no one had yet gone.
Looking back over her shoulder for the mob, her foot struck a stone and she
fell in an anxious heap. The boy started to cry from fear and the shock of
his mother’s weight falling on him. Clamping a hand over the frightened
child’s mouth, she stayed perfectly still and listened.
Loud footsteps from the approaching soldiers were coming nearer
as they closed in on the sounds echoing through the construction. She
struggled to her feet and attempted to hush the boy as she looked for
somewhere else to hide. Seeing nothing close, she took off toward a tunnel
of daylight she saw behind a half‐built wall.
Almost rounding the corner, she poked her head into the rapidly
diminishing daylight. The sun was now low in the sky. Soon it would be
dark and Shabbat would start. No one would be looking for her because no
one could work on HaShem’s holy day of rest.
She ran across a small courtyard toward another doorway in a
started wall just as a group of soldiers appeared. One of them pointed in
her direction shouted, “Over there!” They turned and ran at full speed
toward her.
Ducking through the doorway, she frantically looked all around
her only to see even more doorways and halls. Something told her to take
the hallway to her left. Puzzled as she was, that’s what she did.
The soldiers took the center path. A small, fragile smile came to
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Emoonah’s lips as she quietly made her way down the torch‐lit hall,
listening for footsteps as she went. The sounds of more approaching
soldiers up ahead and around one of the corners caused her to stop short.
Panicked, she felt she had nowhere to go. If she went ahead there
were soldiers and there were more now behind her down the hallway. She
had never been so scared! Not knowing what else to do, she looked for her
salvation the only way she knew how—in prayer. “HaShem” she cried, “I
don’t why you have allowed this terrible thing to happen to us, but please,
help my baby and me!”
As if by providence, she heard the sound of fire being struck. A
dim light appeared under the door next to her shoulder. Without thinking,
she opened it, stepped in and turned to shut it, relieved that at least for a
time, she was safe, or so she thought.
Turning back to the inside of the small room, her mouth dropped
open. Before her terrified eyes there stood a Pharisee framed in front of a
narrow slot the wall that passed for a window; the orange light from the
setting sun grew weaker as the flame in a battered oil lamp climbed on the
glowing wick. Of all rooms to go into—the quarters of a Pharisee! Her lips
trembled as she tried to speak, but nothing came out—nothing at all.

“My child,” he asked tenderly. “What are you doing here…do you
not know that your presence in this building is unlawful?” The look of fear
on Emoonah’s face stopped him. He became concerned and curious.

“Daughter, what is wrong?”
It was then that she noticed his kindness and heard real
compassion in his voice. He was a very stocky man, built like a tree stump;
not tall, but not short either. His Pharisaical robes were clean and white. A
full face and a black curly beard framed gentle, inquisitive eyes—eyes that
spoke of love and safety.
She exploded in tears as everything came out; their poverty, the
whipping, the death of her husband, the running for their lives. All her
personal agony flooded out, mixed with crying and sobbing that seemed to
be too much to come from only one person. Her small thin body shook with
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grief and pain.
With a look of disgust on his face, the Pharisee stated coldly, “It
seems that Caiaphas is adding to the Law of Moses again…”
The faint noises of far away movement started to come to their
ears. The Pharisee spoke hurriedly and very softly. “Daughter, you must
leave Jerusalem right away, or they will most assuredly kill you and your
child! Do you have anyone you could escape to—perhaps family not living
here?”
Thinking quickly, she whispered through her sobs. “I have a cousin
in Nazareth... But how would we get there? We have no money. We were
too poor even to pay the temple tax!”
The Pharisee moved quickly to a nearby table and reached into an
old but ornately carved box. He took out eight silver coins and handed
them to the young widow, as the sounds of approaching soldiers grew
louder. “This will get you to Nazareth and give you some living expenses
until you can find your cousin.” They both knew that the soldiers would
see the light in the room, and soon find them. The footsteps of many men
grew louder.

“They are almost outside the door ... and there’s no other way out!”
the widow gasped.
The Pharisee grabbed her by the arm and quickly moved to an
empty wall. He reached out and pushed on a rough brick that protruded a
slight bit from the hand‐made wall. It swung open, leaving a semicircle in
the dirt floor. “This passage leads to a tunnel that goes out past the city
wall.”
He continued, as he looked over his shoulder every couple of
seconds, “When you get beyond it, turn to the west—toward the hills.
“There is a caravan of magi that arrived this morning from the wilderness.
At first light they will be crossing the mountains and then turning north. I
believe they will pass through or at least by Nazareth.”
The widow responded with confusion. “What is a magi? How will
I know them?”
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The Pharisee replied, “The magi are learned men … men of science.
There are no wiser men in the entire East. You will know them by their
caravan. It is long and very ornate with, carving and symbols unlike
anything you have seen before.”
The Pharisee grew solemn as he continued, “This trip will be
dangerous and very hard. The magi mean to move quickly. They flee from
the dog Herod.” As the name left his lips, his face twisted into a disgusted
grimace, as if he had just smelled something rotten.

“They hold a secret found in Bethlehem many months ago. If they
are discovered, it could mean their death. Tell their leader, Jamal that you
were sent by Nicodemus, but use caution, my child. The way to their camp
is filled with bandits and worse. It will be dangerous. But if you don’t go
…” he said, his voice dying off.
His tone changed from urgency to one of comfort as he ushered her
though the opening. “May HaShem cause His face to shine upon you!” he
whispered as he pushed again on the brick and the wall swung shut.
The Pharisee sighed with relief as he heard the soldiers start to
open the door, but as he looked toward the passage in the wall he gasped at
the semicircle‐shaped ridge of dirt still on the floor. He grabbed a broom
and was sweeping it away just as Caiaphas, followed by the soldiers, came
through the door.

“Am I not worthy of the respect of knocking before entering my
chambers, Caiaphas?”

“I have no respect for those who violate Shabbat, Nicodemus!”
Caiaphas sneered as he pointed to the broom in Nicodemus’s hand.

“Oh!” Nicodemus exclaimed in mock surprise, “Is the sun
completely down already? I must offer supplications to HaShem!” he
concluded as he placed the broom back in its corner and started out the
door.

“Just a moment, Nicodemus.” a stiff arm shot across the doorway
as Caiaphas slowly inquired through his sneer, “There was a young woman
with a child; have you seen them? We have searched everywhere on the
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temple grounds … except this room!” There was a tone of accusation as
Caiaphas glared at the older Pharisee.

“My good Caiaphas,” he answered. “If there was a woman in my
chambers, where would she be? Under my bed?” Nicodemus asked with
amusement as he pointed to a cot too small for a bug to hide under. “Where
would she have gone? Out this small window?” Now amused to the point
of glee as he motioned to the slot, “or perhaps through the wall?”
Nicodemus said as he slowly passed Caiaphas and left the room.
Caiaphas looked with contempt at Nicodemus’s back as he left. He
walked slowly around the room as he thought to himself, Where indeed?
He noticed the dirt floor had been swept only by that one wall and
that the sweeping was weird and irregular. Perhaps Nicodemus had not
had the time to finish cleaning the room properly. If it was not Shabbat he
might have had time to do a better job, but…
Something bothered him. Nicodemus was a very devout man;
given to many fastings and days and nights of prayer. It was assumed that
he was very close to HaShem and it was said that he could hear His voice
very clearly—more clearly than most. Surely he would know that the sun
had already gone down under the horizon, even if it was only minutes ago.
Yes, It was indeed troublesome. Caiaphas thought, but that would have to
wait; he had no time for this now, the woman and her child must be found!
Hearing the conversation on the other side of the wall, the
Emoonah stood motionless, gripped with fear. Although her panic had
lessened, she was still frozen with anxiety as she listened with her hand
clamped over young Elkanah’s mouth. Should she start now? Should she
wait? If so, for how long? She felt everything tighten within her. Her heart
beat hard as she cried out silently to HaShem. “Lord,” she whispered,
“What shall I do?” For a long second she heard nothing. “Lord … ” she
whispered again; this time with a desperation she hadn’t known before “I
don’t know what to do! Please help us!“
A forgotten tune drifted into her mind as though it had been placed
there by the hand of HaShem Himself. “To you, O Lord, I lift up my soul.
Oh my God, I trust in you; Let me not be ashamed; Let not my enemies

7

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

triumph over me. Indeed, let no one who waits on You be ashamed; Let
those be ashamed who deal treacherously without cause. Show me Your
ways, O Lord; Teach me Your paths. Lead me in Your truth and teach me,
For You are the God of my salvation. On you I wait all the day.”
It was part of a Psalm. She hadn’t thought of it in years, but now it
brought a strange comfort and direction. She sat down with her son and
leaned spent against the wall, rocking him back and forth until both their
bodies became loose and relaxed. She would wait until the moon dipped
below the horizon and the sky went completely dark. Only then they
would make their way outside and head for the caravan. As she twisted the
coins into the sash around her waist, she thanked HaShem for His counsel
and prayed that they would not be late.
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2
“Anger”
Emoonah woke with a start and frantically realized that they had
fallen asleep. She pulled her half‐awake son to his small feet and said,
“Come, Elkanah!” as they hurried toward the mouth of the tunnel.
She had taken no more than two dozen steps when the boy uttered
the only words she had heard him speak since the guards arrested her
husband. “Mama, what’s ind’lent?”
She stopped, bent down and turned him around to look her son in
the face. A single tear left her eye as she asked, “Do you mean indolent?”
His head bobbed slowly up and down.

“Where did you hear that word?” she asked him even though she
already knew.

“That fara’see that killed Papa said we were ind’lent. What does
that mean, Mama?”
The widow looked her son square in the face and with a firm but
loving tone in her voice said in no uncertain terms “I want you to listen
very carefully Elkanah, alright?”
Her little boy nodded again.

“Indolent means lazy and shiftless. It means you would rather sit
around or sleep and do nothing instead of work. You remember our farm
and how hard we all worked to try to bring a little food out of that useless
plot of dirt?”
Once more, Elkanah nodded.
Emoonah could feel herself getting angry now and her voice went
up another octave as she continued. The boy looked anxious as she spoke.
“Your papa worked very hard day after miserable day and sometimes long
into the night. Does that seem lazy or shiftless to you?”
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Elkanah shook his head hard. Looking into his eyes, she realized
that she was scaring the boy. She calmed down immediately, took a deep
breath and released it slowly.
She smiled warmly and said to him in a mild, but firm tone, “Those
Pharisees were wrong about us and about your papa—especially Caiaphas.
We have always worked very hard and have continuously given
generously to HaShem. Your father died from that whipping because he
was weak from not eating regularly. We both gave most of our food to you,
so you would grow up healthy and strong. Your father loved you and
loved HaShem very much. I am sure they are together now.”
She managed a weak smile through the sorrow in her heart and
pulled the boy close to her. Lifting him into her arms she told him, “We
must try to get to the Magi’s caravan now.” Nestled in his mother’s arms as
she carried him, a single thought wandered through his small head: was
the weakness that caused his father’s death his fault?
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3
“Escape”
The warm breath from their nostrils turned to steam in the cold
night as Emoonah and little Elkanah emerged partially from the small
opening that was the mouth of the tunnel. Crickets chirped and night
animals moved within the darkened landscape making eerie sounds that
added to the anxiousness in her heart. She hushed her son and listened
hard for any sound that might speak of danger as she stared into the
darkness looking for any movement. Shivering against the cold and fear of
discovery, they wandered slowly into the uncertain landscape.
The hills, silhouetted against the star‐lit sky, seemed so far away. It
was the third watch and morning was coming soon. How would they get to
the Magi’s caravan in time? The city wall was to their backs as they entered
the woods and were out of direct sight of anyone that might still be
searching for them.
As dark as it was in the moonless night, it was worse in the woods.
They stumbled over half exposed roots; they ran into bushes and boulders.
Time was moving fast now and it was running out as they approached the
end of a stand of trees.
As they entered a small clearing a shadowy figure appeared
directly in their path. A low, menacing laugh rang in her ears as Emoonah
grabbed her son up into her arms and spun around only to find another
laughing phantom. “We have luck tonight, Amir!” one of the dark figures
announced as he encircled them with rough cords. “These two should fetch
a price on the block at Tyre.”
The widow’s mind screamed, Slavers…NO!

“How are you tonight, fair one?” Asked the one called Amir. He
was a tall, scrawny man with huge eyes and bad teeth. The hair of his beard
was as wispy and thin as he was. He wore a dirty brown turban and robe
so filthy the color was unknowable. He stunk from not often bathing and
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long days of sweat.

“She looks lonely, doesn’t she, Hadad? I think she needs some
company!”
Hadad nodded with an evil grin. He had a big pointy nose like the
beak of a crane. He sort of looked like a bird with his widely spaced eyes
and long, thin‐lipped mouth. His head bobbed up and down on a tall
skinny neck, completing the allusion. He was greasy, dirty and smelled
even worse than his friend.
They laughed as they drug her down. The boy was now crying and
pleading for his mother as she begged them not to harm him.

“Harm a little boy, fair one? Why, we would never do that, would
we, Amir? That is, as long as you don’t make any noise…” Hadad
whispered as he fingered her garment. She felt hot breath on her neck and
it smelled bad. Her skirts were being lifted up and callused hands started to
part her legs. Her son became completely silent. All of a sudden, as if by an
unseen force, both men were lifted off her and thrown at least ten feet
away.
The “force” was no longer unseen as the sun broke over the
mountain crest. Illuminated in the small clearing stood the largest man she
had ever seen! He must have been almost eight feet tall and was as wide as
three of the burly temple guards. He wore a gold turban as though he was a
king. A shock of black wiry hair stuck out from beneath it in all directions,
blending with the explosion of coarse hair that was his beard. Small, beady
eyes fell to either side of a large, hawk‐like nose. His menacing grin was
missing teeth and looked more like a battered fence than a smile. His
colorful robes where horizontal stripes of red, green and gold. It looked as
if a tent had been altered to fit him.
As he glared at Amir and Hadad he grumbled angrily, “What have
you two idiots been told about spoiling the merchandise?”

“Have mercy on us, Osama!” Hadad pleaded.
“Yes … please, O mighty one!” Amir added. “It’s been untold
months since we have been with a woman! Do not be angry … please!” he
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groveled.

“I will not warn you again. Instead, I will crack your heads open to
see if they are as empty as I think they are!” Osama warned with menace in
his low voice.
He looked down on the tightly bound woman, and at her
whimpering son. Seeing the boy, the menace on his face turned to softness.
“Hello, little one…you don’t have to be afraid of me,” he muttered
smoothly as he picked him up in arms like tree trunks.
Osama dried Elkanah’s tears with the sleeve of his colorful robe as
he grumbled at Amir and Hadad, “Untie her and be quick about it!”
The two jumped to the task as if struck by lightning. “Yes, Osama,
Yes … ” responded Hadad.

“Right away … right away!” chimed in Amir.
Before Emoonah knew it, she was free and being gently lifted to her
feet by the two frightened men. As they walked toward their camp, hope
for reaching the caravan drifted away like smoke from a dying fire.
Osama gently carried the boy cooing and speaking sweetly to him.
Emoonah felt a strange uneasiness. Something about Osama bothered her.

“Please, give me my boy” she softly pleaded.
With that, Osama spun around with fire in his squinting eyes. He
strode toward her and grabbed her tiny face in a huge, rough hand. “If you
ever speak to me without being spoken to again ...” his voice trailing off
with ominous intent. “Slaves own nothing. The boy is mine now!” he
snarled at her with a wicked, filthy smile she had seen on the face of few
men. Her heart was in her throat as she realized what Osama was.
Tears welled up in her eyes as she silently called out to HaShem,
Oh Lord, please save us both. Don’t let him do anything to my son!

“Bring her!” Osama growled as his two lackeys stood silently
prepared to do his bidding.

“Yes, yes, O mighty one,” groveled Hadad.
Amir joined in with, “Right away. Yes, right away!”
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Just as they were about to grab her, Emoonah pushed Hadad hard
into Amir and they fell like dominos. She took a couple of running steps
and jumped on Osama from the back. A small “Oof” escaped her lips as she
hit something hard on his body, but she didn’t have time to think about
what it might be.
Her first impulse was to strangle him so she tried to wrap her small
hands around his throat, but his neck was like a tree trunk.
By now Amir and Hadad were stumbling to their feet while Osama
was trying to reach around and grab her. He spun around yelling at the
hapless pair, but only succeeded in using Emoonah’s legs to knock them
down again. They fell back and stumbled over each other, their legs flailing
and kicking.
With her plan to strangle Osama failing, she hooked her arm
around his neck and started beating him about the head and shoulder. She
grabbed his ear and hung from it. A well‐placed thumb in Osama’s eye
caused a howl of pain, just as the legs of his two “helpers” entangled with
his own. Stumbling, Osama dropped the boy and as he hit the ground,
Emoonah jumped from his huge back and scooped her son up taking off at
a dead run toward a hole in the bushes. She jumped in like rabbit and
crawled as fast as she could, as far back as possible.
She stopped for a moment to think, but it was a moment too long.
A huge a hand reached through the top of the hedge and grabbed her by
the shoulder.
Osama lifted her though the top of the bush partly tearing her
threadbare dress. As she was moved away from the shrubbery and over
solid ground, Emoonah bit Osama on the hand as hard as she could and
hung on while he vainly tried to shake her off. He yelled out in pain and
disbelief. The young widow was bound and determined to free herself and
her son from the clutches of this pervert and his gang.
Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a flash of a brightly colored
sleeve, a burst of white light, then deep darkness
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Emoonah awoke to a feeling of moisture and her gradually clearing
eyes beheld an old woman mopping her brow with a cool, wet cloth. She
bolted upright, but a stabbing pain in her head brought right back down
again. She felt as if she would throw up.

“Careful child, you could be hurt worse than you think! Osama
doesn’t know his own strength.” The old woman harshly warned her.
Emoonah heard a far‐away voice ask, “Who are you?” The distant
voice came from her own lips. She was surprised by it.

“My name is Mara. These thieves have enslaved me for many
years. If you want to stay alive, be silent and to do as you’re told,” she
continued. “You need to have some water,” Mara said as she slowly lifted
the widow’s head and brought a beat‐up wooden cup to her lips.
The water tasted good, but it made her empty stomach angry. She
felt a wave of heat and a cold sweat form on her forehead. She fell back as
she started to retch; Mara put the freshly wrung cloth back over her eyes
and her nausea ceased.
Emoonah heard Mara sternly ask, “When was the last time you
ate?” Trying to remember through her cloudy head, she answered “I do not
know—I think the day before yesterday or maybe the day before that ... I
think I had a small bit of food...” her voice trailing off into a sleepy silence.
Mara put a firm hand on her shoulder and gave her a jostle. “Wake
up,” she muttered strictly. “We’ll be moving soon and you’ll die if you
don’t eat. Drink some of this.” Mara’s grizzled hand lifted her up to a semi‐
seated position while her other hand sharply pulled the rapidly drying
cloth off the widow’s brow. A chipped bowl of thin broth was put to her
lips.
The widow looked up from the bowl to clearly see her benefactor
for the first time. Mara was grizzled, but she really wasn’t that old. Her
dark, wrinkled skin and harsh manner were from years of abuse by the
slavers who held her. She had a deep anger that masked any hint of
softness that might be mistaken for weakness.
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Her wiry, graying hair was wrapped with a makeshift turban made
of coarse, worn‐out fabric. The many layers of robe she wore were made of
a segment of a dress here, a scarf there and whatever else was usable, all
sewn together as best as she could in a fast‐moving caravan of slavers and
thieves.
Her dark eyes were tired, red and a little sunken. Her nose seemed
too small for her face and her teeth were worn from a diet rich with sand
from the desert winds. She was stocky, but still appeared a little frail from
never really getting enough food.

“Eat this … and quickly!” Mara growled. “I saved it from breakfast
when I saw them drag you in.” She handed the widow a piece of flatbread
and a few small dried figs. Don’t let them see you. Osama was livid when
he dropped you at my feet. I think he wants you dead.”
Memories of their encounter started to come back to Emoonah as
she thought of Osama. She stuffed the food into her mouth and chased it
down with the broth. “Do you know what they did with my son?” she
asked with a voice full of fear.

“Best you worry about yourself right now,” Mara answered. “If
you die, your son will be Osama’s slave until he grows up and another
smaller boy is found to take his place. Then Osama will ‘silence’ him.”
The widow’s worst fears were now confirmed. She gasped with
horror and again she felt as if she would throw up. Her face became as
white bone. She frantically asked, “Then it’s true? Osama plans to …”
Mara cut her off. “Just as he does to all the small boys he kidnaps,”
Mara stated sadly, but in a no‐nonsense manner.
Emoonah groaned from deep within her and looked to the sky
pleading, “HaShem, please do not allow this horrible thing to happen!
Please let them have me instead!” Tears again exploded from her eyes. She
fell forward onto her belly spilling the broth and scattering what was left of
the rest of the food that was given to her.
Mara was indignant. “Be careful, you fool! None of us know when
we will eat again!”
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Seeing Emoonah’s grief, Mara softened her tone slightly as she
continued, “I’m sorry for your son, but we must look after ourselves first.
You have prayed to your God, now trust Him.”
Emoonah looked up in confusion. Of all the places to find comfort,
she thought. This slave had more faith in HaShem than she did and Mara
looked to be a Samaritan; not even Hebrew. It was then that a familiar
passage came to her, a proverb of Solomon: “Trust in the Lord with all your
heart and lean not on your own understanding; in all your ways
acknowledge Him, and He will make your paths straight.” The widow
decided right then to pray to HaShem and ask daily for the release of them
both until the Lord granted them freedom.
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4
“Rescue”
The days were long and hard as the caravan moved slowly across
the wilderness. It was hot and dusty and although food and water were
scarce and Emoonah felt weak, she was strangely at peace. All the day she
prayed and gave supplications to HaShem, knowing in her heart that He
was waiting for just the right moment to free her son and herself.
She would sometimes see Osama on his camel riding with her son
on his lap. When Osama would see her, he would pull the boy close and
kiss him on the face or ear. She was revolted by such a disgusting display,
and would beseech HaShem on her son’s behalf all the while. She noticed
that the boy seemed angry and sullen, but that only made her pray even
harder.
When night would fall she would listen for any sound of Elkanah
crying, but would never hear anything. For this she would praise HaShem
until she would fall into a deep, but fitful sleep.
Day after endless day passed when all of a sudden, a call went
through the line of slavers and thieves. Quickly spoken Arabic, Hebrew
and Aramaic phrases flew though the air as a tension and excitement grew.

“What’s going on?” Emoonah asked the man she was tied behind.
He was weak from thirst and hunger. He stumbled and almost fell
as he turned to her. When he righted himself, he gasped out, “There’s a
merchant caravan on the other side of these dunes in the next small valley.
These dogs intend to attack it.”
They were led to a grove of acacias and their ropes and chains were
quickly transferred from the horses and camels that pulled them along to
the trunks of the thin trees. A strategy meeting was assembled and just as
quickly dismissed as the ragtag band of mercenaries mounted their beasts,
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pulled their weapons and rode off whooping and hollering toward the
merchant caravan.
Emoonah and everyone else in the grove wondered what would
become of this. She prayed that Osama and his band of cutthroats would all
die!

The long line of camels traveling two by two raised a cloud of dust
that could be seen for miles. It broke in the middle to enclose several
wagons, large and small, and a few ornate carriages. The atmosphere was
light and pleasant. The conversation was joyous as they spoke of the
blessing they had found.

“Do you think it is really true, Father? Do you think that little boy
really was Messiah?” Young Rashid asked excitedly almost bouncing out of
the regal carriage his Father and he rode in. He was a bright, almost
precocious boy; wise beyond his years and showing the kindness of one
who had been through much sorrow. After the death of his mother, the
relationship between his father and himself grew to an inseparable bond.
They did everything together.
Well liked by all, even at the tender age of ten, his expressive
brown eyes, long lashes and big smile made him a favorite of the wives of
the other magi. They doted over him and even dressed him in the richly
embroidered silks of the Persian royal science court. His jacket was a light,
shiny green with gold thread and buttons. The robes he wore were white
and flowing. His white and blue turban was large for a boy of his size and
made his head appear much bigger than it was. It always made his father
smile.

“I do!” Jamal answered happily. “Remember my son—I had that
dream that we were not to return to Herod, but to go another way home.
Many troops that were sent after us. We saw them several times…and
many different ones! They seemed not to see us and yet, they were too close
not to have. We are under the protection of their God, I have no doubt of it,
Rashid! We have been chosen to bring this good news to the East and
HaShem is making sure His plan prevails.”
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Jamal was jubilant. He still remembered the eyes of the toddler
Y’shua. There was something inside the boy that was vastly different,
mysterious and a little frightening. He had never felt anything like it in all
the years he had been a magi.
Jamal’s father had also been a magi and so had his father and his
father’s father. Now starting to show a little age, as well as the wisdom of
his fathers, he was gaining the respect due him. He was a tall, handsome
man of twenty‐eight with shiny black hair and a long black beard.
Rashid and he looked as if they could have been brothers instead of
father and son. Their appearance was so much alike, they were even
dressed the same. Jamal knew he would one day grow to be a great magi;
highly learned, sharp‐witted and ethical to a fault, just as he had striven to
be.
Jamal heard the sound of fast‐moving camel hooves as he saw one
of the scouts ride quickly from across the valley. Clouds of dust rose
around him. From the scout’s lips rushed, “O glorious Magi, live forever!”
Jamal nodded and asked, “What is it?”

“We are about to be attacked by a large band of renegades,” the
rider replied.
Jamal stood up in the carriage and surveyed the oncoming
attackers. “Horns of the bull,” he instructed and sat back down.

“Father, I’m afraid!” Rashid said with a tremble in his voice.
“Do not be, my son. Watch what superior wisdom and knowledge
will do.”
The thieves army rode en masse down a sand dune at top speed
and was bearing down on the caravan, with Osama at the head. All of a
sudden, the guards that rode ahead and behind the wagons scattered,
camels going every which way in what seemed to be a blind frenzy.
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5
“War!”
As they passed Osama’s motley troops the thief thought to himself,
“They are wise to run. When I finish with them, I will have all their treasure
and even more slaves for Tyre!”
Just as Osama’s band were about to fall upon their prey, the guards
who ran like cowards turned back and formed a circle around their
attackers. The thief army found itself in an ever‐tightening ring as the
camels surrounding them fell to the ground. As they dismounted, each
guard pulled a small “battle bow” from under his robe and strung an arrow
from a compartment on his saddle. Hiding behind their beasts, the guards
used the thickly padded saddle as a shield.
Within seconds the air was filled with death as Osama’s band
screamed in terror and disarray. Men covered with arrows as though they
were pincushions fell all around him as they tried vainly to breach the ring
of camels.
Hadad looked at the carnage around him and panicked. He rode all
around looking for some way—any way—to escape. He found none.
Looking left as he rode right, he slammed into another rider. Hadad flew
headlong into the ground, arms and legs flailing. He rolled over on his back
just in time to see the foot of a camel come down on his head. Blood
squirted from his mouth, ears and eye sockets. His back arched as his body
stiffened. Life left him and he was still.
Osama stared in disbelief as the wall of the three center wagons
flew open. More archers took aim and more arrows flew like sand in the
wind. Blood splattered everywhere!
Amir and a few of the men tried to charge the wagons and jump
under them. His small frame made the lance he carried look like a tent pole.
As he ran toward the wagons, he raised the lance over his head, almost
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stumbling as he aimed at the one of the guards. He tripped over an arrow‐
studded corpse and fell onto a long knife still gripped in a dead man’s
hand. He rose to his knees and looked at the bloodied blade protruding
from his abdomen. He gasped once and let out a weak groan. His eyes
rolled back in his head as he fell on his face dead. The rest of those involved
in Amir’s futile assault were cut down as they advanced.
A wall of arrows flew at Osama, hitting his horse and bringing it
face first into the ground. As it fell he merely pulled his feet from the
stirrups and stood up. He never touched the ground. Waving his sword in
the air, he screamed, “Murderers!”
The big man pulled another sword from his right side and with one
in each hand charged the archers in the center wagon. The arrows bounced
off him as though he were impervious. His swords split open the guards in
the wagon like gutted fish.
Grabbing the bottom of the wagon, he lifted hard and with a grunt,
threw the wagon over. Men flew like rag dolls. Guards from the other
wagons put down their bows and picked up lance and sword to charge
him. As Osama turned to confront them, a lance flew though the air and
pierced his forehead. He fell with a resounding thud and a look of abject
surprise on his bloodied face.
Jamal stood in his carriage as Rashid cheered, “You got him,
Father!
Dusting off his hands as he jumped out and walked over to where
Osama lie, Jamal picked up another lance from the ground and tapped its
iron head on the huge chest of his fallen enemy. The clank of metal rang
out. Jamal reached for the knife in his belt and cut open Osama’s robe. A
hammered bronze breastplate glinted in the sun.

“Let that be a lesson to you, Rashid. Aim only for what you can
see!”
Jamal turned to a near by soldier and said to him, “Search the area
and see if you can find their camp.”
As the other Guards came forward to report, Jamal issued orders to
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form a burial party. “Even those foolish enough to attack Magi of the
Persian Empire do not deserve to be eaten by the jackals and vultures. We
will camp here tonight and stay until all are buried.”
Rashid was rightly impressed. His father was kind and fair even to
those who would have killed them all, if they could have. At that moment
he was never more proud of Jamal.

The blistering heat of the day gave way to the cool of the evening
as the sun rested on the edge of the horizon. The sky went from blue to
pink to purple as the breeze brought the smell of dust and carnage to the
small grove of trees. Emoonah listened hard. The faint sounds of battle had
ceased some time ago and she waited for the outcome.
The crunching of sand under the feet of many beasts grew louder
and fear grew in her heart. She hoped with all that was in her that it was
not the band of thieves, but someone—anyone—else. She prayed to
HaShem, “Please, O Lord, give us freedom and give me back my son!”
Voices started to sound in the ears of the prisoners as the breeze
turned into a wind and the dust grew thick around them. A strange voice
called out, “Free these slaves and get them back to camp. A sandstorm is
coming!”
All of a sudden, they were surrounded by a troupe of soldiers on
camelback. Between the blackening sky, the now sandy wind and
confusion of people being freed, Emoonah only knew to do one thing.
Falling on her face, she called out to HaShem “O thank you Lord for giving
us our freedom. THANK YOU!”
At that, she felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned her head and
looked up through tears of joy. The kind face in the blue uniform and
turban of a Persian guard looked over her. He cut through the bloodied
bonds holding her hands to the thin tree. “You’re safe now… come with
us,” the guard stated quickly. “We have to get back to camp before the
storm overtakes us.”

“Have you seen a boy?” Emoonah asked with joy and desperation
23

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

in her eyes. “…A five‐year‐old boy in a faded green robe? He’s my son! I
must find him! He was being held by the sodomite dog Osama!” At the
saying of his name, she spat on the ground. For the first time she felt hatred
for him.
The soldier’s smile turned to a look of sorrow and disgust. “I have
not seen him, but if he’s here, we will find him.”
The widow was not swayed by the soldier’s confidence, but broke
away and started to run off. “I have to find him! I have to …” At that point,
all the days of starvation, dehydration and anxiety took its toll. Her head
spun and her eyes went black as her legs gave out. She fell face first into the
sand and dirt, unconscious.

Once again Emoonah slowly awoke to the feeling of a wet cloth on
her face and muffled voices in her ears. As her eyes gradually focused, she
saw the face of Mara. How different she looked! Her eyes were no longer
red and sunken; they were smiling and so was she. Even with her sand‐
ground teeth and wrinkled skin, she looked beautiful.

“Your God has delivered us!” Mara’s voice was ecstatic. “I spent
years praying to the gods of my people and nothing ever happened. You
have been with us for near only a month and now we are free.”
Mara spoke loudly over the roar of the sandstorm. The wind
screamed and howled, whistling through the smallest opening in a seam or
knothole of the wagon enclosing them. It seemed to take Emoonah’s
swirling mind with it; rolling and tumbling off to some strange, other
world. She felt weak and sick. Her stomach burned and hurt from
emptiness. As the wet rag fell off her head she tried to vomit but nothing
came out.
Mara picked up the rag, swabbed Emoonah’s head one more time
and put it in the bowl of water next to where she lay. “You must eat
something, child. Look! We have food … real food!” she said as she picked
up a nearly overflowing platter. The widow could hardly believe her eyes;
grilled meat, hummus, fruit, flat bread, dates … more food than she had
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seen in months, maybe years!
Mara put down the platter and picked up a bowl. Next to her on a
low table sat a small tureen of soup. She ladled out a serving and said to the
widow, “You’d better start with some of this. She helped Emoonah to a
semi‐seated position and propped her up with some pillows. Mara put a
spoonful of soup up to the widow’s lips. She could smell chicken, garlic
and saffron. As the soup passed her lips, the flavor exploded in her mouth,
making her head swim. It was wonderful! Her eyes lit up and an “Ummm”
came from deep within her. It had been so long since she had eaten
anything that tasted good, it seemed to her half‐conscious mind to be a
dream. She thought to herself, Elkanah would love this. Elkanah …
ELKANAH!
Her mind cleared just that fast. “ELKANAH … WHERE IS
ELKANAH? WHERE IS MY SON?” she cried out frantically.
Mara put down the bowl and put a hand on each of Emoonah’s
shoulders looking her straight in the eyes. “He has not yet been found, but
he will be—I know it! Cannot the God who rescued us keep safe a little boy
until he is found? Can He not deliver him back to you unharmed?
The widow’s eyes grew wide in her panic. The sandstorm seemed
to grow louder each moment. “Is anyone even looking for him in this
horrible storm?” The widow asked in fright looking around at the noise.
“Who could find him in this sand and wind… Who?”
Mara answered, “There is one who knows where he is and He is
keeping him at this very moment.”
Emoonah’s eyes welled up as she grew quiet. She leaned back and
thought about all they had been through. She slowly shook her head side to
side. After a long moment she burst into a wall of tears, weeping and
sobbing uncontrollably.
Mara pulled her tight into her arms as Emoonah drenched Mara’s
softly woven shoulder. “Believe in your God … believe!” She repeated over
and over.
At that a soft voice echoed in the widow’s mind: “The Lord is my
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shepherd, I shall not be in want. He makes me lie down in green pastures,
he leads me beside still waters, He restores my soul. He leads me in paths
of righteousness for His Names sake. Yes, Even though I walk through the
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for You are with me; Your
rod and Your staff, they comfort me. You prepare a table before me in the
presence of my enemies. You anoint my head with oil; my cup runs over.
Surely goodness and mercy will follow me all the days of my life, and I will
dwell in the house of the Lord forever.”
She whispered to herself, “A Psalm of David.” A little peace came
to her soul, but very little. She wanted to believe that Mara was right, but
how could she be sure?
Emoonah’s tears subsided and she looked around at the inside of
the wagon’s ornate interior. Every wall and beam was carved and inlaid
with ivory, silver or gold. Silk curtains hung throughout, sectioning off the
interior into small suites. She put her hand down and ran it through the
thickly woven carpeting. It was of the finest wool and silk; soft as dove’s
feathers.
As she looked up she realized that Mara’s patchwork garment was
gone and in its place was a beautifully embroidered robe. It was unlike
anything she had ever seen. It had figures and buildings with trees woven
into it. A night sky with stars formed the background. There was one huge
star hanging over a small child. The mother and father hung close in
adoration … no, it was worship. There were shepherds, men dressed in
ornate clothing and farm animals all around. All of them seemed to be in
awe of the child.
Emoonah reached out to touch it. “Isn’t it beautiful?” Mara beamed
as she slowly ran her hands over the richly woven fabric of her new robe.
“They told me it was mine now!” The widow looked deeply into Mara’s
smiling eyes and her joyous face.

“Mara,” she asked quizzically, “Who are these people? Where are
they from, do you know?”

“I really don’t know much,” she replied, “except that they rescued
us, have fed us and given us new clothing.”
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Mara was so excited that Emoonah decided not to question any
further. Besides, she was hungry, tired and still feeling a little sick and
weak. She lay back against the cushion and picked up the bowl of soup. As
she brought a spoonful up to her lips she again thought of her son and said
a little prayer to HaShem. She wondered about those who saved them and
about the strange story on the robe; it seemed familiar, but obscure at the
same time. As she finished the soup, she was deep in thought. She didn’t
even realize it when she fell asleep.
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6
“Mystery”
Emoonah awoke the next morning to the sound of men’s voices.
Shaking herself awake, the widow listened hard for a language she knew.
Hearing none, she got up and tried to wipe the sleep from her sticky eyes.
Mara was nowhere to be found. She was alone.
Looking around, she saw a porcelain urn and a matching
washbowl on a low, intricately carved table. Sleepily, she got up and
stumbled over to where they sat and poured some water from the urn into
the bowl. She splashed her face and worked hard to focus her thoughts as
well as her eyes.
Everything came back in a rush of images. As her head cleared, her
thoughts once again rested on her son Elkanah; where was he? Had he been
found yet? Anguish returned to her like a blow to the head and sent her
mind spinning.
Looking around the inside of the carriage, she started to search
frantically for some sort of escape. Throwing back a hanging tapestry, she
found what she was looking for and grabbed the polished brass handle of a
smoothly finished door. She opened it slowly, looking around with caution.
The bright afternoon sun flooded her eyes as the heat hit her hard.
Her stomach began to churn, causing her to once again feel dizzy and sick.
She almost fell. Putting a hand to her head she braced herself on the rail of
the small porch on the back of the carriage and stood still, waiting for the
dizziness and nausea to pass.
She heard the sound of camel hooves then a powerful, but gentle
voice saying, “Woman…are you alright?” in classic Hebrew.
As the dizziness subsided, she looked where the voice came from
and saw a handsome Persian man and a young one who was obviously his
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son coming toward her on beautifully decorated camels.

“May we offer you assistance?” the young one said in the same
beautiful tongue.

“Who are you? What is all this?” Emoonah asked in her native
language of Aramaic. She waved her arms at the long line of wagons,
carriages and beasts. With frustration in her voice she shouted, “Where is
my son? Has he been found? Do you have him?”
The man spoke, switching easily to Aramaic. “Ah…you are the
widow that Mara told us about. I am Jamal and this is my son Rashid. We
are Magi from Persia and are in command of this caravan. We sent out a
search party to look for your son this morning, but have heard no news as
of yet.”
Her heart sunk in her chest and she fell on her bottom to the porch
floor. She wanted to cry, but could not find the tears. She just sat there with
her head between her legs shaking her head side to side.
With a quick “hut‐hut” from Jamal, his camel came closer and he
dismounted as his camel kneeled on command. Jamal reached out and took
hold of the railing, putting a foot on the step up to the porch. He sat down
next to her. He softly and sympathetically uttered, “I know this is hard for
you …”
Emoonah cut him off in mid sentence as her head swung fast in his
direction. Their eyes met as she spat angry words at him. “Hard for me?
HARD FOR ME? She was furious. Bitter tears of hatred exploded from her
face; tears so hot they seemed to evaporate as fast as they came out.
She nearly screamed out the events of the last few months; their
lives of poverty, the whipping death of her husband, the running for their
lives, captivity by the depraved Osama, the sodomizing of her son. “Now
just as I thought I would get him back, he is stolen by a sandstorm and is
probably dead! How could HaShem let this happen?” She shook with anger
and anxiety, as she looked heavenward with disgust in her voice.
The expression on Jamal’s face became firm, but his eyes were soft,
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as were Rashid’s. Looking her square in the eye, Jamal told her in
unmistakable terms, “I have seen the salvation of your God; we both have!”
motioning to Rashid. “I WILL NOT believe that your son has been forsaken
by Him.”
With all the force that a ten‐year‐old can muster, Rashid agreed,
asserting “Nor will I!” Jamal turned, glanced at Rashid and smiled.
Looking again at the widow, Jamal told her firmly, “I will
guarantee by the name of your God that your son lives and will be found.
“You speak of many horrible events that have taken place over the last
years and I cannot pretend to know how you feel, but I will tell you this;
your God works His wonders at all times … even as we speak!”
Jamal continued, “Many months ago, as my brethren, the other
magi, and I were studying the heavens, a huge star appeared. One of those
brothers remembered reading an ancient Hebrew scroll that spoke of such a
star becoming visible upon the birth of Messiah, the son of the Hebrew
God.” Emoonah’s anger and tears subsided as her eyes locked on Jamal’s.
An old memory started to move slowly forward out of a clouded past.
Jamal continued, “After locating and studying those scrolls, it was
decided that a pilgrimage must be made into the land of the Hebrews; to
the city of David where, according to the scroll, the birth was to take place.
The trip was long and hard—much longer than we anticipated. It was over
two years getting here and finding the child.”
An indescribable look of awe came over Jamal’s face as he went on,
his voice almost cracking with gratitude. “He was just as described in the
scroll; just a little over two. He said nothing but His eyes said all. He just
stood there and smiled a smile I had never seen before.” A tear rolled down
Jamal’s face. He fell silent as if he lost his train of thought. “I’m sorry, but I
lack the words …” His voice trailed off.
Emoonah’s eyes finally left Jamal’s face as she looked at Rashid. He
wore a huge, beaming smile and his face was covered in tears. His small
voice echoed in her ears as Rashid spoke. “The Messiah has come to save
the world from its sin and to bring peace, love and joy to us all!”
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Jamal looked with love and adoration at his son. He knew that
Rashid had been changed by the visit to Messiah just as he had been.
Jamal spoke again: “It was written in the scrolls that Messiah
would come and give his life for all who would come to him and that all
who did would be changed. We know this to be true, for we have been so
changed. We were arrogant and cold to all because we felt we were of a
higher class than everyone else. Messiah never spoke, but just smiled as if
He knew us. We were changed by His presence alone. Now we have such
caring and empathy that we no longer use our stations to subjugate others;
we simply cannot be that way any more.”
Again Rashid’s voice was in Emoonah’s ears. “The night before we
left to return home, Father had a dream. HaShem told him not to go back to
Herod and tell him where the Messiah was…that Herod would try to kill
him. We gave Messiah and His family much gold so that they might
escape. We then left in another direction than the way we came, so we
would not be seen.”

“Herod sent troops after us … many times,” Jamal stated. “Some of
them must have seen us; they were too close not to have. Yet, they did not!
HaShem made sure of that, because He would have us carry this good
news to the East.”
Emoonah looked absently around at the landscape. A detachment
of guards toiled in the sun burying arrow‐riddled bandits as a dance of
hungry, impatient vultures sailed the sky, hoping they would forget one or
two. She waved off some buzzing flies attracted by the acrid smell of death.
Disregarding almost everything they said, she pushed the cloudy
memory to the back of her mind once again. “All this is well and good,” she
established coldly, “but what about my son?”
Jamal smiled with compassion and in a soothing voice replied, “I
will see if there is any news.” He hopped down from the dusty platform
and walked toward his camel. As he mounted the kneeling beast he said
“In the meantime, I will send attendants with food, drink and some new
clothing for you.”
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The widow looked down. Seeing that her tattered garment no
longer covered all of her, she grabbed together what there was and turned
away in embarrassment.
Jamal uttered a quick “Hut‐hut!” and the camel rose up and took
off at a trot. Rashid’s camel followed close behind. He turned and looked
back over his shoulder. The widow looked over her back in a curious
fashion, still clutching her torn dress together. Rashid smiled a wide,
innocent smile, then turned and looked ahead to where Jamal rode.
Rashid tapped his camel’s side with his crop and the beast sped up
to come along side his father’s. Their eyes met as father and son looked at
each other.
Rashid was the first to speak. “She does not understand, does she
Father?”

“Not yet,” Jamal replied, “but she is worried about her son, as I
would worry about you if you were missing.” Rashid smiled at the warmth
of his father’s words.

“Do you think the boy is dead Father?”
Jamal stated with confidence, “I do not, but only HaShem knows
for sure.”

32

TWO THIEVES

7
“Salvation”
Eight silver coins stood in a small, uneven stack on a table. Next to
the table, on the floor, lay what was left of Emoonah’s torn, dirty dress and
threadbare robe. A small number of veiled women encircled the widow
with sheets of translucent silk, as she stood naked, bathing in a wide but
shallow brass tub. As she washed the layers of sweat and grime off her
somewhat gaunt body, her thoughts never left her son. An urn of warm
rinse water flowed over her head and ran down into the tub, her tears
mixing with the bathwater.
It was hard to imagine life without him or her husband. Were they
both gone? Her heart beat so fast that her breath came in short gasps and
she felt lightheaded. She wondered, would she die right then?
The soft feel of a Turkish towel wrapped around her; it was
soothing. Just as she started to feel faint and stumble, two sets of arms
steadied her and another set helped lift her feet, one at a time, out of the
shallow tub. Many towel‐covered hands helped her dry off and a soft
dressing gown encircled her. She was seated down on a stool of hand‐
polished dark wood with a scarlet‐pillowed seat so soft it felt like a cloud.
It was all so dreamlike, but she felt so torn. On one hand she was
being treated like royalty; as one of the women combed the knots out of her
hair, another one was using a rough stone of some sort to scrub the dirt out
of the calluses on her feet, while still another was blending oil with spices
and dried flower petals to make a fragrant ointment for her.
On the other, her heart was breaking for her son and late husband.
She missed them both so much! With her safety now ensured, she had time
to think—too much time. She thought of what they do to the bodies of
those who die during a whipping; how they take them out beyond the city
walls and burn them until nothing is left—not even enough to bury. Tears
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flowed harder now. She thought of all the horrible things that happened to
her boy at such a young age; the poverty of their farm, seeing his father
whipped to death, running for their lives, the abuse by Osama and now lost
in the sandstorm—a shudder ran through her. Her heart broke for him!
Another veiled woman brought a platter of grilled meat, flat bread
and fruit. As it was put down in front of her, she felt as if she couldn’t eat,
but her stomach was so empty and was growling so loudly, she knew she
needed food badly. One of the women made a small plate for her and she
picked at it while the others worked on.
One of the women brought out silk undergarments and the one
making the ointment scented them. Two other women appeared through a
side door with brightly colored, finely woven robes. She couldn’t believe
her eyes! Every robe brought to choose from told the same story; the story
of Messiah.
She again started to cry. If Messiah is here, she thought, why
doesn’t he help me?
Later that that day, almost toward the evening Emoonah and Mara
sat in a fine carriage under a colorfully woven awning. Mara was eating—
Mara seemed to always be eating.

“You look so beautiful, child. Your health is returning.” Mara
assured her sweetly. “The color is returning to your cheeks, but you should
eat more—you need to gain a little weight.”
Emoonah looked at her and wondered how much weight Mara
would gain if she kept eating non‐stop. “I’m really not very hungry right
now, Mara.,” the widow stated weakly. “I ate just a short time ago.”
The rough tone returned to Mara’s voice, “What you ate would not
keep a bird alive. Starving yourself will not get your son found any
sooner!” Mara seemed at once kind and irritated. “Why are you having
such a hard time believing that he will be found alive and safe? Has not
your God kept you alive through all that has happened to you? Has he not
kept you safe through all the hardship? Has He not rescued us and given
us many gifts? Has He not…”
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The widow cut her off with fire in her eyes, hissing. “Has he not
allowed my husband to be whipped to death? Has he not permitted us to
be captured by that band of slavers? Has he not allowed my son to be
abused by that monster Osama?” Emoonah almost yelled back at Mara.
“HAS HE NOT NOW TAKEN HIM BY THE SANDSTORM AND HIDDEN
HIM FROM ME?” HAS HE NOT TORN THE VERY HEART FROM MY
CHEST AND CRUSHED IT IN HIS ALL‐POWERFUL HAND?”
Mara’s mouth dropped open in disbelief. She stared at the widow
for a long minute and then exclaimed sadly, “I’m sorry, but I don’t know
how to comfort you,” as she silently went back to her plate of food.
Emoonah looked at the dusty desert sky and out towards the
mountains. She stood up in the carriage, looked over her shoulder at Mara
as she exited down the few steps to the ground and hopped down. She felt
her foot hit the ground and heard the sand “crunch” beneath her feet.
Walking absently along the line of camels, wagons and carriages
pulled by oxen and large horses, Emoonah watched guards and servants
still burying bodies in the rock‐hard dirt. It was a slow process.
She became nervous as she thought to herself, Suppose Herod sent
more troops to look for them? Would HaShem still keep them from being
seen? After all, if HaShem would take her husband and her son, who
knows what other evil he was capable of?
Deep in thought she ambled alongside the long twisting caravan.
An unusual sound caught her ear; the sound of cooing. As she walked
forward, she turned her head to her left to look through an open curtain in
the side of one of the wagons. She squinted into the darkness of the
opening and saw a large cage of pigeons. As she continued walking, she
looked inside, and shaking her head, thought, If they want to eat pigeon,
why bring them along? There are plenty here…
In her absent‐mindedness, she got a little too close to one of the
camels. It spat at her and swung its huge head, catching her in the
midsection and knocking her headlong about twelve feet away. She lay
sprawled out on the ground in shock, half unconscious.
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As Emoonah lay crumpled in the dust trying to catch her breath
she felt large, strong hands pick her up. A voice echoed in her ears, “Are
you alright, Miss? We have been looking for you! Can you hear me? Can
you hear me?!”
As her eyes cleared, she saw the face of one of the guards. It may
have been the same one that found her and cut her loose from the tree the
slavers had tied her to, but she couldn’t be sure.

“Miss … Miss! Can you hear me? Your son has been found. Do you
hear me?” He started to gently slap her face to bring her around.
What did he say? Her thoughts were cloudy and her ears seemed
to be stuffed with cotton. Slowly her head started to clear and she realized
she was being carried. Confused thoughts whirled around in her mind.
Thoughts of her son, of all the exhortations of those around her; from Mara,
Jamal and Rashid. Thoughts of HaShem; did He really give back her son?
Was he safe or was he dead?
She heard more muffled voices, “What happened to her?”
Was that Jamal’s voice?

“One of the camels attacked her, O great one!”
“Bring her this way!” the other voice replied.
Water touched her face and as her head cleared, she looked up to
see the kind eyes of Jamal. “Your son has been found, fair one. He is alive,
well and eating like two horses!” All at once, her anxiety broke like an old
urn and her face exploded in tears of joy.
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8
“Heartbreak”
They ran along the length of the caravan wheezing in the dust,
laughing and nearly dancing with joy. Jamal must have been as delighted
as Emoonah. His face glowed!

“How in the world did you find him in all the new sand dunes? I
thought it would not be possible!” the widow asked.

“It was an old bandit trick!” Jamal declared. “They dig a hole, put
valuables in it and cover it with whatever they have. This time it was an old
tapestry. One of the guards tripped over a corner of it. When they heard a
small voice, they started to dig and found a very precious treasure!” He
looked at her smiling widely.
The widow smiled even bigger than before. She looked at Jamal’s
face and felt a soft glow from inside her. She could feel the love he had for
her son. She wondered; was it a love for all of HaShem’s creation? After all,
Jamal and Elkanah had never met.
Had the visit to Messiah truly had changed him? she thought to
herself. She had only just met Jamal and had no idea of what he was like
before. She decided not to think so hard and to concentrate on the good
news that her son was found alive.
Looking ahead, she saw a large wagon. Jamal announced proudly,
“Over there! I had him brought there to be fed.”
Inside, the sound of ravenous eating; slurping liquids, lips
thunderously smacking, earsplitting chewing, rapid swallowing and
explosive belches filled the air along with the chatter of many voices.
It was time for the midday meal, so there was much food. Servants
brought platters of meats; roasted fowl, grilled lamb and game. Tureens of
stewed vegetables, grains and beans, along with soups of all kinds
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occupied most of the table space. Urns of water and goat’s milk were nearly
spilled as small, grasping hands flew this way and that, stuffing whatever
they grabbed in them into a very hungry mouth.
There were cheeses and fresh fruits along with dried figs and dates.
Baskets of flat bread and baked goods overflowed around the edges of the
table. It all but occupied every square inch of the dark, ornately carved
wood.
There young Elkanah kneeled on a pillow so overstuffed that it
nearly swallowed him. Using both hands he shoved food into his mouth as
fast as he could. It seemed as if he was getting at least as much on him as in
him.
The young widow opened the door and did it with a great deal of
force, nearly breaking it off the forged iron hinge. She ran to her son,
screaming something unintelligible but filled with joy. She grabbed him up
almost knocking the table and food onto the heavily carpeted floor.
Laughing and crying at the same time, Emoonah started twirling around
with him in a frenzied spin praising HaShem and crying out for forgiveness
for her unbelief.
Suddenly, the boy looked her in the face and pushing her away,
angrily snapped, “No, Mama—I want to eat! Leave me alone!”
Emoonah was shocked. She slowly put Elkanah back behind the
table where he had been seated and backed away while the boy shot an evil
look at her over his shoulder. She continued to back away until she was
most of the way to the door. That destructive, angry look on his face was
something she had never seen on her son, even in the midst of all the
suffering they had endured, but there it was! She knew then that in
Elkanah’s eyes, the blame for Osama’s depraved actions rested with her.
She turned and ran as fast as she could out the door.
All that day and into the evening, Emoonah sought earnestly to get
close to the boy, but as night came, he was still moody, sullen and aloof. He
rebuffed attempts at any sort of affection or communication from his
remorseful mother, with dirty looks or swatting at her if she got too close.
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All at once she had enough of his behavior and picked Elkanah up
from where he sat, playing with some of the other children from the
caravan. “We must talk, young one,” growled the exasperated woman as
she pulled him by his thin arm through a carved mahogany door, down the
wagon steps and out into the darkness.
The sounds of the desert night seemed to stop altogether as the
widow tried to sit the struggling boy on her lap. He flailed at her, trying to
push her away and striking her on the arms and face. She finally stopped
trying and let him free. He ran several feet away and then turned back to
her with an angry, evil look in his eyes. They looked as if they were made
of shiny black stones in a twisted, furious face.
Elkanah spat angry, caustic words at her, “You let him do it—you
just let him—I hate you!” Then he turned and ran as fast as he could up the
steps and back into the wagon. Emoonah just sat there dumbfounded; her
darkest fears were now confirmed.
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9
“Regret”
The moonless night was not as dark as Emoonah’s mood. Fruit bats
flew with no apparent destination around the caravan beeping and
flapping their wings loudly. She was sick to her stomach and in her heart.
She sat on the rough ground with her knees up around chest and her arms
folded around them. She sat for a long time—she didn’t even know how
long.
After crying for hours, she was now out of tears; no more flowed,
but she wished they would. What could she do to convince her boy that
what happened to him was not her fault? She was a prisoner herself; she
couldn’t protect him! Anger once again reared up in her—anger toward
HaShem!
She was so torn that her mind seemed ragged! HaShem had
allowed terrible things to happen to them all. She was old enough to
understand and endure, but her boy was so small! Rage flared in her!
Osama had sodomized her son—she knew it! How could a God who
claimed to love His people do this horrible thing to a little boy? He had
protected them from losing their lives, she supposed, but maybe dying was
not as bad as living with all these ugly memories…
Off in the distance she heard desert sounds; night creatures
howling, small animals scurrying about and locusts chirping. She looked
down and saw a dung beetle rolling a ball of feces past her feet on the way
to its nest. Watching the ball roll down into a hole in the ground, she saw
the beetle quickly disappear in after it. She felt small enough to follow it in.
She wished she could.
The crunch of footfalls on the sandy ground behind her brought
her head around to meet the eyes of Jamal. He looked forlorn, sorrowful.
He sat down next to her saying nothing, just looking out on the dark, desert
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landscape.
After what seemed like hours of silence, Jamal spoke tenderly. “I
saw you and your son out here a few hours ago. I know what he said and I
am very sorry, but there was nothing you could do—you know that.
Sometimes horrible things happen to good people—no one knows why…”
His voice trailed off. Emoonah just sat there not saying a word. She
continued to look sadly off into the distance.
Jamal continued, “Too much has happened in too short a time to
too young a child. Nothing can be done to help him, not by human effort.
Only HaShem can help you now.”
Emoonah finally turned and looked at him. She had festering anger
in her eyes. When she spoke, her voice was bitter, cynical. “I think HaShem
has helped us enough already!”
There was a sneer in her voice that Jamal had not heard before. It
brought a dread to him. “You are just angry right now. Forgive HaShem for
all the trouble that has been in your life and…”
Emoonah broke in and stated quietly, matter‐of‐factly, “That is just
it … I am NOT angry anymore. I am not ANYTHING anymore. I do not
seem to have any feelings; no pain and no faith.”
She was silent for a moment as her eyes scanned the moonlit
landscape. She again turned to Jamal and continued, “My husband is dead,
the Pharisees have, by this time, taken our land, burned our house and all
that was in it—not that there was anything there of value to anyone but
us—but we can never go back to Jerusalem.”
Again she became quiet. When she continued, her voice seemed
vacant. “And my son has been abused by a perverted giant and now hates
me for it, even though I could do nothing to stop it. I no longer seem to be
able to feel.” She went back to looking out at the desert and the stony
silence fell once more.
Jamal looked at her thoughtfully, his brow coming together in a
small cluster of wrinkled skin. His heart broke for Emoonah and her son.
They had both been through so much—it was amazing to him. He was

41

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

surprised she was still sane!
Emoonah was a very strong woman—too strong to have no feelings
anymore. He decided that he must approach HaShem on her behalf. He
arose silently and turned to leave. When he reached his feet, he looked
down at the widow and softy announced, “All will be well. Change is
coming. I know it.”
Walking back over the hard, dusty ground to his quarters, he
thought about all that had happened to the widow and her son. He
wondered how he would have dealt with it all. Would he have lost his
feelings and his faith? Reaching the large wagon that was the living
quarters for his son and he, he slowly climbed the few sand‐covered steps
up and opened the door.
Once inside, he struck a flint to a small oil lamp and looked
around. The soft light added a golden glow to everything in the room.
Rashid lay peacefully sleeping in his richly covered feather bed, his back
rising and falling to the motion of his breathing. Jamal looked at him and a
small, fragile smile moved slowly across his face.
He drew a dull brass key from a stone and copper box on his
worktable and opened a tall, plain cabinet of thick, heavy wood. The open
doors showed an iron lining and studs that secured it to the floor. He
withdrew a few ancient scrolls and placed them on his worktable. Using a
flaxen cord to take fire from the small oil lamp on the table near the door to
a larger overhead lamp, he carefully unrolled one of the scrolls and brought
it under the light. It would be a long night.
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10
“Revelation”
Rashid awoke to a father who had no sleep, but was bright and
alert. The smoke from the smoldering lamp above his father’s head curled
in long wisps, broke apart, hung for a second and was no more. Sleepy
eyed, he wandered over to where his father stood, tracing line after line of
the Hebrew scroll with a long, broad finger.
Rashid pulled a small, red leather‐covered stool over to the table
where Jamal studied. He looked with his father for a long time following
Jamal’s finger across the scrolls. Rashid’s forehead tightened into a tight
knot of wrinkles, as if he was thinking deeply and it was very difficult.
Finally, looking directly into Jamal’s eyes, he asked, “Are you
looking for a place to worship HaShem, Father?”
Jamal looked with surprise at his son. He was always a smart boy,
but he seemed grow in knowledge at an astounding rate. “You become
more intelligent every day, my son!” he exclaimed with the joy that only
comes when a father is truly amazed by the achievements of his son.
Jamal looked up from his studying at the daylight starting to
brighten the room and he suddenly felt fatigued. As he looked lovingly at
Rashid’s small, excited face his stomach growled loudly. Rashid looked at
his father’s midsection and giggled. Jamal smiled widely and suggested,
“Perhaps we should clean up and have some breakfast.”
Later, many men lounged on thick, brocaded couches at a long
table under an open tent. The desert breezes played in the hanging banners
and loose tenting. After Jamal and Rashid ate a hearty meal, Rashid went
off to play as Jamal sat with a strong cup of Turkish coffee and conferred
with some other magi and caravan leaders.
The magi Reza sat to Jamal’s left. He was a man of many years, but
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his health was excellent. He had come from a military background. His
eyes, though small and closely set, were bright and watchful. The whites of
them were as clear and brilliant as those of a young man. He was a big and
heavily muscled. Even at his age, he was no one to be trifled with. His face
was long and somewhat wrinkled with maturity. Although he acted much
younger, his nose and ears were still large with age and his teeth were long
and a little yellowed. His beard and bushy eyebrows were mostly white
with just a little gray in them. He had a large mouth, but his lips were thin
and failed to hide a tiny and uncharacteristically nervous grimace. He was
tan from many years of outdoor living.
He fought the enemies of Persia most of his life and with great
success. He was very intelligent and had left their army as one of his
country’s most famous generals and heroes. Now he had retired to the
ranks of the most learned ones. He spoke with a cautious attitude. “You
wish to go to worship and to seek the council of HaShem? Have you
decided where?” he asked with a grave concern.

“I will know after nightfall when I can use the stars to chart our
position,” Jamal answered, “but I believe we are only a few days
from Nazareth and but a single day’s journey west from there is a
holy place; Mount Carmel.”

“Mount Carmel!” Reza’s face became almost as white as his beard
and a mist of sweat formed on his forehead. “Is this not the place where
HaShem’s prophet Elijah brought down fire from the skies? The power of
the Hebrew God is awesome!”
His voice was raw and rough. He continued through clenched
teeth. “It is written that on that day that through the power of his God
Elijah killed FOUR HUNDRED prophets of the false god Baal. Even going
there is insanity! We are not Hebrews and even if we were, HaShem killed
two of his own priests because they offered incense to him of their own
accord! If HaShem took the smallest offence at us, we would ALL die!”
Jamal had never heard fear of any sort in Reza’s voice and it
startled him. Jamal was just about to speak again when the voice of Shahin
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from down the table broke in. He looked over at Shahin’s young face. He
had only turned twenty‐five a short time ago. He was a prodigy and had
been recruited into the ranks of the magi at an early age because of his great
wisdom and intelligence.
He had yellow‐brown skin that was stretched tightly over a round
face with hollow cheeks. His eyes were almond shaped and looked
annoyed. Several dozen strands of straight thick black, shiny hairs hung
from his face, forming a sparse beard. He had the look of mixed parentage.
His grandmother had been taken captive during the Mongolian wars many
years ago and he had the quick temper and fiery nature of that heritage.

“We have been with Messiah and I cannot believe that the
heavenly father of that boy kills without provocation,” Shahin stated
firmly. “Are we to believe that our lives would be forfeit because of our
ignorance? I’m sure that HaShem would take that into account.”
Before Jamal could speak, Reza hastily replied, “But how can we be
sure?” His voice quickened. “I have read of the many times when He
wanted to kill ALL his people—His own people! Once he told His prophet
Moses that He was going to kill all the sons of Israel and start again with
seed from him! And what about the great flood? He left only eight people
on the face of the whole world. What is the 150 men and the beasts of this
caravan to one so powerful?”
Again Jamal opened his mouth to speak and again he was cut off;
this time by Shahin.

“We are all His creation. The holy writings of the Hebrews say that
Messiah comes to bring salvation to all people. I don’t think that those who
come to him must any longer be Hebrews. It is written that when Moses
brought the children of Israel out of Egypt that many Egyptians and those
of mixed race went with them. As long as we remain reverent, I believe we
will be safe!”
Reza was silent, but unconvinced. The nervous grimace was still
with him.
Jamal looked up at the cloudless sky and noticed that the vultures
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that had filled the air over the last few days were gone. He called one of the
guards over and told him to have the commander of the burial detail report
to him.
He turned back to the table and surveyed the faces of the leaders;
old and young, different coloring and many from different backgrounds all
looked to him for direction. Was it wise to approach HaShem? It could be
dangerous, but Messiah looked so approachable, so loving. He was deep in
thought as those around him spoke among themselves.
The leader of the burial detail reported and dropped to one knee,
“You requested my presence, O glorious one?”

“Arise,” Jamal stated firmly. As the commander rose to his feet,
Jamal asked, “How has your detail progressed? Are the dead almost
buried?
The commander replied. “The thieves are all buried and this
afternoon we will inter our fallen brothers and hold the burial ceremony.”

“Then we can resume our journey in the morning?”
“Yes, O glorious one,” came the reply.
“Very good.” Jamal replied lightly. “Alert the musicians.” The
commander gave a short, fast bow, turned and left.
Jamal turned back to the table. “We will honor our dead today,
consult the stars for our position tonight, and prepare to continue on in the
morning. We have much to think about. I will continue to study the scrolls
of the Hebrews and decide what would be the best way to approach
HaShem. I would like to individually discuss your concerns with you in a
private audience. Please determine the order of your appearance and I will
receive the first one of you in one hour.”
Jamal got up and walked out of the tent into the hot sun and
breeze‐blown dust of the desert landscape. He heard the faint sounds of the
musicians tuning up for the burial ceremony and a veiled thought found its
way into his clouded brain. “Did not the Hebrews put their musicians at
the front of their armies?”
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He turned quickly, walked back into the tent and over to Reza.
“Come with me.” He had a curious look on his face that Reza did not
understand. He threw back the last of his coffee, wiped his mouth, got up
and followed Jamal.
After they had walked a few yards away from the others, Reza
asked, “Where are we going?” He tried hard to sound carefree, without
much success.

“To my wagon,” Jamal answered cheerfully. “We will search the
scrolls to find out everything we can about how the children of Israel
waged war. I believe that there are similarities between their warfare and
their worship. That is why I called you to help me.”
Reza became intrigued. Warfare was something he understood
very well, but could it be applied to worship? As they walked along he felt
calmer and his mind found new life.
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11
“Preparation”
It was the third watch of the night and Emoonah reclined looking
at the moon through sleepless eyes. The open carriage where she lay was
heavily padded and very comfortable, but still no rest came. Young
Elkanah lay across from her in the other seat sleeping, but his sleep was
fitful. His head went back and forth and small mutters escaped from
twitching lips. Her heart broke, but she felt she could do nothing for him.
He had grown distant and aloof. He seemed to want nothing from her.
Perhaps in time …
In the distance Jamal emerged from his wagon carrying some sort
of tool. A man with a map was with him, followed by another carrying a
lamp on a pole. Jamal looked up at the stars and put the tool to his eye. He
brought it under the light, looked at some markings on the tool’s gauge and
muttered an instruction to the man holding the map. He made a mark on it
and looked to Jamal. Again Jamal looked through the tool at the stars,
looked at the gauge and gave instruction to the map man. Again a mark
was made.
The sequence was repeated three more times and by now the
widow was curious. She looked over to see that Elkanah was still sleeping,
then hopped out of the carriage and walked over to the three men.
Hearing her footsteps, Jamal turned around. Seeing who it was, he
said “Good evening!”
Emoonah returned a weak salutation and asked, “What are you
doing?”

“We chart the stars to locate our position. We plan to journey to
Mount Carmel where we will worship and consult with HaShem!” Jamal
replied with a childlike glee and excitement in his voice.
The widow’s eyes grew wide. Her jaw dropped and her face lost all
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its color. She spoke with panic in her voice. “Are you insane? Do you think
you can go up there and worship, just like that? Do you also plan a
sacrifice? You are not of the house of Levi … you are not a priest! YOU ARE
NOT EVEN A HEBREW!! IF YOU OFFEND HASHEM IN THE SMALLEST
WAY, WE WILL ALL DIE!!!”

“That point has already been brought up in our counsel, Jamal
calmly stated. “After much study, we have devised a worship based upon
the warfare of the ancient Hebrew armies. We have every reason to believe
it will please HaShem.”
The widow looked up at him with the twisted face of confusion.
Her forehead was knotted up, her eyes narrowed almost to slits and a huge
grimace took the place of her mouth. A long time seem to pass before she
spoke. When she finally did the confusion was replaced by a strange kind
of resignation. Her voice was shrill and harsh as she loudly exclaimed
“FINE … LET US ALL GO UP TO MOUNT CARMEL AND PLAY WAR
FOR HASHEM! EXCELLENT! I HAVEN’T WANTED TO LIVE FOR A
WHILE NOW ANYWAY!” She turned and stomped back to the wagon
where her son slept and with a huff, plopped back down on the bench
where she lay before.
Jamal watched the whole show with great amusement. He laughed
softly and went back to charting the stars.
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12
“The Journey”
The next several days were dusty and difficult. As the trail to
Mount Carmel drew toward the mountains and coast, the traveling became
slower. The animals had to work harder and could not pull the heavy
wagons as fast or as long as they had before.
Jamal heard murmuring amongst the troops and even among those
in the council. Some of them had been hesitant about the change of plans in
the first place. Now a few of the others were showing signs of unease and,
in some cases, even fear. The climate of the caravan had changed from joy
over meeting Messiah to dread over traveling to worship His Father.
Jamal sent word through the ranks and council. There would be a
meeting after dark in the center of camp and everyone’s presence was
required.
The bonfire burned brightly as more and more caravan members
flocked around. Soon the entire populous was there. Jamal spoke with Reza
by his side.

“I have heard of much dissent among you. Many of you are fearful
of this detour, but I assure you that we feel it necessary or we would not be
doing it.
A voice from somewhere in the crowd shouted, “Necessary for
who? The widow and her boy?”
Another voice shouted, “Did not HaShem kill her husband? Now
you would bring us to the mountain of Elijah where He can kill us all for
helping her to escape?”
Others shouted, “Bring her to the Hebrews and let them deal with
her!” and “Turn her in … turn her in!”
A sudden sadness came upon Jamal and a tear ran from his eye.
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Under his breath a small prayer escaped from his lips, “HaShem, my only
motives are to worship you and to approach you on behalf of your
daughter.”
Jamal abruptly felt strange as a warm tingle went through his
body. He felt the blood rise in his face and a fury he had not known before
fill him with a holy rage. All of a sudden he heard a voice from an
unknown place echo in the air. “SILENCE … SILENCE NOW!!!
He realized that the voice was his, but that it packed a power
completely unknown to him before. The words leapt from his mouth and
he was unable to stop them. Silence like a weight fell on the crowd.

“Who are you to question the motives of HaShem? We need not go
up to Mount Carmel! He could destroy us all right here … right now! The
earth is His and He will do as pleases with His creation! The widow is
beside the point, but she will benefit, as will we all! Reza and I have studied
long and hard to learn of HaShem’s will and of His plans. He has ordained
us to worship on Mount Carmel that is exactly what we will do; it is His
will for us. If there is anyone who doubts that, I them invite to ask any
question they choose!”
At first the heavy silence that covered the crowd lay unbroken;
then came the muttering of questioning voices. A weak voice called out,
“You have studied the scrolls; what have you discovered that makes you
think you know how to worship HaShem?”
The power never left Jamal’s voice, but he felt the rage leave him
and a great love for the members of the caravan take its place. “HaShem
has revealed to us the ways of worship needed to please Him. They are
much like the methods used by the Hebrew armies to defeat the enemies of
HaShem. We must go up the mountain with our musicians leading us as
we sing praises to Him. We have many of these Hebrew praises; they are
called ‘Psalms’.”
There was much mumbling throughout the crowd as they asked
questions of each other and opinions were shared. Jamal lifted his hands
and asked for silence. A hush fell over the crowd as he spoke. “I would
never purposely do anything to endanger any of you. We feel it is not only
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safe, but necessary to worship HaShem in this holy place and to thank Him
for the task He has given us.”
Again questioning voices rang throughout the crowd and again
Jamal asked for silence. “Yes—HaShem has given us a mission! We have
the honor of carrying the good news of Messiah back to the East. We know
this because He has protected us from the many search parties of King
Herod.”
There was more confused chatter from the crowd. Jamal raised his
hand and the crowd again went silent. He continued, “King Herod asked
us to come back and tell him where Messiah was so that he could go and
worship Him, but HaShem revealed to me in a dream that Herod had
planned to kill Messiah as soon as he was told him where He was. HaShem
instructed us to go another way, so we packed up quickly and left, as you
know. I am sure that there were many questions as to why we went west to
go back to the East and now you know why.”

“King Herod’s armies have looked for us and they have been so
close that must have seen us, yet they did not. HaShem has blinded their
eyes to us and given us protection.” Some of the guards spoke among each
other and nodded in agreement, a fact that did not escape the caravan
members around them.
For what seemed like a very long time the crowd was completely
silent; a sense of awe encompassed them. A mild voice spoke in an excited
tone and asked, “Are we to learn these Psalms?”
Jamal slowly smiled and then spoke with assurance, “I believe it
will do nothing but benefit us all!” The chatter from the crowd took a joyful
tone. Rashid looked with pleasure at them and then at Jamal. As his heart
swelled, he smiled widely.
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13
“The Mountain”
As the wagons slowly lurched uphill along the dusty, potholed
trail toward Mount Carmel as the mountain of Elijah started to loom in the
distance. The sky grew dark and foreboding as the pressure in the air rose
as though hard rain might be coming.
Sitting by Jamal in an open carriage Rashid’s spirit grew disturbed.
He looked around as clouds moved in and a harsh wind picked up. His
forehead became a knot of deep thought and confusion as he struggled for
a reason why this might be upsetting to HaShem. Something clicked in his
memory; a passage from one of the scrolls—but it was faint and grew
fainter as he tried too hard to remember. Mount Carmel grew until it
monopolized the horizon and now a storm arose with lightning, thunder
and rumblings from the mountain.
Jamal looked around at what was happening. It confused him. He
had spent the days planning a ceremony of worship and adoration for
HaShem. The entire caravan had spent many evenings learning to sing
Psalms in Hebrew. They made banners and even planned to wash
everything down with the precious water they carried, since it was written
that you must be freshly washed when approaching HaShem. Was this not
what He wanted after all? Jamal looked around and saw that the people of
the caravan looked disturbed and fearful. He became apprehensive as well.
The message of the ancient writings finally broke through into
Rashid’s mind and he called out to Jamal, “Father! I think I know why
HaShem is unhappy!”
Jamal knew better to ignore his son and looked at him with
anticipation as if to say, “Go ahead.” Rashid continued, “The writings of
Isaiah the prophet talk about the sacrificial death of Messiah and how his
wounds and death bring reconciliation with HaShem and the people in the
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world who worship Him. Perhaps we must wait, because it is not yet the
time to approach Him.”
Jamal thought about Messiah and was saddened to think of the
death of the small boy they had met. Sorrow surrounded him. “Then we
should

not

yet

approach

HaShem,

my

son,”

Jamal

said

with

disappointment in his voice.

“You are right, Father. I don’t think we should ascend the
mountain,” stated Rashid, “But do you think that perhaps it would be
alright to play and sing as we pass?”
Something in Jamal told him that it would be alright to do that and
although he was still sorrowful over the death of Messiah, he felt a little
better. A large but sad smile came to his face as he nodded in agreement
with Rashid.
He shouted and waved to the front of the caravan and a rider came
back to the carriage the dust kicked up by his camel filling the wind around
them.
Jamal almost had to shout over it as he said loudly, “Instruct the
leaders of the musicians to start to play and instead of going up the
mountain turn east at its base. Send someone to tell the caravan to start
singing as well.”
Further back in the caravan, the widow looked around at the
darkened sky and the wind blowing around them. She felt a strange
complacency instead of the fear that would normally be gripping her.
Thoughts of all that had happened in the last year filled her head swirling
her mind like the wind swirled the dust.
She though to herself, If we are to die by the mighty hand of
HaShem, then we will die. This existence is too sad anyway … perhaps it
will be happier on the other side of this life. She looked over at her sleeping
son and said softly to herself, “All the pain will soon be over, little one.”
A rider on camelback drew her attention away from the sleeping
boy as he passed them shouting, “SING … SING!” She turned to look over
at the boy once again.
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As she looked at her son, she saw Mara sitting behind him on a
thickly padded bench along the far wall of the rocking coach. She gripped
the arms of the bench white knuckled, a look of panic on her face. Seeing
the widow looking at her, she shouted over the wind, “You seem to be
unafraid of all this. Is everything going to be alright?”

“I’m sure it will be,” the widow shouted back. “Although, that will
depend on what you mean by alright.”
The caravan, wagons rumbling and dust clouds swirling, drew
uphill towards Mount Carmel as it groped at the angry sky. The faint
sound of music and singing started in their ears but was almost drowned
out by the lightning and winds.
Hearing the music and singing, Mara glanced around and gave the
widow a look as though she was hoping for a little more information.
The widow added complacently, “I am sure that HaShem is
displeased that we are trying to ascend His holy mountain.”

“DISPLEASED?” Mara’s voice was frantic. “THIS IS DISPLEASED?
What would He do if He were angry?”

“Well,” the widow informed her, “In the writings of Moses there is
an incident about a rebellion in the camp of the children of Israel. Those
who questioned the authority HaShem had given Moses tried to take over.
HaShem opened the ground underneath them and swallowed them all.
Several hundred people! I think He might have been angry then.” the
widow concluded with a wicked smile and a kind of fatalistic glee in her
voice. She looked as if she thought it was funny.

“Please, you are joking, are you not?” Mara asked with a plea in
her voice.

“No, it all happened just as I have said, Mara!” Emoonah stated
firmly and callously.
Mara slowly shook her head side to side as if to say “No … no!” A
gasp of disbelief escaped from her mouth and her face became a twisted
mask of dismay. Every bit of Mara’s dark color drained from her skin and a
gurgle emanated from somewhere deep within her. As her eyes rolled back

55

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

in her head she fell forward and hit the floor with a thud, passing out in
terror.
The widow, seeing what her careless words had done, quickly got
up and carefully made her way across the heaving floor to where her friend
lay. She thought of all the times Mara had tended to her when she was sick
or starving or unconscious.
As she rolled her friend over onto her back, a big lump started to
form on Mara’s forehead. Emoonah bent forward to Mara’s face and
listened. Her breath came in short shallow gulps, but she was still
breathing.
Guilt flooded Emoonah’s heart and tears began to fall. Regret over
her callous attitude and all that she was becoming began to overwhelm her.
She was just about to pray for forgiveness when the caravan suddenly
pitched right. She fell over banging her head on one of the benches.
Seeing stars, the widow pushed herself off the floor and looked
around as she grabbed her head and rubbed her own swelling lump.
They were now headed east. She left Mara’s side and cautiously
made her way to a window at the rear of the coach as Elijah’s mountain
started to diminish into the arid landscape. After a long few minutes the
winds died down, the clouds moved away and the skies started to clear
becoming bright with sunshine.
Emoonah looked out of the window and angrily thought to herself,
“So, Jamal has changed his mind about ascending Mount Carmel after all.
HaShem will let us live now…” She frowned and spat on the floor.
Uttering a curse under her breath and voicing an angry “Too bad!”
she started to rub her aching head again. She slowly returned to Mara’s
side and sat down. It was hard to lift her, but she did it and then cradled
Mara’s head in her lap. She rocked her back and forth as her pain and anger
dried any tears that were left in her.
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14
“Questions”
There was a charged atmosphere in the camp that evening. The sun
was down and campfires blazed and burned hot, but not as hot as the
conversation around Jamal’s table.
It was suppertime, but no one was eating. Emoonah sat with flame
in her eyes as she ranted on. “I wish that we had tried to go up to HaShem;
then this life of pain would finally be over!” She stood up quickly and with
great frustration. Her flailing arms waved around the inside of the large
wagon. As she spoke, she nearly hit one of the magi sitting next to her. She
finally pointed at the small table where the boy sat.

“Just look at my son!” She cried with tears in her eyes. “He hardly
talks to me—or anyone else, anymore!”
Jamal looked at young Elkanah as he sat stonily along the wall
ignoring a nearby group of other children. The pain and anger in the boy’s
small face was frightening. It broke his heart and made him want to do
something—anything—to help.
Emoonah sat once again as she continued, “You wanted to worship
HaShem—WHY? Why worship a God who allows a little boy to be
sodomized by a perverted giant? Why worship a God who killed my
husband, a man who constantly talked about the goodness of this God—a
God who took everything from us, our land, our home, our food, my
husband?”
The widow paused and looked for a moment like she had nearly
forgotten her husband’s whipping death. With a look of intense pain as she
stood up and moved away from the table she exclaimed, “Oh, my poor
husband!” Every muscle in her small body tightened as she lifted her face
to the ceiling. As her eyes shut tight her hands balled into white‐knuckled
fists that shot up to her face and covered her eyes. All at once she exploded
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in tears as she turned and ran out of the room.
Mara got up from her seat near where Emoonah sat and walked
slowly over to little Elkanah. She picked him up in her stocky arms. “Come
to Mara, little one.” She cooed lovingly. The boy melted into her chest and
closed his small eyes. A relaxed sigh escaped from his softening body.
Jamal stood, excused himself and walked out the door that
Emoonah left through. Shahin sat at the table near by. He thought carefully
about all that transpired during this meal eaten by no one. “I am beginning
to worry about him,” he mused softly and silently.
Reza sat across from Shahin and looked at his face and the face of
Jamal as he went out the door. I think he may care for her—that would be
most unwise… he thought to himself. But can a man control his feelings?
Shahin looked at Reza knowingly. He got up, walked over to him
and said, “I have a pipe of fine Turkish tobacco waiting to be smoked …”
his voice trailing off.
Seeing that Shahin wanted to talk, Reza added, “And I have a
bottle of plum wine from Asia …”
He rose up and they walked out together expressing their “good‐
nights” and closing the door behind them. Outside, the men passed
Emoonah and Jamal off in the distance and went along their way. They
looked at each other with concern.
Jamal sat down on the dusty ground next to the widow and asked
in a tough but loving manner, “How much longer are you going to blame
yourself and HaShem for what happened to Elkanah?”
The widow’s head spun around to face Jamal. Her eyes were wet
from crying but they were still filled with fire. She opened her mouth to
speak but saw fire in Jamal’s eyes now as well. It drove hers back.
He continued, “Your son may never be the same, but he is young
and the memories will fade faster than if he had been older when it
happened. You cannot abandon him even though he appears to have
abandoned you. You must fight for your son if he is ever to feel secure with
you again!”
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The tears of anger left the widow’s eyes and sorrowful tears again
returned as she blurted out “But I do not know how.”
Jamal put his arms around her and pulled her close to him as they
wept for the boy together. “Do not be afraid. I will help the both of you if
you will let me,” Jamal offered quietly.
The widow looked up into his tear‐filled eyes and softly but firmly
stated “Your are a good man and I thank you for all you have done and are
trying to do. Even though I do not understand what He is doing, I believe
only HaShem can help him now… and I pray that He will.”
In the coach where Shahin quartered, Reza poured plum wine into
ornately glazed ceramic cups while Shahin packed black, pungent tobacco
into the bowl of a tall brass hookah.
Reza picked up the two cups and handing one to Shahin, he lifted
his and proclaimed, “To the mercy of HaShem!” Shahin repeated, “To the
mercy of HaShem!” They both drank.
A surprised smile curled Shahin’s lips as he lowered his cup. “I
have never tasted anything like this before, Reza—it is wonderful!” Shahin
happily admitted. A wide smile lifted the corners of Reza’s long white
beard.
Putting down his cup and seating himself on part of a ring of
scarlet pillows encompassing the pipe, Shahin struck a flint and lighted the
hookah, drawing firmly on one of the four hoses. The sound of bubbling
and the smell the burning black tobacco filled the room.
Shahin then motioned to Reza, who then sat down near him.
Handing Reza a hose, they both enjoyed the pipe, smiling as they filled
their lungs and blew the smoke out through their mouths and noses.
They both knew what was next; now came the time to discuss what
to do about the widow’s effect on Jamal. Reza spoke first, saying, “Jamal is
a big hearted man.”
Shahin nodded his head and calmly replied, “I could not agree
with you more. His compassion surpasses all reason.”
Reza frowned and quickly questioned Shahin’s choice of words.
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“Surpasses all reason? What are you saying?”
Shahin responded with, “Nothing hurtful, it is just that it seems
that he would do anything for the Hebrew widow—even as far as
approaching HaShem!”

“I was wrong about going up to Elijah’s mountain; it was
foolhardy! It could have gotten us all killed. In fact, I’m sure that if we
hadn’t turned aside, we would all be dead right now. Because of his
feelings for the widow, he could not even think clearly enough to
determine the danger. His son realized what was wrong and we are
fortunate that he did.”
Reza was dumbfounded. He thought about the meeting over
breakfast around the outdoor table yesterday and how he seemed to be
right. That pleased him, but now concern for Jamal overpowered his
thoughts. For what seemed like a very long time, he just sat there chewing
on the wooden nipple of the hose and staring at Shahin.
Finally, Reza’s words mixed with the smoke as he looked Shahin in
the eye and gravely said, “We must approach Jamal, but with kindness and
caution.”

“At least with caution,” Shahin replied with a sardonic grin. Reza’s
narrow glare pierced the smoke, but not Shahin.
Early the next morning Jamal sat with the two men. The discussion
was heated, but civil. “I am an old man even though I look good for my
age,” Reza said with small smirk, “and I have been around for a while. I
know what it is like to have feelings for a woman.”
Jamal was startled and for a moment was lost in his thoughts.
Confusion overwhelmed him like engulfing surf. Feelings for her? He
thought to himself, Do I? Something inside him trembled as he realized
Reza was right. He looked toward Shahin and saw a knowing look on his
face as well.
Jamal’s thoughts came fast now. How could these two men know
something about me that even I did not know? What else do they see and
why did I not know these things myself? Am I so blind?
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Reza continued, “You both have something in common—the pain
of losing your mates and trying to raise a child on your own. Besides that,
she is a beautiful, but troubled woman. I believe her situation plays on your
sympathies.” He saw Jamal’s eyes become narrow, dark and a little angry.
Jamal drew breath to speak, but Reza’s raised hand stopped him. “I
believe you misunderstand,” he stated calmly. Reza gently uttered, “I do
not believe she intends to manipulate you. It is just that you are a man who
will indulge in great sacrifice for someone you care about.
Shahin looked at the two men. Reza was acting as a father, trying to
help a son see a problem he might be missing. Jamal was taking in the
advice through a troubled mind and an aching heart.
He found it hard to speak, but he did. “What do you think I—we
should do?” Jamal softly inquired, already knowing what the answer was.
Reza knew Jamal knew and replied, “She must be left in the
capable hands of her God and her people.”
Now Shahin spoke. “You have helped her all that you can.” There
was sympathy in his voice. “As learned as we are, we do not really
understand the Hebrew people. They are not allowed to eat the same foods
as we do and their God does not even allow them to fraternize with other
peoples for very long. For all we know, we may be on borrowed time as it
is!” he said with caring in his voice.
Jamal looked sad and confused. “But Messiah seemed so loving!
How could HaShem be so … so opposite? Do you really think He would
have killed us?

“It certainly looked as if He might,” Shahin commented. “As you
remember, it was I who thought that HaShem would be merciful to us.
Now I know I was wrong … but can anyone understand the mind of a
God?”
Again Reza spoke. “She would be better off with her own people
and it would be better for you. She would never be happy in Persia, even if
you two were together.” Jamal was not so sure, but he did not argue.

“She would not be accepted,” Reza continued. “She would be an
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outcast and I would fear for her son. Perhaps sometime in the future things
might be different, but as it is now …”

“Then she must be returned to her people…for her own
happiness,” Jamal sadly admitted. “We stop at Nazareth for provisions. I
will speak to her and perhaps she could stay there.”
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15
“Nazareth”
Jamal sat on the heavily padded seat in the rolling, rocking carriage
across from the Emoonah’s as they traveled toward Nazareth. Dust was
kicked up by the heavy wheels and blown around by the desert breezes.
The dust made it hard to breath, so the veils they wore covered all but their
eyes. The sun baked down and caused them to squint. It was a hard day
and it was going to get harder.
The landscape was hilly and harsh. Along the path little but thorny
shrubs and weeds grew. Jamal wondered how anything but jackals and
other scavengers could survive here. He looked across the short span
between himself and the widow and wondered how his life would be once
she was gone. It had been four years since the death of his wife, and
although that was no longer painful, the thought of leaving Emoonah in
Nazareth brought back a lot of old hurt. Beneath the veil, his face became a
vexed mask.
Finally, with remorse in his eyes, he spoke to her softly. “I think
you know that I care for you …”
An invisible smile came to her face and her eyes told of her sorrow
as she whispered, “I thought you might … but there is just too much that is
wrong in my life; my husband is only months dead and my son is having
so much trouble. Being with you might make everything better over time,
but right now I can’t count on that.”
A tiny, questioning smile came unseen to Jamal’s face. It was one of
curiosity. “Do you care for me at all?”
Emoonah replied, “I really do not know.” The widow looked into
Jamal’s eyes and saw a wonderful man that she could be very happy with.
“You are kind, learned, rich and handsome …”
Jamal’s smile grew wide behind the veil and he put his head down;
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nearly blushing.

“But my heart feels so dead. I just can’t be sure—and I would need
to be sure.”
Jamal’s smile shrank once again as he choked out softly, “I would
need you to be sure. Life in my country could be difficult for a Hebrew.
And you have so much hardship in your life already…” his voice trailed
off. As she nodded, her smile grew faint.

“The thought of not seeing you makes me very sad.” Jamal paused
and then breathed with a sigh, “but I think it might be time to return you to
your own people.”
Stray thoughts began to swirl in Emoonah’s head and something in
her heart broke just a little.
Jamal offered, “Tomorrow we will be in Nazareth and you Elkanah
are healthy enough to leave us.” He looked her in the eye as he asked, “Do
you know anyone there?”
A small, low chuckle escaped from her as the widow remembered
why she had made for Jamal’s caravan in the first place.
That night dinner was sumptuous, but the mood was gloomy.
Everything felt strained and forced as Emoonah’s and Jamal’s eyes met,
searching the others for signs of emotion and finding only confusion. Even
the musicians could not bring the mood up. Everyone went to bed early.
Morning came and as they broke camp, Jamal asked Emoonah if
she and Elkanah would again ride with Rashid and himself into town. She
smiled a little smile and said that she would like that.
The trip to Nazareth went slowly. It was mostly downhill, which
made the animals strain to hold the heavy wagon and carriages back.
Noises from the beasts and the shouts of the drivers filled the air. The sun
still burned hot on them but the breeze took a lot of the heat away. Even so,
the dust flew and it was still hard to breathe.
As they traveled, Jamal stole brief glances at Emoonah. She looked
so different than when he first saw her standing on the landing of the back
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of one of the coaches in her torn, threadbare dress—dirty, alarmingly thin,
a look of despair on her face.
She was so beautiful now; her long dark hair was shiny and wisps
of it swirled in the breeze around her small heart‐shaped face. Even though
she still wore a veil, he could see her loveliness in his mind as clearly as
though he were looking right at it.
She had filled out since she was eating regularly and now her body
was well rounded and firm against the elegant robes she wore. They fit her
well and made her look like royalty. He looked into the large wells of her
dark eyes and nearly lost himself in them. He turned away, knowing that
he may never see her again. He felt depressed, but that gave him resolve.
He decided within himself that she would never leave his heart.
Emoonah felt confused and troubled. Was she doing the right
thing? Her son would have everything he ever needed in the palaces of the
magi—food, clothing, and the finest education possible—but they would
always be outcasts. They would need constant protection from those in
Persia who hated Hebrews. They might end up being prisoners of this new
life.
She looked across at Jamal. He was a very handsome man. She
liked his slightly crooked smile. The little bits of gray in his temples and
beard gave him a distinguished look, but there was playfulness in his
glittering eyes. When he looked at her she felt warm and being with him
made her feel safe, but she still could not escape the memory of her
husband. His loss still felt so fresh that there was a stab of pain in her heart
whenever she thought of him.
She eyed Elkanah as he sat there, arms crossed over his chest and
an angry look on his face. Maybe getting far away from the memory of all
that had happened to him would help him. After all, he was still young;
maybe he would forget it all after a while. But it was important to her that
he grew up knowing the Hebrew laws and traditions. She decided that they
would have to stay in Nazareth.
The caravan moved onto level ground as they passed through the
dregs of the river Kishon and into the Valley of Jezreel along the foot of a
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line of mountains that rose and fell like a stumbling man. After many long
hours they saw the small outline of the town rising out of the distance at
the right of the hills. It seemed to take forever before it started to feel real.
Wheels rolled and clunked into divots and potholes, falling in with puffs of
dust and the jarring of bones. The heads of the passengers tossed side to
side as they once again started up and into the hill town of Nazareth.
As they neared the outskirts, hoards of beggars in worn clothing
and filthy rags swarmed around the caravan to cry out for alms with
pleading in their voices. Some tried to strip anything hanging from the
coaches, wagons and carriages as they passed. The guards flailed at them
with swords and spears—not to hurt anyone, but in an attempt to keep
them from stealing.
Pulling into Nazareth, the very first thing Jamal and Emoonah
noticed was the smell. Animal and human dung was all around. Rotting
food, blood and entrails from recently killed chickens, sheep and goats
drew flies. Maggots seemed to crawl everywhere.
The people were as dirty as their surroundings. Filthy, ragged
people filled the stinking noisy streets. Dangerous men lurked in the alleys
near a run‐down synagogue and in the dim corners where buildings came
together. Small bands of the occupying Roman troops patrolled the town
but did little to maintain what peace there was. Harlots called to them and
the others in broad daylight. Inhabitants stood around or urinated against
structures and scarred, beat‐up trees. Merchants swore at crippled beggars
and tried in vain to keep them away from their tents and storefronts. The
caravan stopped along the side of the main road through the town.
Jamal was appalled by what he saw as he looked around at the
dirty buildings and streets. Merchants surrounded them, waving their
wares and shouting prices inflated by the wealthy look of the prospective
buyers. He waved away the ones that were close to him.
While climbing out of the carriage a rough, surly man with a patch
over his left eye made a grab for the purse on his belt. Jamal saw it coming
and with a move so fast that it was hardly a move at all, grabbed his wrist
and with a twist sent the man yelping to the ground. The bandit was a
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short wide man with a shock of curly black hair that jutted out in all
directions. His black beard was cut short and it looked as if he had no neck.
A shabby leather vest covered his dirty striped robe and a piece of rope
held it all together.
An angry look twisted his dull features. A curved dagger appeared
from under the man’s robe and into a thick, hard hand. He rose up and
took a step toward Jamal, an evil grin on his scowling face showed
yellowing teeth.
A small but powerful “Hey!” broke the air and the man’s mouth
dropped open as a hush fell over the crowd. Looking over Jamal’s
shoulder, he saw an arrow strung and drawn back tightly on the battle bow
in Rashid’s small hand.

“You may go now,” were the only words that emitted from the
boy’s mouth. They sounded cold and deadly. For a long moment Rashid
locked eyes with the bandit’s. The boy showed no fear at all. The dagger
fell from the attacker’s hand as he broke Rashid’s gaze and disappeared
into the swarming crowd.
Jamal looked at Rashid in astonishment. A huge smile broke onto
his face and then a questioning look, as Rashid released the tension on his
arrow. He nodded, “Yes father, I would have killed him…” He added, “had
he tried to kill you.”
Jamal quietly said to Rashid, “I thank you, my son, but you worry
me. You have never killed a man before. Once you do, it will haunt you for
a long time. Never kill unless you have to and make the choice carefully.”
Rashid nodded and said thoughtfully, “I understand father—but
I’ve already lost mother and I was not about to let that man make me an
orphan.” That gave Jamal something to think about.
Through all this, the widow just sat there, hardly moving. She was
stunned. She started to speak, but Jamal spoke first.

“So … this is Nazareth!” Looking around with his hands on his
hips, “Nice town…” Sarcasm dripped from his voice as he continued, “This
is your new home, unless we may be allowed to take you further.” He was

67

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

deadly serious.
A multitude of thoughts raced through the widow’s head. This
place was rough, dirty and horribly evil—would she be able to survive
here? What might happen to her son? How would she find her cousin? She
didn’t even know where she lived! She closed her eyes and took a deep
breath. The smell made her a little sick to her stomach and she wrinkled her
nose in disgust.
She wondered aloud, “Would you be able to help me find my
cousin’s house, Jamal? If I can find her, I can stay here. If not I will go
elsewhere with you and Rashid.” She looked at the hopeful smile on
Rashid’s face.
Jamal longingly thought to himself, maybe her cousin will not be
found.
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16
“Disappointment”
At storefront to storefront, from person to person Emoonah asked
about her cousin looking for any information she could get. Jamal walked
with her, his hand on the long knife he now carried on his belt. Four guards
walked with them, forming a circle around them. She exclaimed, “No one
seems to know anything. Who she is, where she lives—nothing! It is as if
Rhema does not even exist!”

“That is because she does not, any longer…” The aged voice rose
up from the ground beside her. Startled, she looked down and saw a blind
beggar holding a scarred wooden bowl. Ratty, chopped, gray hair stuck out
in untidy shards. Milky eyes stared up from under a dirty, sweat‐stained
turban that might have once been red. His threadbare robe was a series of
patches sewn haphazardly together over what was left of some faded,
striped material. It was belted together with a dirty piece of leather
strapping. He sat, leaning against a rough brick wall, cross‐legged on a
burst‐out pillow over a stained straw mat.
Compassion flooded her as she looked at his plight. Softly and
sympathetically, she asked, “Will you tell me what you mean, old father?”
She took one of the eight coins given to her by Nicodemus and dropped it
into his bowl.

“You do not have to do that, child,” He explained as he scooped
the coin up and handed it back to her. “She was always kind to me.
Besides, I am not a seller of information; I only wish to be of service. You
are a relation of hers, I can tell. You sound almost like her.”
She bent down and knelt in front of him. “What is your name, old
father?” she asked with kindness in her voice.

“Zacharius … my name is Zacharius.” He was excited to be spoken
to. He sounded as if no one had talked to him in years.
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“Zacharius, what do you mean Rhema does not exist here
anymore?”

“She was carried off to HaShem seven years ago, dying in
childbirth. Her husband still lives here with their boy, but he never got over
her death. You will find them living in a shack behind the brothel. He
makes strong‐drink to sell there, but he is also a thief and a bandit. No one
goes to see them but other thieves, whoremongers and harlots; he is an
angry man and very dangerous. I do not think it wise for you to go there,
either.”
Jamal breathed a sigh of relief and proclaimed, “Well, you certainly
cannot live here; let us get back to the caravan and get ready to move on!”
Emoonah looked sourly over her shoulder at him and turned back
to Zacharius. “But what of the boy?”

“He is one of the crowd of young beggars that floods the streets,”
Zacharius continued. “I must be careful not to get in his way. He is only
seven, but one day he beat me with a rod and took all that I had—he is
cruel and pitiless, almost as bad as his father.”
The widow looked sad beyond tears. “I have to try to see them,
Jamal. There must be something that can be done to help them and I have
to try.” Again she turned to Zacharius. “Where can they be found?”
The old man became silent. He looked as if he was trying to
remember where he was and then cautiously directed, “Go forty‐three
paces down this street. When the buildings end and the tent market starts,
turn to your left. Keep walking until the market is no more and bear right
at the well. The brothel is about a three‐minute walk from there—but use
caution! There are many who would kill you for whatever you carry.”
Emoonah stood up and took Zacharius by the hand. Opening his
fingers, she placed the silver coin into his palm and with her own hand
closed his around it. “Please …” she asserted with great kindness in her
voice.
A tear rolled silently down Zacharius’ cheek and through a
toothless grin, he quietly muttered, “You are so like Rhema.”
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Looking at Jamal and then down the street, the widow determined,
“We had better get going if we are to be there before nightfall.”

“Do you really think this is the thing to do? You heard Zacharius
here; the man and his son are both thieves. They live behind a brothel!
Would you try to reform them? What kind of a life would that be? As you
try to influence them for the good, they would no doubt influence you
AND your son for the worse. You both could wind up just as bad as they
are.”
Emoonah glossed over it, quickly shook her head and doggedly
proclaimed, “That will not happen!” She motioned down the street again
and firmly inquired, “Are you coming or not?”
Jamal was wary, but he could not let her go there alone. “I have
said all there is to be said and I doubt that you will change your mind …”
His voice trailed off. The look on her face still said no, so he suggested,
“Perhaps we should get a couple more guards.”
They were now ten strong: Jamal, the widow and eight guards. It
was after dark now, and as they rounded the corner to go behind the
brothel, they heard the whoops and shouts of drunken merriment. It was
then that they saw the house—if you could call it that!
A torch on a long, ornate bronze stake burned in front of the
ramshackle structure. Looking around Jamal mused to himself, That torch
is the nicest thing about this place.
There was garbage and dung strewn all over and it stunk of decay.
The building had two low stories made of rough brick, discarded wood and
filthy cloth draping. The roof was made poorly and mostly of cracked tile,
probably pried away and stolen from other buildings. In the lower level
goats and chickens tried to sleep without any success at all.
In the upper level, where most of the noise came from, there were
silhouettes of men and half‐naked women in all stages of drunkenness. As
they looked around, a man came out of the upper level and started to climb
down a rickety ladder from the roof. He was about halfway down when he
missed a step and fell to the ground with a colossal thud and a large puff of
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dust.
Picking himself up as if he felt nothing, he wandered over to a pot
next to the building. He lifted his knee‐length robe and squatted onto the
pot unaware that anyone was looking. The widow turned her face away
and Jamal just stared in disbelief. As he finished relieving himself, he got
up headed back toward the ladder. As he turned to climb it, he finally
noticed that he had audience. It startled him, but curiosity got the best of
him. He took a few steps away from the ladder and into the light of the
torch to get a closer look. Both he and Jamal were surprised; it was the
bandit with the patch!
For a minute the robber seemed not to know them, but as he
recognized his “guests” fire lit his narrowed eyes. He stumbled forward
hollering, “You … you come back for more, huh? You will not get away
this time … now I will kill you!” He took a few more weaving steps toward
them and stopped. All at once his eyes rolled back in his head as he passed
out and fell forward, creating another large puff of dust.
Hearing the shouting from inside, a woman, who looked like a
harlot put her grubby head out of a jagged hole in the soiled curtains, saw
the goings‐on and started to laugh boisterously.
Jamal called up to her, “Woman—do you know the owner of this
place?”

“Yes,” she hollered back, “and it looks like you do too!” Her
laughter only got louder as she pointed to the stocky man lying in front of
them on the ground.
The widow looked at the body passed out in the dirt and then
looked back at Jamal. As their eyes met, they could only grin sheepishly as
they looked at each other with a mix of disgust and pity on their faces.
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17
“Reality”
Leaving her late cousin’s husband on the ground with two guards
watching, him they climbed the ladder to the roof level; two guards first,
then Jamal and Emoonah followed by two more guards. Making their way
over a small wall, they looked around in the moonlight. It was actually
dirtier on the roof than on the ground. Crude plates and bowls were
stacked with rotting food between them, sticking them together like
cement. Mobs of pigeons pecked at what stuck out between them and
fought with each other over the mess. Feathers and dust flew everywhere.
There were a couple of people passed out, or just in a drunken stupor.
Many others were laying on filthy pillows on the floor, with the hungry
birds waddling around and over them.
Once they got inside, the smell was overpowering. The widow
covered her nose with her veil and tried with difficulty to breathe through
it. Jamal just held his nose. The guards were wincing and one of them tried
hard to hold down his gagging.
The laughing harlot was now holding her sides and bursting into
loud peals of laughter as she looked at faces of the visitors. She would close
her eyes and the laughter would slow, but when she opened them again it
would explode out of her even harder. Finally she was rolling on what little
floor was exposed between bodies, trash and garbage.
Jamal thought out loud, “What is that awful stench?”
The widow replied, “It is coming from behind that wall.” Emoonah
walked toward a makeshift wall that didn’t quite reach the ceiling. It stood
dividing a corner from the rest of the room. There, a large kettle simmered
and stank. The widow took one look at the pot and stated with distaste in
her voice, “strong‐drink!”
Jamal looked at her in disbelief. In a skeptical voice he asked,
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“People do not really drink this … do they?”
The harlot called out apologetically, “It stinks less when it cools…”
She giggled, hiccupped and then passed out.
Jamal turned his attention from the now‐snoring harlot and looked
into the kettle. He took a ladle from a bent, rusted nail in the wall. His
curiosity was getting the better of him. As he absently stirred it around, the
widow started to gag. Jamal apologized, and stopped stirring the brew. He
noticed clumps of unrecognizable matter swirling in the pot. He asked,
“What is this made from?”
Emoonah gave him a strange look. She paused a minute and then,
with an annoyed tone to her voice, she said bluntly, “Fruit, grains, maybe
vegetables and roots—whatever they can get their hands on. All rotted.”
Thoughtfully, Jamal turned to the widow and replied, “Well, that
would account for the smell.”
They turned from the pot and went out from behind the wall. As
they looked around the room, a boy of about the right age to be the bandit’s
son, drowsily crawled out from a box‐like sleeping chamber behind the
doorway. As he stood up, Emoonah wrinkled her nose at how filthy he
was. She looked at his face and saw traces of her cousin. She knew it was
her nephew.
He looked at them with the blank face of sleep. Walking out the
door and over to an opening in the wall around the roof, he turned his back
to them as he opened the front of the small ephod he wore and relieved
himself over the wall.
Jamal cynically muttered “Like father, like son,” threw up his
hands, turned around and went back inside. He was about to sit down but
he could find no place to sit where filth of the room didn’t stop him.
Emoonah looked a little more at the boy. She saw stripe‐like scars
on his back and legs, the work of many beatings. She shook her head in
disbelief and thought to herself, If I do not stay, he could be beaten to
death. Every event—large or small—seemed to convince her that she was
needed there.
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She turned around and followed Jamal as he tried vainly to find
somewhere clean, saying, “He is my cousin’s son—I can tell.”

“Yes,” Jamal agreed as he looked again at the boy. “She was the
daughter of your mothers sister, was she not? I can see bits of you in him.”
The widow shyly lowered her eyelids and nodded; almost embarrassed
that Jamal’s eyes had searched her so completely.

“I saw the scars, too, and know you are thinking that you must stay
and ‘rescue’ him,” Jamal said with a cautioned voice as he motioned
toward the boy. “But his father is a dangerous man. You saw what
happened when we first pulled into town. How will you handle him?”

“I think that having the presence of a woman here to cook and
keep the house neat may have a calming effect. I think we could be a happy
family if we work at it!”
Jamal was nervous and again resorted to sarcasm. “It looks as if
there are already plenty of women here,” motioning to the bodies of
sleeping harlots and loose women on top of and under unconscious, filthy
men.
Frustrated, he took the widow by the shoulders and looked her in
the eyes. “This not the place for you,” he pleaded. “Come with me—you
know it is what you really want!”
All at once Emoonah knew he was right; she did want to be with
him, but this was her family and she had a duty to them that she needed to
fulfill. “Yes, you are right—I do want to be with you, but I must stay here
and try to make a life for all of us. They need me even if they do not know
it. It will be hard, but it can be done.”
Jamal released her and hung his head, shaking it slowly side to
side. Raising his head once more, a sigh escaped his lips as he put his hands
on his hips and looked around. With a great deal of resignation he asked
her, “What can I do to help?”
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18
“Confrontation”
It was now morning and the caravan was parked around the house
and brothel as a din filled the air. The brothel owner swore and cursed
them for disturbing his business. Merchants thronged around them
attempting to sell nearly anything they could get their hands on to almost
anyone they could see. The sounds of loudly spoken languages of all sorts
rung in the air as bargains were offered and deals were struck or turned
down. Coins of all sorts clinked sharply as they changed hands.
All the while the man with the patch slept off his drunk under a
scrawny tree on a tattered blanket thrown over a pile of straw near the
house. He snored blissfully unaware of the tumult around him, or that his
ankle bore a chain that secured him to its trunk.
Emoonah had long since thrown out the drunkards, loose women
and harlots and now she, Mara and a small army of male and female
workers were cleaning out the house and yard. As the workers raked up
filth into piles, flies swarmed in and throughout the clouds of dust and dirt.
Other workers hammered nails into new fencing or tried to reinforce the
tipping walls of the house.
The boy sat in an inside corner and cursed them in a loud voice.
“Emoonah looked at him and threatened, “If you keep using that kind of
language, I will wash your mouth out with soap!”
The boy stopped swearing at them and his forehead curled into a
knot of confusion. “What is soap?”
Getting a whiff of him Emoonah saw no reason to think he was
joking. “You will find out soon enough!” she replied.

“You are going to need a lot of help to keep up this place even after
these workers get it into some sort of decent shape,” Mara announced,
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looking around her. “I will stay here and help you.”
Looking at her with concern, the widow uttered, “Life here will not
be easy, Mara. This is a dangerous place with dangerous people. I am not
even sure what will happen once my brother‐in‐law wakes up. Once he is
free, he may try to kill us as he tried to kill Jamal. Think about it very
carefully and then decide if you really want to stay.”

“I already have thought about it and if that man tries to kill us, I
will return this to him—pointed end first!” As she spoke she lifted her robe
and took out the dagger the bandit had tried to use on Jamal.

“I picked it up off the street!” Mara proudly proclaimed.
The startled look on Emoonah’s face gave way to one of confidence
in her friend. She felt a little better.
A cry of “THAT DOES NOT BELONG TO YOU—IT IS MY
FATHER’S!” came from the corner and the boy dashed across the room and
tried to grab the knife from Mara. Before she could pull the knife away or
even warn the boy to be careful, a scream emitted from him as blood from
his hand squirted at Mara and onto her robe.

“Quick—grab him!” the widow shouted as she pulled a wet rag
from a pot of hot water. Mara took the boy by the arm and dragged him,
kicking and hollering, over to where the widow stood.
Emoonah hastily wrapped the hot, wet cloth around the boy’s hand
and he let out a howl. Trying biting her and Mara, the boy continued to
struggle. “LEAVE ME ALONE!” he screeched as tears of shock and pain
ran down his cheeks.
The widow cried out to him, “Look!” and removed the cloth.
Seeing his hand cut to the bone, the boy shrieked in horror and his face
turned as white as orange pith. His blood flowed freely from the sliced
hand, making a growing pool on the floor.
Emoonah grabbed him by the shoulder and looked him in the eye.
“Let us help you or you will bleed to death!” The boy’s crying slowed and
he nodded his head in silence.

“Put an iron in the fire, Mara!” She put her eyes back on the boy’s
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and stated in no uncertain terms, “This will hurt maybe more than
anything you have known, but if we do not close this wound, you will die.
Do you understand?” The boy again nodded. As they all sat down on dirty
pillows, Mara gripped the boy from behind and held him tightly.
The widow rolled up a small, clean piece of cloth and told the boy,
“As I lay the iron on your wound, bite down on this rag as hard as you can,
alright?” The boy nodded once more and Emoonah took the reddened iron
out of the fire. She got on her knees in front of the boy as a look of intense
fear painted his face.

“Do not be afraid. I have done this before,” she lied. At that, she
pulled the bloodied rag from the boy’s hand and laid the iron on the
wound. The boy screamed through his nose and passed out. The bleeding
stopped. They bandaged him up with some strips of clean cloth and an
ointment that Mara knew how to make and laid him on a pile of pillows to
rest.

It was late afternoon when Emoonah’s brother‐in‐law finally began
to stir. The uncovered eye opened slightly and then shut again. A
bewildered look formed on his face as it slowly opened a second time. For a
long while it looked stunned, dazed and blind as if he could not see
through that one either. He made no motion—no sound.
Then as if stung by a bee, he shot to his feet bellowing, “What is
going on here? Who are you all?” He stumbled forward not realizing that
he was chained to the tree. The shackle went taut as he fell flat on his face
with a heavy thud and a loud groan.
The closest worker looked up from his raking stared at him for
what seemed like a long time. The thief rolled around on the mix of straw
and dusty earth, holding his head while groaning and sniveling. He yanked
the chain by pulling his leg while the spindly tree flexed against his weight,
shaking and dropping small leaves.
He sat up and grabbed the chain with both hands. As he pulled at
it the tree fought back by flexing, bowing and then snapping back into
place as if this struggle had never happened. The worker merely shook his
head and went back to his raking.
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Jamal watched the goings on as he walked over to where the thief
was bound. “Good morning,” he said with sarcasm in his voice.
Patch looked over his shoulder to where the voice came from and
gasped in surprise. “You … you ———!” A stream of explicative vomited
from his mouth. “Unchain me so I can kill you … you ———!
Jamal was amused even though he looked angry. His eyes
narrowed and he set his jaw. “If you try, you had better be sure you do kill
me, because if you do not, I will kill you … and in the most painful way
available.”
Jamal’s voice became contemplative. “I might gut you like a fish
only very slowly…” he said as if the idea intrigued him, “or set you on fire
just to watch you burn. If I really thought about it,” said Jamal with an
imitation malice in his eyes, “I could be even more creative.”
The bluster left the bandit as the color drained from his face and
only a look of sheer panic was left. He tried to say something, but only an
incoherent babbling sound came out. He looked ominously at his leg
chained to the tree; the small army of Persians surrounding him and
Jamal’s determined eyes in his firm, expressionless face.
The man’s panicked expression turned to a mournful sadness.
Finally, almost in tears, he whined in a weak voice, “I guess I have been
quick‐tempered and foolish. I did not mean anything by it…” his voice
going from quiet to almost inaudible. He looked over his shoulder at Jamal
and gave him a look that spoke of a man to be pitied, not one to be feared.
Jamal looked at him and spoke with a stark firmness in his voice, “I
will free you only if you behave yourself. If you do not, things will go badly
for you—very badly.”
The bandit whined, “Yes … yes, of course—I understand.” He once
again put a hand to the bump on his head. “I am in much pain. Do you
think I could get a drink?”
Jamal’s face became a tired but compassionate grimace.
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19
“Understandings”
Emoonah sat with Elkanah in her lap. He fidgeted and wanted out
of her arms as usual, but she held him there until he became quiet. Her
nephew was still asleep from the pain and shock of his ordeal. She looked
over at him with love and concern. She looked at Jamal once again as he
talked and drank with her brother‐in‐law.
She knew she wanted to be with Jamal, but she also knew she
needed to stay and try to make a life for the two boys, her brother‐in‐law
and herself. She felt sad and resigned to living a life without her husband
or Jamal. She looked around the clean but ramshackle room and wondered
what her new life would be like.
A bottle of Persian wine was in Jamal’s hand as he poured small
amounts into their chipped earthen cups. The bandit looked into his; it was
nearly empty. A twisted grin came to his face and with sarcasm in his
voice, said, “You are so generous with your drink.”
Jamal stared at him across the table with a look that said volumes,
but with eyes as hard as stone. The bandit knew when to keep quiet. They
both swallowed their wine and Jamal said, “We will talk outside.”
They both got up and the bandit followed Jamal to the curtained
opening in the wall. As Jamal opened it for the brother‐in‐law to walk
through, Mara came through the door past them.
She looked at Jamal and gave him a polite “thank you,” but as she
passed the bandit her face became a hostile grimace and she looked at him
in disdain. He was just about to comment on her attitude when he felt
Jamal’s hand on his shoulder and heard a firm, “Let us go…” The two men
climbed down the ladder to the ground and walked over to the tree where
the bandit had been chained.
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Mara went to where Emoonah’s nephew slept and laid a gentle
hand on his head. “He has no fever … that is a good sign.”

“Then his hand is not infected … good.” the widow replied. “How
long do you think he will sleep, Mara?”

“Until sometime tomorrow, I am sure.”
Outside Jamal angrily quizzed Emoonah’s brother‐in‐law. “You
did not even ask about your son—what happened to him or why. Not even
how he is. What kind of father are you, or are you his father?”

“What kind of a question is that?!?” the bandit demanded with a
quiet fury in his voice. “Without a doubt he is my son. I just do not baby
him like most fathers do! He will grow up to be a strong, fearless man…
like me!”
Jamal shook his head and glared hard into the bandit’s good eye.
“You may be strong, but you are far from fearless. You are a coward, just as
are most thieves. If you are not careful, he WILL grow up to be like you,
and share the fate of the wicked—an early grave!”
The bandit grew indignant. “Do you think that only the wicked
gain an early grave? I have seen many men that were thought to be good
die of disease or at the hands of the Pharisees—and the Romans too—since
they came to Nazareth. We are all going to die anyway, so why not take
what you want? Life is too short to spend it breaking your back working in
the fields or trying to eke out a living in the marketplace. Only the strong
survive and I am strong; my son will be too!”
The bandit took a menacing step toward Jamal but Jamal drove
him back with his glare. The bandit bragged, “As a child I was a beggar—
one of the best!” He pointed to the piece of leather wrapped around his
head and proudly stated, “My own father blinded me in this eye so that
people would have pity on me and give me alms. I was angry for a while,
but it was for the good of our family. Now I praise him for it.
When I grew to be about eleven I was too big to play the ‘pitiful
little boy,’ so I started to steal. Now I am one of the best thieves there is! I
make strong‐drink too—so I have two jobs! I always have money and
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everyone is either my friend or fears me! I would be VERY happy if my son
grew up just like me—a success!”
Jamal looked at the man with disdain and disbelief on his face. The
look turned into a twisted sneer as the Magi looked around at the run‐
down building and surroundings. He spat out “So … this is what a success
looks like! You live in squalor, you AND your son stink from your
unbelievable filth! The only people that come around you are drunks,
thieves and whores and to obtain all of this ‘success’ you steal, rob and
create drunkards.” Jamal stepped toward the thief until the stink limited
his approach and glared at him though hard, narrow eyes. He said, “You
deceive only yourself—no one else!”
The bandit’s jaw dropped open with surprise. He was not used to
being spoken to in that way. His eyes filled with rage. His angry words
spat back at Jamal, “Look at you with your fancy clothes and high position!
You have no idea how hard life can be! People die all the time because they
don’t have food or they get sick and have no money to buy potions. That is
not going to happen to my son or me! I will do whatever I have to do to
provide and I will not just stand here while you pass judgment on us!”
At that the bandit spun around and stormed away toward the
lower part of the house and went in through improvised doorway covered
by a dirty, threadbare curtain. Jamal followed him with his eyes until he
was out of sight. He shook his head and walked around to the side of the
building and over to the ladder going up to the second floor. He started to
climb.
As he reached the top rung and stepped off onto the roof terrace,
he heard voices coming from inside. He turned to his left and walked
through the somewhat cleaner curtain. The strong‐drink had cooled and its
stench had been reduced to a bitter tang that filled the air in the small
room. Waiting for him was the widow and Mara, as well as Reza and
Shahin.
Reza sat on an elevated pillow smoking a long clay pipe. The
strong smell of his Turkish tobacco fought fiercely with the biting aroma
already in the air. There was no clear winner.
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Shahin sat away from him in an old, beat‐up, but ornate hard chair.
His elbows rested on the chair’s arms and his hands were palms together,
forming a steeple with his long, thin fingers against the sparse hair of his
chin. Mara and the widow sat between the men, separating them.
Jamal greeted them and smiled pleasantly. He silently beckoned to
the widow. She rose in one motion and was swiftly by his side as though
she was meant to be there. He put his hand on the small of her back and
guided her through the curtain into the darkening sky.

“Brothers,” Jamal inquired, “might we have a minute?” Shahin
looked impatient as he shot an uneasy glance in Reza’s direction. Reza did
not seem happy as he answered back, “Please try not to take too long.”
There was insistence in his voice.
Jamal’s pleasant smile turned hard and his eyes darkened as he
replied, “As you wish!” He left the room with an insolent turn as he put his
back to the two men.
As he emerged from the doorway, he saw the widow sitting on the
low wall that surrounded the roof terrace. She was framed by a stand of
tall, sparse trees against the brass‐colored evening sky. He went over and
sat down next to her. “I think,” he stated cautiously, “that you may have
trouble with your brother‐in‐law.
The widow’s face knotted into an inquisitive grimace as her mind
groped at a distant memory. She looked up at Jamal and slowly said, “I
think his name is Jabez. I remember my cousin telling me that his mother
had died in childbirth and …”
Jamal cut her off with a small chuckle, “I am sorry, but does not
Jabez mean ‘pain’?”
The widow gave him an icy look and spoke with harshness in her
voice, saying “I do not see anything funny about it! Have you no pity? His
mother died while giving birth to him and his father named him Pain—
how horrible!”
Jamal abruptly stopped laughing and looked at her with
embarrassment on his face. He thought about the widow’s words and
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slowly stated, “He told me his father blinded his eye when he was young to
make him a better beggar. He must have blamed Jabez for his wife’s
death.”
The widow’s mouth dropped open with a gasp. She looked at
Jamal with shock all over her face. Her head moved side to side in short,
rapid actions as if she was saying “no, no, no” just as fast as she could.
When her words finally came, they burst out along with tears of sympathy.
“I cannot believe anyone could do that to his own son—no wonder Jabez is
so angry. His father was a monster!” The tears ran down her cheeks.

“‘Patch’ does not see it that way,” Jamal replied calmly. “In fact, he
praises his father for using the blinding of his eye to insure his success in
life.”
She looked at him in confusion. “Success? What success? He is a
robber and a thief, a bully and a coward, a maker of intoxicants so vile I do
not know how anyone can drink them—how is a man like this a success?”

“Well,” Jamal replied, “He always has money and he considers
those that come to him to be friends.”
A weak, cynical chuckle escaped from her lips as she looked Jamal
in the eye and then in no direction in particular. “He has no real friends,
only those who come to feed his ego so they may use him. There is no way
that I can leave him and his boy to this lifestyle. I MUST stay—they need
my help!”

“If you are to stay, you must have a way to make money—you
cannot count on Jabez for your provision.” Jamal looked at her and
inquired, “Do you have a skill—something you can make to sell in the
marketplace?”

“When I was a girl,” the widow replied, “my aunt taught me to use
a loom. Perhaps I could make rugs or clothing. Mara could help me!” she
sounded excited for the first time in months.
Jamal smiled warmly and asked, “Is Mara staying too?” The widow
nodded and smiled largely. “I will buy you both a loom and materials and
fund your new business.” He then added sadly, “We will have to leave
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after that; my colleagues grow impatient.”
The widow’s smile became a sad look that fell from Jamal’s face to
the floor as she quietly said, “I understand…”
Jamal reached over to her and took hold of the widow’s face, and
then, feeling incorrect, he took his hand away. Composing himself, he
choked out, “I will come by in the morning and we will start getting you
into business.” The widow nodded as he stood up and turned to leave.
Walking over to the doorway, Jamal pulled back the curtain and
said to Reza and Shahin in a cold and impersonal voice, “It is getting late.
We will speak in my coach.”
He turned to climb down the ladder without waiting for the men.
As the curtain fell, they rose and left the room, bidding Mara goodnight
and then Emoonah as they passed her on the terrace. Once on the ground,
they looked at each other and slowly started to walk to Jamal’s wagon. It
seemed like a long time before they got there.
Reza and Shahin climbed the darkened steps to the door of Jamal’s
wagon. Light shown from under the door as they knocked lightly. Jamal’s
voice sounded unpleasant as he called out “Come!” from far back in its
interior.
Jamal sat behind the map table on a tall stool and glared at them.
“Well?” he asked remotely.
The men looked at each other and then at Jamal once more. They
stood silent. Jamal’s eyes narrowed to slits and his glare turned to ice. His
voice resounded as he stood up quickly and put both his hands, palms
down, on the table shouting, “WHAT IS IT YOU WANT—SPEAK UP OR
LEAVE!”
Shahin spoke first. “We feel that you may be too slow in leaving
this place. We have found the widow’s family and she now has a place to
live—why stay any longer? We are magi … not a clean‐up crew!”
Jamal’s face went red with fury, but before he could reply, Reza
broke in. “Shahin, are we too good to help the widow to make this place
livable? There is much work to be done in order to make it safe for her to
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stay here.”
He turned to Jamal and said warmly, “We would just like to know
if there is a timetable for our departure and if we might be of any assistance
to you or to the widow.” Shahin looked at Reza with confusion and then at
Jamal—first with a dazed expression and then a humble, twisted smile.
Jamal’s face became soft and his eyes welled up. He sat back down
and put his head in his hands. Reza glanced with melancholy at Shahin and
turned to walk over to where Jamal sat. He put a strong hand on his
friend’s shoulder. In a weak voice from under his bowed head Jamal
uttered a small, “Forgive me, my brothers…”
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20
“Change”
Dawn broke with the comings and goings of many. Wood and
straw, hay and stubble arrived by the cart full. Persians studied freshly
drawn plans along with the foreman, who lazily oversaw the hired workers
from the town. Laborers molded earthen bricks using rough wooden forms.
Dust flew up and voices chattered as rock for a foundation was brought by
wagon through town and dropped off behind the brothel. Curious
townsfolk followed the wagon, but when they saw where it was going
many turned back in disgust. Still others looked on with great interest.
Jabez sat against the side of his house with a jug of strong‐drink in
his lap. It was early morning and he had been up most of the night
drinking and thinking—a lot of each.
His mind reeled with Jamal’s words from the day before. He
always felt like a success, a big man! Now he was not so sure. He muttered
“hair of the dog,” and took a long drink off the jug. He then corked it and
put it aside. He slowly got up and walked around to the ladder and
climbed up into the house to check on his son.
The widow looked out through a threadbare curtain at the goings
on below. She wondered what was going on. Just as she was ready to go
and find out, Jabez came in though the curtain that passed as a door. They
stood eye to eye for about three seconds that seemed more like three years.
Jabez studied Emoonah closely. He looked at her eyes and mouth,
then from her hair to her feet. Finally he spoke saying “You are related to
… my wife.” He had to choke out the last couple of words and then became
gruff. “How is it you came with these Persian dogs?” The widow became a
bit angered with Jabez’ comment, but saw that no good would come of an
argument.
She softly suggested, “Sit,” and motioned to the hard chair where
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Shahin sat last evening. From a pot hanging over a slow fire, she poured
Persian tea into two cups.
Handing one to Jabez she sat down opposite him on a heavily
stained pillow. He took the cup gingerly and sniffed it as though it might
be poisoned. He wondered what it contained. Taking a sip, he winced, and,
looking at the widow tried for a smile but failed. He did not enjoy tea and
was happier with his jug.
The widow told her long, sad story to Jabez. He played absently
with his cup while trying to avoid drinking any more. He listened without
speaking and was silent for while after she finished, as though deep in
thought.
At last, he looked at her and said, “Yes, you are my wife’s cousin—
that is plain. She was a strong woman too. You and your son have had a
hard life, but you have come out of it stronger!” he stated gruffly.
A vague smile came to her lips as she thought to herself, I certainly
do not feel stronger…
He fell quiet again for a moment before he asked, “How is your
boy?”
A small tear ran down her face as she told him of her son’s anger.
He looked at the tear and snorted, “No, do not cry; that will do no
good! Let me think about this for a while and I will solve your problem. I
am a smart man.” Jabez proclaimed as he put a thick, callused finger to his
head.
She smiled again and thanked him for his concern as she wiped the
tear away, then stood and said, “I am going to find out what is going on
down there.”
Jabez put down his barely touched tea and asked, looking around,
“Where is Jori? He is usually causing trouble by now…”

“Is that your son’s name?” She shook her head sadly and then told
of the incident with the dagger and the hot iron.
His face grimaced with an immense pain. He asked weakly, “Is he
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alright?”

“I do not think his hand will work as well as it used to, but at least
he did not bleed to death.”
For a moment Patch looked discouraged, but then acknowledged,
“This eye was a problem at first, but later I learned to use it to my
advantage. My son will do the same with his hand. I will teach him. He will
be alright!”
As Jabez went over and crouched down to look into the enclosed
area where his son slept, the widow walked over to the door and out onto
the roof patio. Climbing down the ladder, she turned and walked over to
where a large Persian worker was taking measurements with a local
worker and staking the boundaries out in twine. As she came within a few
feet of him, he turned to her and gave her a small bow.

“What is all this?” she asked as her face twisted with
bewilderment.

“Good morning, Miss,” the worker replied. “Under orders from the
most excellent Magi, Jamal, we are building living and working quarters
for you, your son and the woman Mara.”
An astonished look painted her face. All she could say was “Oh.”
She looked around at all the building materials and wondered if they were
not building a castle.

“Do you know where he is?” the widow asked.
“I believe he has gone into the town to buy a loom and supplies,”
he replied with satisfaction in his voice.
Emoonah said “thank you” and turned to go, just as Mara came
into view from around the corner of the brothel.
Walking over to her, Mara exclaimed, “I have made our first sale;
the brothel owner wants all new curtains, rugs and bed coverings!”
The widow frowned and gruffly announced, “I will not do business
with a brothel owner!”

“His gold is just as shiny as anyone else’s!” Mara stated firmly.
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“Besides, we cannot afford to turn away business right now. Later on we
will be able to be more particular.”
The widow looked at Mara and knew she was right, but she also
knew it had been years since she used a loom. “But, Mara—I am so out of
practice with a loom. It has been years since…”
Mara cut her off: “That was my profession was before I was taken
captive. I was the best weaver in Samaria! We can work together and I will
teach you everything you need to know. When Jamal told me of your plans
and I told him of my skills, he decided to buy two looms!”
Emoonah looked again at all the building materials and thought to
herself, So, that is why they are building such a large house!

“This is the work of your God—I know it!” Mara nearly shouted as
she grabbed her by the shoulders.
The widow scoffed within herself, but decided that there was no
point in an argument.
Mara continued, “By now he has paid for the looms and they are
being built. I just got back from choosing materials. The building and the
looms will be done before the end of the month, so we can go into business
right away!” She was so excited.
Emoonah was too, but her heart was heavy as well. She knew that
in just days Jamal would be gone.
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21
“Challenges”
Jamal busied himself with the building and acquiring materials,
furniture and supplies for the widow’s new business. He tried hard not to
think about leaving within the next few weeks; it was the only way he
could avoid his heartbreak. Rashid followed him around as usual, but he
could feel his father’s pain. It was hard for him.
Around noon the Magi were gathered around the large, tented
outdoor table, trying to eat lunch while battling flies and the other bugs
that made a constant nuisance of themselves.
Just as Rashid was about to put a bite into his mouth, a fly flew into
it and caused him to choke it out and start to spit. The look on his face was
so comical that Jamal started to smirk, then to chuckle and to laugh out
loud to the point where his sides started to hurt and tears rolled down his
cheeks. At first Rashid couldn’t see what was so funny, but Jamal’s laughter
was so contagious that he started to laugh too, then others and soon
everyone at the table.
Seeing his father laugh made Rashid very happy, but he knew that
Jamal hurt on the inside. He wished that there were something he could do.
His mind began to ponder.
As Mara took young Elkanah down in the yard to play, the widow
cooked a small lunch from whatever she could find in Jabez’ meager
pantry. Every now and then, she looked down wistfully from the upper
floor at the rapidly growing construction.
Jabez lay snoring on a mat that he threw on the floor next to his
sleeping son. She wondered whether to wake them for lunch, but decided
to let the both of them sleep. As the two moved closer together, she could
see that Jabez loved his son, but she wondered where the whipping scars
on the boy came from. He was ornery and tough, but could he whip a little
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boy like that?
Again she looked out the window down at the building site and
her heart started to ache. She let out a loud sigh. Suddenly she heard a
quiet “Shhhh!” and looked down at young Jori.
Bright eyes stared at her from the little compartment and a finger in
front of a small mouth warned her. She waved him over and the boy got
up. Carefully climbing over his father, he came over to the widow. She got
up and put a hand on his back, guiding him out the door and onto the
balcony.

“How do you feel?” she asked his as she put a hand to his
forehead.

“My hand hurts,” he complained, “and I am hungry. Give me some
of your food!” he demanded.
The widow glared at him and said firmly, “Do not talk to me like
that. Instead ask politely for something to eat!”
The boy glared back at her and said, “Being polite is for sissies! I do
not ask; I take what I want—just like my father!”
The widow became angry. She took the boy by the forearm of his
damaged hand and removed the bandages. “Look … look!” she
commanded. “This is what comes of taking instead of asking.”
The boy looked down at his misshapen hand. A long burn ran
across the cut in his small palm and three of his fingers. It was ugly to see
and a sorrowful look painted his small face. “Your hand will never be the
same because you tried to snatch that dagger from Mara’s hand instead of
asking for it.”
The boy tried to move his fingers, but a flash of pain stopped him.
He looked up at the widow. The sorrow was gone and an angry fire burned
in his eyes. “That was my father’s knife—she should not have taken it!
Now my hand does not work right. It is all HER fault … HERS!” the boy
practically screamed at her.
She again took him by the arm as he trembled with anger. She said,
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“What happened to you was your own fault—no one else’s! Now I will put
some ointment and a clean bandage on this hand so it will heal well. Then
we will eat.”
Just as they were about to go back inside Jabez stumbled through
the threadbare curtain that hung in the doorway. “What is all this noise
about?” he bellowed. His black eyes were thick with sleep and he rubbed
them savagely. His pasty mouth was dry and he yawned, opening it
widely. As he closed it, he smacked his lips a couple of times. He licked
them with a tongue the color of a raw oyster trying to get some moisture to
them without much success.

“The boy pulled away from the widow. He hollered to Jabez as he
ran to him. “Father—look what her friend did to my hand!”
Jabez took the small hand into his huge, callused paw, looked
down and winced. He shot an angry look at the widow and growled, “It
looks worse than you said…you must be trying to save your friend from
my revenge!” he said in a threatening tone.
The widow’s face lost its color and in an instant she was raging.
“WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE TALKING TO? REVENGE? I SAW
YOU TRY TO KILL A MAN BECAUSE HE WOULD NOT LET YOU ROB
HIM. WHEN HE FOUND YOU HE GAVE YOU MERCY. NOW YOU
TALK ABOUT REVENGE? WHAT HAPPENED TO THE BOY WAS YOUR
FAULT BECAUSE YOU TAUGHT HIM TO TAKE AND TO STEAL!” her
words spat at him.
She continued raging, “YOU SAID I AM A STRONG WOMAN
AND I AM! IF YOU EVEN THINK ABOUT HURTING MARA, I WILL
USE THIS ON YOU MYSELF!” she shrilled as she pulled the dagger from
under her robe.
Jabez became calm and smooth as his face went slack. A wily smile
found its way to his weathered face as he stumbled over a weak apology
saying, “I guess I was a little reckless in my words … please forgive me. I
can be a little overprotective sometimes. You know how it is, you are a
parent too.” he groveled. “After all, we can all be a little impulsive at times
can we not?”
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The widow returned a grim smile and warned with a chill in her
voice, “It would be wise of you to take me seriously. If you do not think I
would kill you, think again. I have been through too much. I will not take
any more!”
Jabez hung his head a little and continued, “I know what happened
was an accident and besides that, you and your friend saved my son from
certain death. I know wounds and with one like this he would have bled to
death if the two of you had not helped him.”
The boy looked up at his father with anger and disgust. His eyes
blazed fire. “WHY DO YOU APOLOGIZE TO HER? LOOK WHAT THEY
DID TO ME!” he yelled, shoving his hand at his father’s face. Turning, he
glared at the widow and threatened, “I will get you for this even if my
father will not!” He spat at her, turned and ran inside.
The widow was shocked. She looked at Jabez with dismay, but he
just chuckled. “He is just angry right now,” he said with amusement in his
voice. “He will get over it. Besides, what can a little boy do?” The widow
thought about old, blind Zacharius and wondered.
After lunch, she climbed down from the balcony and walked the
few yards over to the construction site near where Mara watched Elkanah
as he sat in the dirt, building a house out of pieces of sticks and rocks.
In the distance young Rashid saw the women and the boy and
walked over to where they stood. “Good day, ladies,” he said with a
courtly bow. They both smiled and returned his greeting.
Looking at the widow he asked, “Might I have a moment of your
time?” She looked at Mara questioningly. “Go ahead,” Mara assured her. “I
will watch your son.”
They walked over to an area between Jabez’ house and the
construction to a recently repaired fence. Pigeons that were perched there
fluttered away frightened. Feathers scattered and flew in all directions then
floated to the ground. Dust in the hot air was kicked up from the constant
activity as the whole area buzzed with workers. The place had all the
activity of anthill.
Rashid looked warmly into the widow’s face and said, “I know that
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you and father care for each other and I want to help.”
Emoonah looked at him with questioning eyes. “How does one so
young know of such things?” she asked shyly.
Rashid looked at the ground for a moment and then again met the
widow’s eyes. “He looks at you as he used to look at Mother—I remember
… and both of your faces tell the same story.” He smiled as the widow
blushed.
As her face returned to its normal coloring, She stated “I do not
know if there is any way for anyone to help.” She asked, “what do you
propose?”
I am going to ask father, with your permission of course, to leave
you with twelve carrier pigeons—one for each month of the year. This way
you may contact him and keep each other involved in your lives.
The widow’s face twisted into a look of confusion. “What is a
‘carrier pigeon’?” she asked.
Rashid explained, “They are also called ‘homing pigeons.’ We use
them to send messages back to Persia. These birds naturally return to
where they were hatched, even over many hundreds of miles. We train
them to return to our courts at the palaces of the magi so that they always
know where we are and what is going on in our mission.”
A faint memory awakened in the widow’s mind. She remembered
walking by a wagon filled with caged birds. Just after that, she was
knocked down by the camel. When her head cleared, the guard that helped
her up told her that her son had been found and she had forgotten all about
them.
The widow thought about all that Rashid had said and although
she did not want to lose contact with Jamal, she wondered aloud, “I do not
know if it is a good idea to remain in each other’s lives. It could prevent
your father from meeting someone else and going on with his life.”
Rashid became thoughtful and then stated, “Before we met you,
my father has shown no interest in women since mother died. In any case,
we have little contact with them—other than the wives of the other magi. I
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think my father liked it that way. Before he met you, all he did was work
and he was content, but things are different now; he has been happy. The
thought of being without you saddens him and I fear he will go back to the
way he was unless there is some kind of contact with you. We cannot stay
here and you and your son cannot come with us. We understand that, but
cannot something be done?” An anxious tone found its way into Rashid’s
voice as he said, “I urge you to consider it.”
The widow looked deeply into Rashid’s young eyes. There was
maturity in them well beyond his years. She saw love for his father, concern
for the situation and compassion for her and her son. A warm smile started
in her heart and ended on her lips as she looked at Rashid. “I will,” she told
him. He returned her smile, and, with another courtly bow, turned to leave
and bid her good day.
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22
“Complications”
Returning from yet another trip into town, Jamal walked over to
the construction site. The foundation had been completed and the wooden
floor was almost all laid. There was a large stack of finished earthen bricks
close to a mud trough, many well‐used forms and a stack of straw that
would be used to make even more bricks. Several pallets of roofing tiles sat
on the other side of the building. The workers were making good progress,
but the sun was going down and they had quit for the day. Jamal strode
around for a few moments looking at the progress, then walked to his
wagon and went in for the night.
Fruit bats flitted madly through the darkening sky as night birds
started their songs. The smell of dust and sweat hung heavy in the still,
evening air. Guards posted to prevent theft patrolled the area. The captain
of the guard walked around lighting torches from a small coal fire in an
iron basket. His face in the half‐light of his torch looked lined and
menacing. His lips were taut; his eyes flat and narrow as he glanced
around. His other hand rested on the hilt of a wide sword that hung from
his belt. Good guards always expect trouble, and he was a good guard.
Not too far away, shadows of light and dark played along the wall
of the brothel. At the darkened building a dim figure clung close to its side,
watching. The captain saw him but acted as though he didn’t.
A quarter of an hour crawled by and at the change of sentry the
captain told his replacement “Someone is watching from the shadows
beside the brothel. I will circle around and get behind him. Count to thirty
five, then come in from the front and get his attention.”
The other guard didn’t even look in the direction of the building;
he just grunted in acknowledgement, took his position and started to count
to himself. As the captain strode off, the shadowy figure watched him for a
moment, but then turned his attention to the replacement.
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Circling the building the captain walked by warmly lighted
windows. From the top floor perverse grunts and lewd cries of ecstasy rung
in his ears and filled him with disgust. Faded, threadbare curtains hung in
the widows ensuring only limited privacy.
The wide, arched front door of the brothel was cut into the mudded
two‐story brick building. A well‐worn coat of poorly applied whitewash
clung defiantly to the rough walls; it looked as dirty as the goings on inside.
The sounds of music, drinking and debauchery grew in his ears as he
approached.
In front of the entrance, was a doorway strung with a curtain of
beads. In front of that stood a tall but skinny barker. His robes were
mismatched, his sandals were too big for his feet and a too‐small turban
covered a bony forehead. His dark, unruly beard held remnants of an
earlier meal. He stood next to a couple of alluringly dressed young women.
Veils covered their faces, but below their necks they were hardly covered at
all. The barker pointed to the girls and waved his arms shouting to
passersby.
As he opened his mouth to call an invitation to the captain, the
soldier shot him a withering glance. A thick finger over angry lips silenced
him and a sword, lifted a little out of its scabbard, made the barker’s eyes
grow wide, his lips tremble and his mouth drop open. He only produced a
gurgling sound as the soldier walked silently by.
The two girls giggled. They were obviously impressed and
swooned to each other as they stared at the captain’s broad back as he
passed by. The barker shot them a dirty look he hoped would bring them
back into line. It didn’t; the giggling went on.
The captain sidled up to the wall and slowly peered around the
corner. Whoever it was that watched the construction still hid there in the
darkness trying to avoid being seen. The replacement guard suddenly
turned and looked hard into the blackness by the brothel.
All at once he called out in a loud voice, “You there—what is your
business here?” He grabbed a torch and started to trot over to where the
figure stood. Their visitor turned around, started to race toward the street
in front of the brothel. The captain stepped into his path just as the visitor
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turned over his shoulder to look at the guard approaching him. He and the
captain collided with a loud slap.
The captain stumbled back but did not lose his footing. The visitor
bounced off him and landed on his butt, but was back on his feet in a flash.
His face was startled, but not frightened. His flinty eyes caught those of the
captain and quickly moved to those of the other guard. His look had a
thoughtful cunning to it and he flashed a cool grin. The two guards were
now on either side of him glaring menacingly. The visitor handed their
glare right back.
In the glow of the torch the captain and the other guard realized
that instead of the usual turban, this man wore a small leather and bronze
helmet over wiry black hair that held a touch of gray. The gray was also in
his untrimmed beard.
The uninvited visitor threw his dark cloak over one of his
shoulders and pulled a short sword from a heavy belt. A padded leather
breastplate peeked from behind the garment. There were studded leather
coverings on his forearms and heavy leather shin protection covered closed
sandals with pointed brass tips—the uniform of a soldier.
The guard started to pull his own sword, but the captain motioned
to stop him. The guard let the sword fall back into its scabbard.

“You will not need that—we are all soldiers. Only tell us who sent
you and why you are here.”
The soldier lowered his sword only slightly as he backed away,
never taking his wary eyes off them. His sword moved cautiously back and
forth from the captain and the other guard as he went.
The soldier made his way into the tent market and the captain
turned and said to the other guard, “I am going to follow him. He wears
the uniform of a Hebrew temple guard, so I think I know where he is
going—I just want to be sure. Get the most excellent one—the magi Jamal—
six other guards and meet me at their synagogue.” The other guard
nodded, turned and trotted off in the direction of Jamal’s wagon.
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23
“The Synagogue”
Jamal walked with his contingent of guards through the dirty
streets of Nazareth toward the shabby, run‐down temple. It was late and
the streets were mostly empty but for a few beggars, late‐night drunkards
and scantily dressed harlots. He wore a small, simple turban covered by the
hood of a dark cloak that covered his magi’s uniform. A long knife now
hung from his belt. He didn’t expect trouble, but came prepared for it
anyway.
The captain signaled them with a wave of his arm as they rounded
a corner and came into view of the decaying building. Just like in most of
the towns in Israel, the temple was in disrepair, but it was surrounded by
ornate apartments—the houses of the Pharisees. Jamal shook his head in
disgust.
The dilapidated synagogue was circled by a rag‐tag band of temple
guards, many of which seemed to be bored. A few were even asleep.
Jamal whispered to the captain asking if the soldier they had
encountered was among them. The captain shook his head no.
Jamal motioned to the captain and the guards to follow him. They
made their way to the back area of the temple. The dusty, dirty air smelled
of something metallic and disgusting; it was old blood. They all winced,
made sickened faces or wrinkled their noses. Behind the structure there
was the glow of a large fire that lit up the silhouette of a much‐patched
roof.
As they rounded the corner of the temple, they found where the
smell came from. In a small yard with several pens and coops containing
sheep, doves and pigeons, there was an aged Pharisee cutting the throat of
a lamb by the light of several iron torches. He drained the blood into a very
old but ornate bucket. He wore a leather apron and his ragged pharisaical
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uniform was covered in bloodstains.
There was a very young, almost boyish Pharisee working with him,
tending the fire at a large altar. He also wore a beat‐up uniform and a
leather apron covered in blood and soot. His eyes were peaceful and his
young face was unwrinkled. A light beard clung to his jaw in small wisps
like sparse, unbeatable weeds clinging to the sides of a cliff.
As the old man gutted the lamb and cut it into pieces, the young
one placed them on the altar. They both sang prayers to HaShem in an off‐
key harmony. It was a ritual sacrifice.
Jamal and his party ducked behind the edge of the temple as a door
in the wall facing the altar opened. The soldier of their encounter strolled
out rigidly and closed the door behind him. He made a motion to the aged
Pharisee and the old man ambled over to where the soldier stood. There
was talk between them, but Jamal was not close enough to hear.
The boyish Pharisee went on with his work as if the conversation
was none of his business, but he tilted his head to listen anyway. As the
soldier motioned in the general direction of the brothel his voice rose
slightly and took an agitated tone. That was enough for Jamal.
He whispered to the captain, “I will speak to them. You come with
me, but make no aggressive moves unless I order it.”
The captain nodded and quietly ordered, “You men stay here and
keep watch.” He said to his second in command, “Keep an eye out for
trouble and wait for my signal.” His second nodded and whispered orders
to his men. They spread out down the wall and could now see around the
far corner to the front of the building.
Jamal and the captain stepped from behind the wall and walked
noiselessly toward the two men, unseen. The old Pharisee and the soldier
were lost in an animated conversation. The old man was hollering in an
ancient dialect and waving his arms like an out of kilter windmill. The
soldier just listened as a mischievous smile peeked from the corners of his
mouth.
The boyish Pharisee looked in the direction of Jamal and the
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captain. He cleared his throat. There was a calm expression on his young
face. The aged one looked at him as the young rabbi motioned with his
head toward the approaching men.
Seeing Jamal and the captain advancing, the old man nearly
jumped out of his skin. The soldier spun around with a look of anger on his
hardened face. His eyes went narrow and cold. From under his cloak the
short sword once again jumped into his hand.
The old Pharisee cowered behind him and peered out from around
his left side. His eyes were wide with panic; the lids strained away from
them, showing the aged yellow of his eyeballs around black, filmy irises.

“What are you doing here? What do you want?” The old man
screeched crazily. His eyes bulged from their sockets and his trembling
voice pretended to be brave. A little drool ran from the corner of his mouth
onto a dirty white beard.
The soldier sneered and spat on the ground. “Persian dogs! How
dare you set foot on the holy ground of this temple!?” At once he shouted,
“Guards—GUARDS!!!” his head turning in all directions as he shouted.
The sound of running footsteps and the smell of kicked‐up dust
bought half a dozen sleepy, out‐of‐shape temple guards who stumbled
around the corner into the altar yard. They carried swords and spears but
looked hesitant to use them. Their eyes questioned the soldier who called
them.

“These gentile dogs are trespassing and are surely dangerous,” the
soldier assured them with anger in his voice and fury in his eyes. “Take
them and …”
Jamal looked at the captain and nodded. A shrill whistle shrieked
from the captain’s lips and the rag‐tag band of temple guards found
themselves surrounded by the well‐trained guards of the magi, their
swords drawn and waiting for orders.
The temple guards looked around at their adversaries. Their faces
contorted with panic—fear froze them in place, immovable. Most of them
grimaced, but a few of them looked as if they were going to cry. The soldier
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looked shocked. The old man was panic‐stricken. The young Pharisee just
seemed amused as he went on tending his fire.
The soldier shouted, “Get them … get them!!!” The temple guards
turned toward their opponents and looked at them with trepidation. They
did nothing.
Again the soldier shouted. “WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH YOU?
FIGHT! HASHEM IS ON OUR SIDE—HE WILL GIVE THESE DOGS INTO
OUR HANDS!” The temple guards did not move; they just looked around
at each other with faces of fear and disbelief.
Jamal raised a hand and said, “Please; we are not here for trouble.
We …”
The soldier cut him off shouting, “You bring your troops but, are
not here for trouble—Are we fools?”

“Jamal turned and looked at his guards. “Sheath your weapons!”
he ordered. As if in one movement the magi guards returned their swords
to their sheaths and stood at rest.

“Now,” Jamal continued, “we have come to inquire why it is you
were spying on us.” He said pointedly to the soldier.
The soldier’s cold eyes narrowed. His voice was harsh as he spoke
saying, “We have a right to know who comes to Nazareth and what they
do while they are here! You stay for months and engage in construction.
We know nothing of you or your plans! What is your purpose here?”
The old man still cowered behind the soldier. He repeated the
question in a singsong manner, “What is your purpose here?” The young
Pharisee still looked amused, but now he also seemed interested.

“We came from the East about three years ago on a scientific
mission,” Jamal stated calmly. “As we were returning home, we were
attacked by a band of slavers and thieves. We overcame them and found
that there was a Hebrew woman with a small boy enslaved by them, and
they have relatives here in Nazareth. We have merely brought her to live
with them and are helping her to start a new business so she will be able to
support herself. We should be finished with the construction within a short
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time. I have two looms being built for her and weaving supplies are being
delivered daily. Once the shop is finished and running, we will be on our
way. So you see; we are merely engaged in a mission of mercy.”

“Why would a pack of Persian dogs help a Hebrew woman? What
do you expect to gain from this?” the soldier questioned with suspicion in
his angry voice.

“Merely the feeling of satisfaction that comes from helping
someone in need,” Jamal answered cordially. “After so many years among
you, we have developed a great affection for the Hebrew people.” Jamal
pointed his words saying, “Most of you have been very kind to us.” The
soldier did not mistake Jamal’s thinly veiled comment. He leered violently
at him.
The soldier drew breath to reply just as the boyish Pharisee’s
amusement finally overcame him. A low chuckle escaped his lips as he
turned toward them wiping sooty hands on the front of his well‐worn
apron. “That will be enough, Sergeant,” The young man exclaimed with a
twinkle in his eyes.

“But rabbi—these dog … uh … gentiles defile the temple!”
Smiling, the young Rabbi replied, “They are merely on the temple
grounds Sergeant —not in the Holy of Holies. Besides, they have done us a
service by rescuing some of our people from obvious danger. You may
dismiss your troops.”
The sergeant glared at him and drew breath to speak, but was
stopped by a frosty look from the young Rabbi.
The sergeant spun around and shouted, “Return to your posts!”
With a nearly simultaneous breath of relief, the temple guards spun around
and quickly left the yard, scattering in all directions.
The sergeant glanced in the direction of the boyish rabbi and with a
condescending tone asked, “Will there be anything else?”
A large grin split the young man’s face as he said with a chuckle in
his voice. “Actually, yes. How is it that you knew about the goings‐on in
that area of town? It seems that even old Izehar knew about it and yet I was

104

TWO THIEVES

not told of it … He is so full of years that he must be looked after as one
looks after a child and yet you tell him and not me? Under whose orders
did you set about to spy on their camp?”

“I was working under the Pharisee Izehar’s orders,” the sergeant
growled. “He is the elder here, is he not?”
The grin on the rabbi’s face evaporated as if it were never there. His
boyish appearance was gone. He looked old, intense and a burning anger
appeared on his face. He walked over to the soldier and put his face, as
close to the sergeant’s, as the soldier’s two more inches in height would let
him. The rabbi said in a low, icy tone, “So… you chose to hide this
information from me! You knew the Pharisee council put me in charge until
they returned from Jerusalem—did you not, Sergeant? The fact that you do
not approve of me does not give you license to pick and choose whom you
take your orders from!”
The sergeant took a step backward and motioned to the Persians
and argued, “And what would you have done about these Persian dogs if
you had known of them? Invite them to dinner? They have more than one
hundred men! They might be planning to invade Nazareth!”

“What exactly are they doing there, Sergeant?” the young Pharisee
inquired firmly.
The sergeant replied, “They construct a building—possibly a
battlement from which to mount an attack! The foundation is finished and
they will start the walls in the morning! If we allow them to continue …”
The young rabbi cut him off cynically. “It must be very large then
… that is if they plan to house over one hundred men there. Is it that big,
Sergeant? Or would it only house a small business?” The soldier said
nothing as a sheepish look crept over his face.
The amused grin did not return to the rabbi as he again leaned into
the sergeant’s face. “It is a small wonder that you were able to scare poor
Izehar almost to death!” He motioned in the direction of the old Pharisee,
who trembled so violently that it looked as if he would pass out any
second. He continued to crouch behind the soldier as they spoke.
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“Send your second in command to me. You are relieved of your
duties and are dismissed to your quarters, Sergeant.”
The Sergeant turned to go and coldly stated over his shoulder,
“This is not over, Rabbi!” The old Pharisee followed him so closely that he
nearly climbed the sergeant’s back as they walked into the building. He
muttered unintelligibly to himself as they went.
The young rabbi muttered to himself, “Undoubtedly not …” as he
turned to Jamal and his men. “What a night!” he exclaimed to no one in
particular. A broad grin once again transformed his face as he loudly
proclaimed, “Gentlemen … my apologies for all this confusion! My name is
Eliasaph and I am interim leader of this temple. You must forgive my
sergeant—he tends to be a bit…skittish.”
Jamal introduced himself and the captain with a courtly bow and a
few smooth motions and words. Eliasaph smiled once again and politely
requested, “Honorable Magi, I thank you for your immense patience with
this absurd situation. However, it is very late and I am tired. Might I come
by to visit your camp tomorrow? Say, in the mid‐afternoon? We can
continue this conversation then.”
Jamal smiled politely and replied, “Of course—anytime you wish.
Good evening, Rabbi.”

“Good evening gentlemen,” Eliasaph replied as Jamal and his band
turned to leave.
After watching them go, the young rabbi yawned widely and
repeatedly as he trudged around putting out the torches. When the last one
was out, he looked at the rapidly dying fire and decided to let it go out by
itself. He raised his arms in a broad, sweeping movement, yawning as he
stretched and drifted into the temple, closing the door behind him.
Around the corner the sergeant lurked in the shadows. He frowned
and ground his teeth. “Those Persian dogs are up to something. If Eliasaph
will not listen, I know who will!
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24
“Company”
It was late morning when a bowing, scraping servant came into the
chamber of the Roman proconsul of Nazareth, Flavius Maximus.
Maximus was of average height with a shock of short‐cropped,
wavy gray hair that sat on a tall forehead. He was freshly shaven in the
Roman custom. His lined but young‐looking face told no secrets.
He was a man of maturity and his position reflected his age. He
wore the standard uniform of a military counsel—brightly colored scarlet
linen embroidered with gold symbols of his rank and of the Roman Empire.
Over it was light bronze armor. A gold and scarlet cloak covered it all. A
dagger and a short sword hung from his heavy, brass‐adorned leather belt.
He was not a happy man, having moved up through the ranks of
the Roman guard with no great speed. He had been posted in the
backwater town of Nazareth primarily because there was little else to do
with him. As the servant entered the room, Maximus wore his usual blank,
half‐frowning expression.

“Please forgive me for disturbing you, Prefect,” the servant
stammered out. ”But a Hebrew temple guard is here to see you.”
Curious, Maximus thought to himself. The Hebrew leadership and
his office always had a strained relationship. In fact they had never come to
him before.

“What does he want?” there was caution and irritation in
Maximus’ voice.

“I do not know, Prefect … I …”
Maximus cut him off, and in an annoyed tone, bellowed, “WELL,
FIND OUT!”
The roar from Maximus almost knocked the servant off his feet as
he groveled, “Yes … yes, Prefect!” He backed out of the room quickly,
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bowing the entire way.
The cringing servant returned a moment or two later and
explained; “The soldier is the interim commander of the temple guard until
the troops and head Pharisees return from Jerusalem. He is concerned
about a large number of Persian magi camped on the far end of town out
by the brothel.”
Maximus scowled—his tall forehead knotting and bringing his
remaining hair down closer to his brow. “I already know of these magi,” he
scoffed to himself. “What can this single Hebrew guard tell me that my
troops have not?”

“Have him wait,” he told the servant. “Find Porteus and Cleatus
and send them to me! Once they are here, wait until I tell you and only then
send the soldier in!” Maximus ordered. The servant bowed and left again.
The sergeant had been waiting for over an hour and was growing
impatient. He became insulted as he saw many go into and back out of the
prefect’s quarters. Am I—a Hebrew—not good enough to see this Roman
dog? He thought to himself. He was pacing a worn spot into the ornately
tiled floor when the servant, accompanied by two Roman guards, finally
brought him to the prefect’s chambers.
The sergeant entered though tall, dark wooden doors studded with
heavy brass hinges and fittings. Brilliantly colored tapestries hanging from
the marbled walls told stories of the conquests of the Roman Empire. There
were arrow‐pierced or perhaps moth‐eaten banners hanging on the wall
behind three men.
Two rows of oil‐filled brass floor lamps stared at each other across
a long pathway of scarlet‐and‐gold‐trimmed carpet that led up to a raised
marble platform. The men there sat on elaborate gold and marble chairs
covered in bulging silken pillows. The sergeant moved up the red pathway
and stopped in front of the dais.
Maximus slouched in his marble throne with one of his advisors on
either side of him. He wore a lazy, pasted‐on smile and greeted the
Sergeant with a sluggish wave of his hand. “Good morning, Commander. I
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am so sorry that I had to keep you waiting.” He yawned as he lied, “It has
been a particularly busy morning! How may the Empire assist you?” He
asked without any particular enthusiasm.
Frowning with disdain for his host, the sergeant stated, “I am
concerned about a large contingent of Persian soldiers—perhaps over one
hundred—that travel with a caravan of magi. They are encamped at the far
end of town.”
There was a feigned urgency in the sergeant’s voice as he
continued: “They are engaged in a construction project of some sort. It is
said they are building a shop for a Hebrew woman that they rescued from
slavers, but I find that hard to believe. The interim Pharisee in charge of the
temple is going to visit them this afternoon. I thought you might be
interested in seeing what he finds out.”
Maximus sat up in his throne and intently repeated, “A
construction project? I have known of these magi for some time, but have
heard nothing of this!”
A nasty smile came to the sergeant’s face. “It could be as they say,
but…”
Maximus looked at his two advisors and then back at the sergeant.
After a long moment, he thought out loud. “This matter might be of interest
to the Empire. Did this ‘interim’ leader send you to ask for our help?”
The Sergeant grinned weakly as he answered the prefect’s
question, without actually answering it at all. “The young rabbi Eliasaph
does not grasp the perils of unbridled trust. He feels nothing is wrong and
is unafraid. He does not understand that the sheer of number of soldiers
with the magi might possibly overwhelm our forces.”
Maximus frowned as he grumbled, “I do not believe that Persian
soldiers—even in the numbers you describe—would be any match for the
forces of Rome, Commander!”
The sergeant faked a humble look and quietly agreed. “However,
Prefect,” the sergeant continued, “I would hate to see any of your soldiers
die…”
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Cleatus stood up and took a step over to Maximus. He bent over
slightly and spoke softly into his ear. “I would be careful of this man’s
words. We have had no trouble with these magi. Also, they have brought
much new commerce into Nazareth, which have increased the amount of
taxes we have been able to collect. This has not escaped the eyes of Rome.”
Maximus gave him a small, almost imperceptible nod.
Hearing the words of Cleatus, Porteus stepped up and cautiously
added, “All the same, perhaps this would be a good time to investigate the
commander’s words as well as to meet the magi leadership.” The prefect’s
eyes became thoughtful and his small mouth pursed slightly.
Pondering all that the three men had said, Maximus wrinkled his
forehead. He was quiet for a long moment, and then asked, “Would you
excuse us for a moment, Commander?” The sergeant gave a short bow,
turned around and walked out of the chamber through the tall doors.

“Can this be done without looking as if we are also spying on
them?” Maximus asked his two advisors. Their faces showed looks of
feasibility.
It was just after midday prayers and a meager meal when Rabbi
Eliasaph started through town on the way to the magi’s camp. He just
cleared the tent market, turned the corner and came into view of the brothel
when Ten Roman soldiers and an honor guard under full banner, led by the
prefect Maximus, greeted him.

“Good day, Rabbi…” said Maximus, politely hailing him. “Are you
also here to visit our friends the magi?” The prefect’s voice became amused
as he continued, “I assume you would not be visiting the brothel!”
Eliasaph’s face and voice went sour as he responded to Maximus’
taunt. “Your questionable sense of humor grows more tedious every time
we meet, Prefect.”
A perverse, sarcastic grin brightened Maximus’ face as he retorted,
“It is a problem that has haunted me on many a long night, Rabbi…”
Eliasaph only scowled and shook his head.
As they walked toward the camp, the rabbi noticed that the
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sergeant accompanied the Romans. Angry words flared from the rabbi’s
mouth as he strode over to him and shouted, “You?! Is this is your doing?
Were you not confined to your quarters, Sergeant?”
The sergeant replied, “Be that as it may, my main duty is to the
Pharisee counsel—much of which involves protecting the ignorant from
themselves!”
Eliasaph’s mouth dropped open and his eyes nearly bulged out of
their sockets as his face turned a furious white. A chill invaded his voice as
he growled, “This is NOT over, Sergeant!” He turned and again walked
toward the prefect.
The sergeant was shocked. He had never taken young Eliasaph
seriously before, but now he sensed that something in the young rabbi had
changed. It rattled him.
A thin cloud of dust rode a frail breeze as the sun sat high and hot
in a vacant blue sky. The din around the construction reached the ears of
the approaching party as hired labor moved tirelessly around the site.
Brick makers mixed wet earth with water and straw as others
forced the thick, sloshing mix into forms caked with mud. Workers labored,
mortaring the rough blocks into ever‐extending walls. Carpenters worked
with adz and plane burnishing rough logs into smooth beams. The work
was going well as Jamal looked on with his back to the approaching group.
His face was a mix of satisfaction in the progress of the building and
sadness at the prospect of leaving once the work was done.
The captain saw them coming first. He had not before met
Maximus, but he knew the uniform of a Roman provisional governor. He
strode over and with a courtly bow asked, “To what do we owe this honor,
Prefect?”
Maximus absently waved him away and calmly demanded, “Bring
your leader to me.”
A dark look loomed on the captain’s face as low, sneering words
emitted from his mouth. “Of course, Prefect.” He turned and drifted over to
Jamal.
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As the captain reached him, Jamal heard the crunching sound of
feet on the gravelly dirt and turned to meet the soldier’s eyes. Words were
exchanged as the captain motioned toward the Roman entourage. A tiny
smile appeared in the corners of Jamal’s mouth and a humorous twinkle
flashed in his eyes. “Follow my lead, captain,” Jamal whispered.
As he walked over to Maximus, a huge grin broke out on Jamal’s
face. He greeted Maximus with a large sweeping motion of his hand and
deep bow. “Prefect! How unexpected! What an honor this is … oh my yes!
You simply must stay and have an evening meal with us! Please … do not
say no! You must stay, must he not, captain?” Jamal chattered over his
shoulder to the soldier. An embarrassed smile came to the captain’s face as
he gave his head a small nod.
An odd, uncomfortable expression played on the prefect’s face. His
eyebrows raised and a disgusted look appeared. Any hint of a smile died as
the corners of his mouth suddenly drooped. He looked ill at ease.

“I am Jamal—leader of this expedition! Oh, I am so pleased you are
here! I simply must show you around!” the magi said, taking the prefect’s
arm and taking a step or two toward the caravan.
The prefect pulled his arm away and sputtered, “Perhaps later …
uh … what is it you are building here?” “Oh, just a weaver’s shop for one
of your newest citizens,” Jamal answered as his excited smile grew even
bigger. “I just cannot understand why you did not visit sooner.” he gushed.
We will be gone in just few days and I would have loved to spend more
time with you! Oh … perhaps you could show me your headquarters. I am
so enamored of Roman architecture—it must be fabulous!
The look of discomfort on Maximus’ face grew to epic proportions
as Jamal continued to chatter away. Finally the prefect broke in saying, “We
were just passing by, Magi and thought we would greet you in the name of
the Empire. We are very busy and cannot stay. That is why we could not
come by sooner—you know how trying leadership can be.”
Jamal threw his hands into air in a flailing motion and with an
exasperated tone in his voice said, “Oh my, yes! I just do not know what I
would do without the captain here!” He looked at the big soldier with
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adoration in his eyes. The captain nearly blushed.
Maximus cringed and took a few steps backward as he stammered
out, “Well … good … day to you, Magi!” He spun around and walked
quickly toward the tent market, his honor guard nearly falling over
themselves trying to keep up.” The rabbi Eliasaph was the only one to stay.
As they left, Jamal called out, “Come again soon! Remember, we
will be gone in only few days!”
Rounding the corner, the prefect looked at the sergeant and angrily
hissed, “Dangerous indeed! What do think that fop intends to do …
redecorate us into submission?”
The soldier shrugged his shoulders and winced out a tiny smile as
he pondered within himself what had just happened. He spoke to the
prefect’s back, saying,“ That magi did not act that way the last night. Now I
am sure that something evil is going on!”
But the prefect just waved his hand, brushing the sergeant’s words
away nearly unheard.
Eliasaph looked at the retreating Romans as they moved rapidly
out of sight. He started to snicker as a smirk broke out on Jamal’s face.

“That was very clever,” said Eliasaph as he drew a relieved breath.
“very clever indeed! Now perhaps I should meet that Hebrew widow,” he
said with a chuckle. “Someone will have to vouch for one as devious as
you!”
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25
“Uncertainties”
There was an astounded look on Eliasaph’s face. The corner of his
mouth twitched and his eyes went large. Jamal, Emoonah, Reza and Shahin
sat with him under the long tented table as he asked incredulously, “You
would have me believe that you have met Messiah?” He searched the eyes
of all those at the table with him. He half expected a smirk to break out on
someone’s face. None did.
Jamal had several ancient Hebrew scrolls laid out on the table and
ran his finger right to left, line by line column by column as he read aloud.
When he got to the section about the star over Bethlehem, he commented,
“This is what brought us to your country. We saw this star over two years
ago and found mention of it in these scrolls. It was written that it would
signify the birth of Messiah, so we came to worship him.” We found him in
the city of David—Bethlehem—which is also in the scrolls.”

“Where is he now?” Eliasaph asked in an unsure tone.
“We do not know,” Jamal stated. “When we arrived there, we had
an audience with the Roman appointed Hebrew leader, Herod. We told
him of our reason for coming and he instructed us that when we found
Messiah we should return and tell him of the boy’s location so they also
could go and worship him.”
Jamal continued, “The night before we were to return to Herod, I
had a dream that he intended to kill the boy. We then gave them much gold
to aid in their escape. We took another route to return to Persia, but we
purposely did not ask Messiah’s family where they were going in case we
were captured by Herod’s troops.”
Eliasaph was still unsure. “Did you also meet Messiah, little
sister?” he asked, looking at the widow.

“No,” she answered: “I was rescued by these magi after all that had
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taken place.”
Eliasaph wistfully stated, “You have given me much to think about,
Magi … I will pray and study our holy writings. I will return and we will
speak again.” He looked over at Emoonah and said, “Walk with me little
sister.” He stood and extended a hand.
She looked cautiously at the rabbi and then at Jamal. This did not
escape Eliasaph and a small, but firm “Please …” leaked from his lips. She
looked back at him and stood up. They both walked around the table and
started away.
After they had gone many steps away, Eliasaph asked, “Do you
believe all this?” The widow heard disbelief in the rabbi’s voice.

“Why would they lie? What would it gain them?”
Eliasaph theorized, “Perhaps they do come to spy out the land for a
war, as my sergeant thinks. Maybe …”
The widow cut him off. “Then why do they not seek out
knowledge of the Romans? It would be them they would have to attack.
Besides, Persia is also under Roman rule, so if they were planning an attack
on Rome, why would it be so far from their own country? No, I do not
think so.”
Eliasaph saw her point, but he also saw something else. He looked
her in the eyes and said, “I think your vision might be a little unclear. You
would not be involved with that gentile, would you? The way you look at
him leads me to think that you trust him more than you should.”
The widow replied icily, “These magi have been better to me than
my own people. They fed us when those in Jerusalem were ready to let my
family starve. They rescued us and gave us clothing and protected us in the
wilderness. They even tried to approach HaShem on our behalf. I think that
they would have …”
It was Eliasaph’s turn to cut the widow off as his face went red and
furious. “What … what do you mean … they tried to approach HaShem?!”
he stammered out.
On the way here we … the caravan, was to ascend Mt. Carmel and
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worship HaShem, but He would not let us go up.”

“What do you mean, He would not let you go up?”
”HaShem created a windstorm,” she answered nonchalantly, “and
drove us away, so we continued on to Nazareth.”
The expression on Eliasaph’s face was an uneven mix of fear, anger
and nausea. He nearly shouted at her, “You all almost met your death and
you seem unworried? How could you allow them to make such a foolhardy
attempt? WHAT WERE YOU THINKING?”
Emoonah’s face went dark and cloudy. She was silent for a long
moment, then spat out angrily, “That I WANTED to die—THAT IS WHAT
I WAS THINKING!”
Eliasaph’s expression was startled. His mouth opened slightly as
his head moved in short, slow motions side to side. His face turned soft and
compassionate as his eyes welled up a little. He stood silent for what
seemed to be a long time, just looking into the widow’s face. Finally he
spoke just above a whisper saying, “I am sorry. I did not mean to become
angry. Why is it you wanted to die?”

“Can I trust you not to tell the other Pharisees?”
Eliasaph gave a small nod. She turned and walked toward Jabez’
house in silence. They climbed the ladder to go up into it, stepped onto the
balcony and through the door. The curtain fell shut and waved in the light
breeze.
Mara was sitting in the old, hard chair with Elkanah on her lap,
gently rocking him back and forth. Emoonah smiled as she saw her friend’s
gentleness with the boy.

“Mara, this is the Rabbi Eliasaph.”
Mara nodded and quietly responded, “Rabbi…”
The widow uttered, “I need to speak to him alone, if you do not
mind.”
Mara replied, “No…I do not mind at all. It is time for the boy here
to get some fresh air and sunshine anyway.” She rose up with him in her
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arms.
As they passed Eliasaph, Mara uttered, “It was good to meet you,
Rabbi.” This time Eliasaph nodded.
She pushed the curtain aside to move through the door. The
curtain fell swaying into place and they were gone. Emoonah and the rabbi
moved across the floor to sit. It was then that the widow told him her story.

As he sat with his jug, Jabez stared hard at the goings‐on across the
lot as young Jori lay napping next to him under the skinny tree. He
watched all the activity with great disgust and a scowl on his broad face.
I have lived here all my life, he thought to himself, and have
always been able to stay out of the way of the law. This woman comes with
a hoard of Persians and after only a little while brings Romans and even
Pharisees right into my house!
There was outrage in his one good eye and his mouth was twisted
with anger. He took another pull from his jug and sat for a moment more,
shaking his large, curly head. He looked over at the tented table with all the
magi around it and glared. With some difficulty, he got to his feet and
staggered over to them.
Looking at no one in particular, he drunkenly growled in a loud
voice, “You people draw trouble like ——— draws flies!”
He swayed in the breeze during a long pause, and then continued,
“My whole life I have lived and worked here and I have never had Romans
or Pharisees come anywhere close! Oh sure, some of the Romans visit the
brothel, but they never bothered me…” His voice got louder as he blurted
out, “Today I get a Roman troop in my yard,” he paused for a moment as if
to gather what thoughts he could pull together and then yelled, “AND
NOW THERE IS A PHARISEE IN MY HOUSE—AND IT IS ALL YOUR
FAULT!”
Jabez looked Jamal in the eye. He swayed even more violently as
he pointed a thick finger at him. It was a long moment before Jabez spoke;
like he was having trouble gathering his thoughts.
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Finally he sputtered out, “I thank you that you brought my sister‐
in‐law here and are trying to help her,” he slurred, “but get it done and get
the ——— on your way.”
Jabez turned and took a few staggering steps away, then half
turned back again and waving his hand, shouted in a louder voice than
before, “AND I MEAN IT!” As he turned and stumbled back to his spot
under the tree, those around the table watched him go.
Jamal looked at the construction. The walls were nearly up and
four of the six were wearing a coat of mud. He waved over the foreman in
charge. He walked slowly as if in no great hurry. Once he finally arrived,
he bowed sluggishly and asked Jamal in high voice that seemed to belong
to someone else, “What is your wish, O great one?” Jamal looked at him
with great frustration and asked, “What is the timetable for completion?”
Turning back toward the building and pointing with a dirty hand,
the foreman said, “We will have all the walls completely up by the end of
the day. Tomorrow we will finish the mud work, start the roof and the
finishing work inside. Of course it will have to be whitewashed. I would
say that unless we run into unforeseen problems, we should be done in
four and a half to five days.”

“Thank you,” Jamal said in a courtly manner. ”You are dismissed.”
The foreman gave another sluggish bow, turned lazily and went casually
back to his work.
Shahin looked puzzled and stated, “Surely you are not afraid of
that drunken bully…”
Jamal looked at him and a sad smile came to his lips. His eyes
looked tired. He quietly replied, “Of course not, but I think we have
intruded on his life enough.
Reza looked over and retorted, “His life could use some intrusion.”

“Agreed,” said Jamal, “but that is not up to us. Only HaShem could
change a man like that. We must hope and pray that he will.”
Up in Jabez’ house the conversation between Eliasaph and
Emoonah continued. He wore a horrified expression as he shook his head.
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“But it is not in the Law of Moses that anyone should be whipped for being
unable to pay a temple tax…”
The widow sadly exclaimed, “Nonetheless…”

“And the pain you and your son have experienced … I can see why
your faith was shaken…” the rabbi’s voice trailed off as he continued to
shake his head in disbelief.

“What will you do now,” the widow asked pointedly, “turn us in?”
“If you had broken Law of Moses, yes,” Eliasaph stated firmly.
“But it seems to me that all you did was spoil the plans of an evil man.
Your secret will be safe with me.” The widow looked at the rabbi and
smiled quietly.
Eliasaph looked at her thoughtfully and said, “Perhaps I can also
help your son with his pain as well.”
The widow’s smile faded and was replaced by a twisted, curious
look. She wondered what Eliasaph had in mind.
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26
“Confusion”
Jamal leaned against a wagon near the construction, just staring. It
was late on the kind of night where the sounds seem muffled and distant.
There was no moon and the stars looked huge. A cool breeze whispered
gently across his face, playfully tussling his beard and was gone just as fast
as it came.
He gazed fretfully at the building. The walls were all up and
mudded and the roof was about halfway finished. Soon they would say all
their good‐byes and be on their way. A night bird sang a quirky tune,
drawing his attention for a moment as it flew absently across the yard. It
seemed to be going nowhere in particular—just like his musings.
Looking back at the structure, the debris of a million thoughts ran
through his head. His thoughts and feelings were an uneven mix; on one
hand, the idea of leaving and never seeing the widow again hurt him
deeply, but on the other, he felt like it was the time—maybe past the time—
to move on. He just wanted to escape, to get back to Persia and to his life
there. As dull as it was, at least it held no pain.
He shook his head, yawned and stretched, extending his arms as
far as they would go, plus a little more. Out of the corner of his eye, he
noticed a figure in the shadows by the brothel. Taking a few steps toward
it, he recognized the familiar form of the sergeant. Jamal kept walking
toward him and then called out quietly, “Why do you insist upon skulking
around this camp in the middle of the night? Just what is it you want,
Sergeant?”
The soldier stepped away from the building a moved toward Jamal
hissing, “I intend to find out why you are really here!”
In an exasperated tone Jamal started to speak. “I have already
explained what…”
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The sergeant cut him off and jeered, “You do not really expect me
to believe that drivel, do you? Since when do Persian magi help a poor
Hebrew woman?”
Jamal looked at him for a long minute. He had had enough of the
sergeant. His eyes grew angry and hard. Finally, he blurted out, “We are all
different now—since we met Messiah!” A look of confusion replaced the
sergeant’s angry expression, but cynicism replaced that just as quickly.
The soldier sneered “Messiah … HA! You must think I will believe
anything!”

“Knowing you, I expect you to believe nothing. If fact, I do not care
what you believe or do not believe, but it is true, Sergeant…” Jamal stated
firmly. He then told the soldier the story of the star, the boy and his dream.
For a moment the sergeant seemed receptive, but then seethed,
“You almost had me for a short while, Persian. You may mislead that fool
Eliasaph and even Maximus, but you cannot deceive me!” the sergeant
turned and stormed into the night, but as he strode back toward the temple
a wondering grew deep inside him.
Jamal just looked at the ground as he shook his head, turned and
moved toward his wagon. Climbing the steps, he opened the door and
heard the quiet breathing of young Rashid. He stood over his son for a
moment and then plopped himself down onto a lushly padded bench
nearby. He wistfully stared out the window at the stars, shaking his head.
Again he thought to himself, I wish this could all be over quickly. I am so
tired… I just want to go home! He lay back on the bench, closed his eyes
and after a short while fell asleep.
Morning came too quickly and the sound of construction broke the
early morning silence wide open. Rashid danced out the door of the wagon
and Jamal mostly drug himself through it. A couple of hours later he was
inspecting the project with a dull look on his face and an immense vessel of
Turkish coffee in his hand. He took a sip from the large cup. The coffee was
black, hot and bitter as sin, but it made him feel a little better.
He walked around the corner to where the foreman was to be
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working and found him on a stool with his feet up on a palette of roofing
tiles. He was half‐napping and his breathing was a quiet snore.
Jamal cleared his throat loudly and asked, “Will the interior of the
building be ready to store the looms and supplies today, ben‐Jamin? I
would like to go into town later to arrange for delivery.”
The foreman jumped up and blinked hard as he tried to clear his
cloudy brain. He looked at Jamal with astonishment. His close‐set gray eyes
showed concern and his low brow was furrowed, but he acted like nothing
was wrong. His eyes and his forehead were separated by an unruly shock
of black eyebrow that collided in the center creating an explosion in the
middle of his head.
Between his thick, wiry black beard, his huge eyebrow and his low
forehead, most of his face was invisible. His small nose and eyes seemed to
be trying to hide, and doing a thorough job of it.
He was a wide, almost stumpy man. His arms were thick, his
hands callused. His torso was long and his legs were short. His feet were in
heavy sandals tied at the ankle. His worn, faded robes were knee length
and stained with mortar and sweat.
A nervous look appeared on the foreman’s face as he deliberated
for a moment. A somewhat high voice that did not match its owner’s
appearance speculated, “We will have to work faster, but we should be
through with the smaller rooms by the mid‐afternoon. There will be some
storage space there while we finish the larger ones. Will you be bringing
the cabinets too?”
Jamal scratched his beard and raised an eyebrow. “Perhaps we
should wait on the looms, but bring the cabinets and supplies. Then we
could start to stock them, so that we would not have to keep moving them
around.” He looked around at the interior of the room. “I would like to
have the looms delivered tomorrow by mid‐day. Will that give you enough
time?”
The foreman felt unduly rushed, but cautiously said, “Yes… I
believe so, O glorious one…”
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Jamal turned to leave and found himself looking into the knowing
eyes of Reza. “Can you spare me a minute, Jamal?” he asked.
A fragile smile came to Jamal’s lips as he uttered a small “of
course.”
Reza extended an arm as if to put it around Jamal’s shoulder and
suggested, “Walk with me.” The two men ventured outside as the foreman
gave a quiet sigh, shook his head and went to speak with the crew.

Jabez stirred fitfully on the floor next to his sleeping son. The smell
of food twisted his nostrils and made him feel sick. His mouth was dry and
tasted like a cesspool. As he rose up it felt like someone split his head with
an axe. “Ohhhh ———!” He spat out as he tried to blink his eyes. The lids
were stuck together. When he finally got them open, his vision was bleary.
His stomach swirled and tossed as he tried to get to his feet. He
very nearly made it, but not quite. He fell on his butt with a resounding
thud. The boy next to him opened one eye, observed the goings‐on, rolled
over and went back to sleep as if it were just another day.
Jabez got his hands and feet under him, heaved up and took a
tottering stance. It was then that his stomach could take no more and
spewed its contents all over the floor and the front of the big man’s shirt.
The widow was at the fireplace a stirring a large pot. She stared in
horror as she watched him look down at himself. He wiped his mouth with
a stained sleeve and belched loudly as his good eye swept the room
vacantly.
Fury hit Emoonah like a charging ox. She picked up a heavy broom
and started to whack Jabez about the head and shoulders as hard as she
could, screaming, “You drunken, filthy pig! I spent days cleaning this sty
and you vomit all over the floor?”
Her screaming words came to Jabez only as a flurry of
incomprehensible noise. Barely lucid, he flailed vainly at the broom,
dodging and weaving half from drunkenness and half out of fear. He
staggered through the curtained door and tripped over his own feet,
slamming headlong into the wall around the balcony. He was out cold.
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That did not stop the widow. She followed him outside and
continued to hit the unconscious man with the broom, and now she was
swearing at him, too.
Mara came outside with the two boys and shouted, “Stop that
filthy language!”
That startled Emoonah and she stopped hitting Jabez. Turning
toward the voice she found Mara’s angry eyes.
Pointing an accusing finger at her, Mara threatened, “If you think I
am going to put up with this kind of behavior from him or from you, think
again!”
Emoonah dipped her head in a sheepish look as Mara continued,
“Do you really think beating him is going to teach him a lesson? He is
unconscious! It just makes you feel better—that is all! You had better look
at what you are really angry about and you had better do it fast if you
intend to take on the responsibility of this family!”
At that Mara spun around and herded the two boys back into the
house asking, “Who is hungry?” Both boys responded with “I am!” The
widow just collapsed against the wall and started to cry.
Two men walked slowly along the caravan. Reza looked at Jamal’s
sullen expression and let a low breath out through his nose. He felt badly
for his friend. He really felt more like a father to him and sometimes acted
like one. This was one of those times.
After a few endless minutes of absently traipsing along, Reza broke
the silence. “I can see that you are rushing the work along. This situation
must really be painful for you, but trying to escape may not be the best
option.”
Jamal looked at him coldly and started to say something, but Reza
put up a hand to stop him. “I mean you no insult. It is just that when we do
leave, the feelings between you and the widow must be resolved or they
will haunt you both for the rest of your lives.”
Jamal’s face went soft and he opened his mouth to speak, saying
complacently, “Of course you are right, but how can they be resolved?”
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27
“Progress?”
The sergeant stood woodenly as Eliasaph paced the floor in front of
him. The soldier never liked being inside the temple. The small windows
made the whole room dark and somewhat foreboding. There were ancient
writings and old artifacts scattered about that gave the place a “forbidden”
feeling.

“I do not think that you appreciate my level of anger with you,
Sergeant. That is why I waited a day before I chose to speak to you; I
needed time to calm down,” Eliasaph said in a low, grave voice. “I should
have you whipped for your disobedience. If things had turned out
differently,” he continued, “I would have! In fact, it was the ingenuity of
the same magi that you seem to hate that has saved your pitiful hide.”
In a cold tone, the sergeant started to reply, “I do not think…”

“That is certainly right, Sergeant—you do not think! What would
happen to you if the pharisaical council found out that you tried to involve
the Romans in this dispute? You know how they feel about associating with
them.” A cold chill ran up the sergeant’s back as a sick expression found its
way to his face.
A menacing grin painted Eliasaph’s and there was an evil glee in
his voice as he hissed, “That is right, Sergeant—thirty nine strokes of the
lash…not quite enough to kill…but almost. Those that earn this
punishment are never really the same again—are they?” The rabbi started
to circle the soldier as he spoke. The sergeant felt a mist of sweat forming
under the band of his bronze and leather helmet.
Eliasaph continued as he stopped and looked the sergeant square
in the eye, “They regain their strength, but something changes in them,
does it not? They lack that certain… internal force that makes them the man
they used to be. Someone who had taken a beating like that would be
useless as a soldier.” The rabbi again started to circle the sergeant. The
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soldier’s breathing became labored. He felt sick at his stomach.

“Now I want you to listen to me very carefully.” The rabbi ceased
to circle the soldier, stopped directly in front of him, looked him in the eye
again and said, “Are you listening, Sergeant?”
A shaky “Yes, Rabbi, I am listening,” escaped the sergeant’s lips.
If you ever again disobey one of my orders—even in the slightest
manner—I will relate this whole sordid matter to the council and let affairs
take their own course. Do you understand, Sergeant?”
Nodding his head slowly, the sergeant stated “Yes, I understand.”
then a touch of bravery came to him as he stated, “but I am not sure that
you do.”
The rabbi looked at him angrily, but the sergeant went on with,
“Just listen for a moment, please.”
The rabbi stared at him for moment and with a resigned sigh said,
“Go on…”

“Suppose those magi are really spying on us? They may not be
going to attack us themselves, but maybe they are gathering information
for a larger force. What harm could it do to just keep an eye on them? Is it
not better to be a little cautious?”
The rabbi thought for a moment to himself. Why would the Persian
government expend the resources to spy out a little backwater town like
Nazareth? Were they not also contending with Roman domination? No, he
thought. The magi were no threat, but perhaps it would keep the sergeant
out of trouble if he was allowed to keep them under observation. After all it
was extremely boring in such a small town and idle hands…

“All right, Sergeant,” Eliasaph stated firmly. “You may have three
other guards to keep them under surveillance, but do not act on
ANYTHING unless it is under my direct orders. And do NOT be seen!”
A big grin lit the sergeant’s face as he spun around and sped from
Eliasaph’s presence exclaiming, “You will not be sorry, Rabbi!” Eliasaph
shook his head. He hoped not.
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It was just before evening when Jamal climbed the ladder to Jabez’
house. As he reached the top rung voices touched his ears.
A headachy Jabez was talking somewhat gently but firmly to the
widow. “We have to find a way to return your son’s self‐respect. That
sodomite dog Osama stole it from him and we must find a way to get it
back!”
Emoonah responded, “But how? He is just five years old. He will
not even be six until next month! Does he even know what self‐respect is?”

“He does not know what the words mean, but inside him…” Jabez
said putting a large flattened hand on his barrel chest, “he knows!”
Mara chimed in, “I think you are right, but what can we do?”
Jabez stated confidently, “I will think of something and it will be
soon. He will not turn six without his dignity, I promise!”
Jamal decided that the widow was too busy to talk to him right
now and he wasn’t sure what he wanted to say to her anyway, so he
backed down the ladder and walked back toward his wagon.
Reza saw him go up the ladder, pause for a moment and climb
back down, but Jamal did not see him. Reza put a strong hand to his beard
and stroked it gently while he thought. This affair needs some kind of
intervention, but of what sort?
He walked over to the fire and gazed into it thoughtfully. As he sat
down, he picked up a twig, lit it in the fire and used it to light his pipe.
Looking up at the stars he began to ponder all that he knew about the
situation between the widow and Jamal as well as the loves of his own life.
A light mist crept across his body as the night grew damp. He softly
chanted to himself, What to do, what to do. Then, as if as an afterthought,
he said out loud, “What would I do?” He quickly sat upright and a light
came to his eyes. He smiled brightly.
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28
“Decisions”
The smell of moist dust hung in the night air and the stars seemed
to drag themselves across a hazy sky. There were guards walking the
grounds and the sound of gravel under their feet made the revelry that
came from the brothel seem even further away than it was.
Jamal was just about to climb the steps of his wagon to go in when
out of the corner of his eye, a dark figure appeared. He spun around with a
ready hand on the hilt of the long knife he carried on his ornate belt.
Eliasaph stood before him. “I am sorry to startle you,” he spoke
with a wry smile on his face. “Could we speak a moment?”
Jamal looked at him through hard, narrow eyes. The icy stare
lasted a little longer than he intended, but finally broke. With a sigh of
resignation, Jamal said nearly under his breath, “Of course…come with
me.” They both started up the steps and into the wagon.
Jamal walked Eliasaph into the room and put a finger to his lips.
He pointed with his other hand to the bed containing the sleeping Rashid.
Eliasaph nodded. Jamal pulled a thickly woven curtain across the room
separating the area into two separate chambers.

“That will keep most of our conversation quiet, but we will still
have to speak softly…” Jamal whispered as he struck a flint and lit a small
hanging oil lamp. Eliasaph nodded again as Jamal asked, “What is it you
wish to see me about?” as he motioned to the padded bench.
Eliasaph sighed and shook his head as he sat. “The sergeant is sure
that you gather information on Nazareth in order to mount an attack,” the
rabbi said in a hushed tone. There was frustration in his voice.
Jamal, still standing, looked at him with the twisted face of
confusion. “That makes no sense. Persia is also under Roman rule. Why
would he think that?”
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“I believe that his hatred for all gentiles drives him to be
irrational.” The Rabbi continued, “In order to keep him busy and out of
trouble, I gave him three guards to use to keep an eye on you, but do not
worry—I have given him orders to act on nothing unless he checks it with
me first.”
Jamal looked at him with twisted smirk and sarcastically said,
“How nice of you to share your ‘problem’ with us. Do you think we do not
have enough to keep us occupied?”
Eliasaph looked at Jamal and with frustration in his voice pleaded,
“Please consider this; I know that you have told the truth about why you
are here, but the sergeant is a difficult man. He refuses to believe anything
you or I have told him, but I believe that after he observes you for a while
and finds nothing, he will lose interest.”

“In the meantime, if you see him or other temple guards around,
just ignore them. After all, you will be gone in a few days, will you not?”
The rabbi’s last words made Jamal’s insides tighten with heartache. He
dropped his chin slightly and nodded his head just as a soft knock sounded
on his door.
Jamal stood up and looking over his shoulder at the rabbi in
dissatisfaction, trudged toward the sound that came from behind the door.
He opened it silently to find Reza standing there. He opened the door fully
and as Reza stepped in he saw Eliasaph sitting inside.

“Oh… you have a guest,” Reza said in a curious and hushed tone.
Eliasaph raised a hand and whispered, “I was just leaving,” as he
stood up and moved past the men and out the door.
Eliasaph stopped for a moment and uttered toward Jamal, “I hope
that eventually you will see the wisdom in what I am doing.”
Jamal just frowned and in a pointed, hushed tone said, “Good
night, Rabbi,” and then closed the door behind Eliasaph.
Reza took a few more steps into the chamber, turned and asked,
“What was that about?”
Jamal took a few steps toward the window and plopped himself
onto the padded bench. He looked up at the ceiling as he answered. In a
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cynical tone he said, “It seems we will be spied upon…” Reza leaned
against the wall. He looked even more confused.
As Jamal related the reason for the rabbi’s visit a low, cynical laugh
issued from Reza’s lips. He shook his head as he mused, “For a people that
HaShem has called his own, they certainly seem to be a troubled lot.”
Jamal smiled and nodded tiredly. “What can I do for you, my
friend?” He asked as Reza sat on a stool across from him.

“I have been thinking about what could be done to resolve the
situation between you and the widow,” Reza began, “and I think I have an
answer.”
Jamal’s face went curious. He asked, “How can there be a
resolution? Even though we care deeply for each other, she must stay here
and I must return to Persia.”

“Must you?” Reza asked softly.
Jamal realized what his friend was saying and he scoffed at the
idea. “Nazareth is no place to raise my son! He should have the best of
everything and in this place he would have nothing but a hard life.”
Reza stated calmly, “Hardship can make one strong. When I was
young I had a very hard life. Then I joined the military. It was hard too,
until I started to learn what it takes to be a soldier and worked toward it.
Over the years, I became very strong and my rough past helped me
through it!”
Jamal just shook his head. “I understand what you are saying, but
you had little choice. Your family was poor. We are not and I do not want
Rashid to go through hard times for no other reason than my own
selfishness. No, this is not what I want for him. The widow is willing to
sacrifice her happiness for the sake of her family and I must do the same.”
Reza stood up and looked at Jamal woefully. As he opened the
door to leave, a sad smile came to his face. He said, “You must do what you
think is necessary. I just hope you make the right choice.”
As he left the wagon, Reza thought wistfully about an old love of
his that he left behind. He never saw her again.
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29
“Answers”
Morning found Jamal inspecting the work site once again as Rashid
walked toward him. “Good morning, Father…” Rashid called out from a
short distance away. Jamal turned to his direction as Rashid waved him
over to where it was a little quieter.
As Jamal neared him, Rashid asked, “May we speak for a
moment?”
Jamal replied, “I will be walking into town in a short time to
arrange for the delivery of the looms for the shop. If you come with me, we
can talk on the way,” Jamal said with a smile that was reserved for his son
alone.
Rashid returned that same special smile to his father and said, “I
will be over there!” He pointed to the skinny tree by Jabez’ house where
Elkanah and Jori played, building little buildings out of sticks and rocks.

“I will come and get you in a few minutes, my son,” Jamal said as
he watched Rashid run over to the other boys. He wondered for a short
second if he and Rashid could live in Nazareth, but dismissed the idea just
as quickly.
Jamal walked over to one of the guards and asked, “Have you seen
the captain, Soldier?”
The guard answered, “Yes, O glorious one. He is on the side of the
building meeting with the other officers.”
Jamal smiled and said, “Thank you, Soldier,” he turned and
walked in that direction.
As he rounded the corner, he saw the captain dismissing his staff
and called to him. The big man lumbered over to Jamal and gave a short
bow saying, “What is your desire, O glorious one?”
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Jamal sighed and told him about the sergeant. “Well, we have little
to worry about since we have no such plans,” the captain mused, “but just
the same, if we see him, I would suggest that he be discretely watched. You
can never tell what kind of mischief he might get into,” he said with a
sardonic grin. Jamal chuckled and agreed.

“I am ready to go into town to pay for and arrange for delivery of
the looms for the weaver’s shop. I will be carrying an amount of gold
Captain,” Jamal informed the soldier. “Would you please assemble a small
detachment of guards to accompany me?”
The big soldier bowed again and said, “Right away, O glorious
one!” He turned and strode toward the troop wagon.
The hour found Jamal and Rashid walking into town encircled by a
squad of guards, led by the captain. As they walked through the streets,
patrols of Roman soldiers glared at them and civilians shot quick, cautious
stares in their direction. Loose women winked and grinned at them as
thieves stared at them out of the sides of their eyes attempting to hide in
plain sight.
Jamal looked down at Rashid and asked, “What was it you wanted
to talk to me about, my son?”
Rashid looked up at Jamal with darkness in his eyes. He shook his
head saying; “I think I would rather speak to you when we are alone.” A
quizzical look broke out on Jamal’s face as he wondered what this thing
was that needed such privacy.
As they rounded a corner, the beaded doorway to the carpenters
shop faced them. There were women milling around haggling over prices
as Jamal’s band wound their way around the square and into the shop. The
owner talked with ben‐Jamin, the foreman of the crew that worked on the
building for Emoonah’s weaver’s shop.
In his unnaturally high voice, ben‐Jamin inquired, “Is it true that a
new carpenter will be opening a shop here in Nazareth?” The shopkeeper’s
face formed a gloomy look as he nodded. Looking over the foreman’s
shoulder, his face twisted and his eyes grew wide as Jamal came up behind
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ben‐Jamin.
There was touch of sarcasm in Jamal’s voice as he asked, “How is
our project going. ben‐Jamin?” The foreman froze at the counter and didn’t
turn around right away.
When he finally did, there was a broad grin on his face as he lied, “I
was just checking the pricing on the roof tiles, O glorious one…they
seemed a little high!” He walked around Jamal and turning to go, he
muttered, “I will be getting back to the site now.”

“Just a moment,” Jamal said. ben‐Jamin stopped in his tracks.
“Perhaps you are right!” I will pay ten denari less per palette of roof tiles
than you have been charging me,” he said, looking at the shopkeeper. The
shopkeeper’s eyes grew wide and almost welled up as his yellow face
dropped. He shot an angry look at ben‐Jamin, who flashed a shaky grin.

“I will want to speak to you, ben‐Jamin. Wait here for me and come
back to the site with us.”
Jamal turned to the shopkeeper and asked with a cynical edge to
his voice, “Are the looms done yet?”
The shopkeeper looked back at Jamal and with much bowing and
scraping said, “Oh yes, O glorious one…they are right over here! This way,
please!” He made a sweeping motion with his hand toward an arched
doorway and said, “After you!”
As Jamal stepped through the archway the shopkeeper turned to
ben‐Jamin and hissed “This will come out of your wages!” and spun
around to follow Jamal.
ben‐Jamin’s face went cold. His half‐hidden eyes grew narrow and
hard. He reached out and grabbed the shopkeeper by the arm and
squeezed. The shopkeeper drew a hard gasp of pain from between his teeth
as a look of despair painted his yellow face.
ben‐Jamin pulled the shopkeeper so close that he could feel his
breath and uttered, “That would cut my pay to almost nothing! The
foreman seethed, “If you try that, I will take it out of your hide, you cheap
son of a monkey! You are gouging these dog—uh…” he looked out the side
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of his eye to see young Rashid standing close by. “Persians enough that you
can afford to lose thirty or forty denari. Do not forget about that new
carpenter! I am sure that I could find work with him.” The shopkeeper’s
jaw dropped and a gurgling sound erupted from between his trembling
lips.
Jamal came back out of the doorway and asked politely, “Is there a
problem, gentlemen?” ben‐Jamin grinned. The shopkeeper grinned. Jamal
grinned. They all grinned.
ben‐Jamin let go of the shopkeeper and exclaimed, “Not at all, O
glorious one!”
Turning back to the shopkeeper, he mused, “You really should tack
down that carpet, Lamech. You almost fell!” ben‐Jamin said as he started to
brush the shopkeeper off with the flat of his large hand.
The shopkeeper flailed at him as he stuttered out a weak, “Thank
you, ben‐Jamin…” He almost tripped over himself getting away from the
foreman as he stumbled toward Jamal.
The guards milled around grinning while Rashid took in the whole
episode with great amusement. A big smirk almost covered his small face.
Jamal smirked back over his shoulder at Rashid as he and the shopkeeper
went through the door to inspect the looms.
Rashid turned his head and his smirk now rested on ben‐Jamin. He
asked, just to make conversation, “So, there is a new carpenter in town?”
ben‐Jamin nodded without looking at Rashid and mused, “He
arrived a few days ago from Egypt. He is not in business yet, but he is
buying supplies to build a shop and stock it. He will need labor to get
things started.” He paused for a moment then thoughtfully continued, “I
may go and talk to him about a position.”
Rashid’s smirk turned into a hard glare as ben‐Jamin turned in his
direction. The foreman looked at him with a frown of confusion, but then
hastily added with a grin of his own, “After your project is finished, of
course!”
Beyond the archway, Jamal looked over the looms with great care.
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The mahogany wood was finely sanded and all the joints had brass fixtures
and pivots. Jamal lifted and threw the racks on their swivels and hinges to
feel the balance. They were smooth as glass. “Show me how they work,
Lamech,” Jamal requested with great curiosity in his voice.
The shopkeeper smiled and stepped around to the back of one of
the large machines and started to work it while explaining the operations of
the loom; how to change it for various weights of yarn, thread count and
such.
A wiry arm waved toward the wall as Lamech pointed toward
many racks that once installed would produce different weights and grades
of fabric. Jamal then had him work the other loom to insure the
craftsmanship of them both. Walking to the wall, he closely inspected each
rack as well.
Jamal nodded his head and exclaimed, “The quality of your work is
indeed quite good, Lamech.” Jamal reached for his belt and took a tooled
leather purse from the thong where it hung. His fingers counted out several
gold coins and he handed them to Lamech. “This is the sum we agreed
upon, was it not?” The shopkeeper nodded as a satisfied smile glowed on
his face.
At once a sharp whistle emitted from Jamal’s lips. The captain
came through the door. “Are the wagons here yet, Captain?” Jamal asked.

“Yes, O glorious one. They just arrived.”
“Good!” Have the men load all this up and take it back to the
building!”

“But…but…” the shopkeeper stuttered out, “I…I thought I was to
deliver them!”

“Well,” Jamal mused, “I decided to save the delivery charges and
get them myself.”
Lamech sputtered, “Delivery charges? How could I charge such a
good customer for delivery? You have bought so much from me already…”

“Thank you, Lamech,” Jamal said in a courtly tone, “but since I
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have my men and wagons already here, I will save you the trouble.”
A sick look painted the shopkeeper’s face. “It…it would have been
no trouble…” he uttered in a dying voice. He just stood there wringing his
hands as he watched the Persians take load after load out his doors. ben‐
Jamin watched the goings‐on with a troubled look on his face as well. None
of this escaped Jamal.
Once they were gone, Lamech walked into his back room and
looked at two cheaply made looms and a small multitude of flimsy racks
against a wall next to them. An angry grimace wrenched his face as a blast
of profanity streamed from a sorrowful mouth saying, “Now what the ——
——am I going to do with these?!”
Jamal looked at the foreman with a piercing glare. “I am not happy
with you, ben‐Jamin. You know I am under a deadline and yet I find you in
town wasting my time!”
An uncomfortable grin bent what you could see of ben‐Jamin’s
hairy face as he protested, “But what of the price for the roof tiles! I…”
Jamal cut him off loudly exclaiming, “DO NOT LIE TO ME, BEN‐
JAMIN! WE BOTH KNOW THAT WAS JUST AN EXCUSE FOR YOUR
IDLENESS!” The foreman looked shocked and angry as a grave silence fell
over the two men. Each one attempted to stare down the other. Rashid
looked on intently.
Jamal finally broke the silence. “Now I am going to ask you a
question and I want the truth. Lamech intended to switch the looms to
poorer ones after I paid for them, did he not?”
ben‐Jamin’s eyes darted around. He looked nervous. It took him a
long moment to answer. When he did a weak smile came to trembling lips.
The foreman nodded slowly as a small “Yes,” issued from his invisible
mouth.
Jamal again gave the foreman a pointed glare as he asked, “Were
you going to tell me about it, or were you in on this little scheme?”
ben‐Jamin looked intently at Jamal and shook his head as he
answered. “I knew about it but I had no part in it. It was between you and
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Lamech; it was none of my business.”
A sad but angry look came over Jamal’s face as he bitterly spat
back, “I expect my workers to protect my interests. I would have rewarded
you handsomely for the information you withheld and you would have
gained my trust and loyalty. Now I see that you cannot be trusted. When
we get back to the site, you will be paid what you are owed. Be gone within
the hour!”
ben‐Jamin looked Jamal squarely in the eye and hollered in an
octave higher than his already shrill voice, “That suits me just fine, you son
of a monkey! I am tired of you and that thief Lamech!” The foreman looked
down at the road and hopped out of the wagon yelling, “I will be by later
for my pay. I have things to do!” He turned and walked briskly toward the
other side of town.
Jamal looked surprised as he stated matter of factly, “Well that was
abrupt.”
Rashid mused, “He is probably going to try to get work with the
new carpenter that just got into town.”

“I hope he becomes less lazy and more honest before he loses that
job too!” Jamal speculated.
Rashid nodded in agreement, and then said in a smiling voice,
“Since we are now alone, Father, I would like to talk to you about carrier
pigeons.”
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30
“One More Day”
The big new building stood shining with two coats of fresh
whitewash. Heavy wooden shutters with thick iron hinges hung in the
many windows. Brightly colored tiles on the roof glinted as the sun hung in
a cloudless sky. A balcony encircled all four sides on the upper level and
there were enclosed, gated stairways leading up two sides; one from the
front and one at the back. Next to the rear stairway was a built‐in coop of
cooing pigeons.
Although it stood in Nazareth, the architecture was decidedly
Persian and was put together with beauty and precision. A sign over the
door was written in Aramaic reading in large print, weavers and below it in
smaller lettering fabric made to order.
The last of the weaving supplies was being stored by careful
workers as the widow watched Mara practice on one of the new looms.
Elkanah sat in a corner wearing a dark expression and watched silently.
A broad grin swept Mara’s face as she threaded and threw the
racks, creating row after row of new fabric. The widow was sullen but
watched her carefully. Mara looked at the unhappy expression on her face
and stopped what she was doing. Leaning on the loom, she spoke kindly to
the widow as the grin was replaced by an expression of empathy, saying,
“Heartbreak is painful, but mercifully short‐lived, my sister. And look at all
you have to remember this wonderful man by.” She raised her arms as she
swept her hands all around encompassing the whole building.
The widow lowered her face and quietly said, “I will never forget
him…” her voice trailing off.
Mara reached out a compassionate hand and lifted the widow’s
small face. She looked her in the eye and said, “You never should. A man of
his type is very rare. He has more compassion and generosity than I have
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ever seen! I can tell why you love him.”
Something clicked inside Mara and all at once she knew. “I do not
think that this will be the last time you will ever see him. I just have a
feeling about it.”
A weak smile forced its way onto the widow’s face. She figured
Mara was just trying to make her feel better, but she hoped deep inside that
she was right.
The sound of heavy footsteps interrupted their conversation as
Jabez lumbered in. His mouth dropped open and he looked stunned as he
studied the ornate interior of the building. The walls were carefully
mortared and whitewashed. There were finely surfaced mahogany floors
and built‐in shelving recessed into the walls.
Many arched windows brought in a lot of light. Geometric designs
were painted around them and on the walls along the middle, creating an
artsy break. Brass oil lamps hung from high ceilings with carved beams
running across them, supported by many elegant pillars on which more oil
lamps hung. To the rear a staircase with a decorative banister climbed up a
wall in front of a poetic mural of a sunrise. The place looked more like a
palace than a weavers shop.

“————! Look at this place!” Jabez put his big, callused hands
on his hips as he looked at the widow stating, “I wish I could rate
something like this just by fluttering my eyelashes!”
Emoonah shot him an icy stare and spun around as she silently
strode away toward the back of the store. Elkanah grunted at him, got up
and walked out of the door behind him.
Mara looked at Jabez, wrinkled her mouth and shook her head.
“You sure can clear a room!”
A small twisted smile crawled along his thin lips as a twinkle
flashed in mischievous eyes. “Call it a gift.” he said chuckling, “Besides,
you were the one I wanted to talk to anyway.” he stated in a firm voice.
“Do you remember the robes that that dog Osama wore?”
Mara’s eye grew cold and narrow as she spat out, “Remember? I
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will NEVER forget! I lived in camp with that piece of filth for eight years! I
wish I could have watched him die!”
The small twisted smile on Jabez face grew to a huge wicked grin
as he icily stated, “If you help me, perhaps you will have your wish.”

As she walked out her back door, the widow almost ran into Jamal
as he was about to walk in. Looking into his face her anger melted like a
light frost in spring. A sad but loving smile came to her lips and eyes and
was returned by Jamal just as quickly.
She took his hand in both of hers and with love in her voice said
softly to him, “This building is so lovely—I do not know how to thank you
for all you have done.”
With his other hand he reached out and softly touched her face. He
looked deeply into her large dark eyes and requested, “Perhaps we could
dine together tonight.”
Her eyes glowed as she responded with “Yes…” she paused as if to
choke back her emotion. “I would like that very much, but we will dine
here. I want to cook for you. Come around sundown, alright?”
Jamal smiled widely and nodded. “I will see you then!”
They broke hands as he turned and walked away. He looked back
over his shoulder and smiled. She softly smiled back, then turned and
withdrew into the shop. Instead of walking straight through to the front
again, she turned left toward a huge, well‐stocked kitchen.
Along the wall opposite the entrance was an immense stone stove
with an iron grate and hooks for hanging several pots over the fire. There
was a spit for roasting meat as well. A stone oven with an iron door for
baking bread stood next to it. Pots and pans of all sizes and shapes hung
from hooks on the opposing wall and on the wall between them was a large
basin on wheeled legs.
Opposite that were recessed shelves filled with plates, cups and
bronze flatware—enough for a small army! In a closet next to that was a
pantry filled with earthen vessels containing all sorts of grains, beans and
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dry‐goods. Along the final wall beneath a window that allowed a view of a
sunrise was a long, wide, ornately decorated table with carved legs and
padded benches.
Reaching into the pocket of her robe she took out another of the
silver coins that Nicodemus gave her and smiled. I think a good cut of meat
for supper tonight! She thought to herself.
She walked again out the back door on the way to the tent market
and thought of Nicodemus. She smiled. “If only that kind man could see us
now!” Then she felt afraid for him. She wondered if the passageway she
went through had been found; if he had caused trouble for himself by
helping her to escape. She deeply hoped not and thought that somehow—
later—that she might try to go back to Jerusalem and find out.
Back at the caravan, Jamal looked around at the bustle of workers
packing the wagons to leave the next morning. He felt sad. He felt happy.
He felt heartbroken. He felt confused. He didn’t know how after several
long minutes of deep thought, he decided to feel happy and look forward
to supper with the widow tonight. He went back to his wagon to get out his
best clothes.

Mara studied Jabez with a look of awe. “When did you start to plan
this?” she asked solemnly.

“I came up with this a short time ago, but I have been trying to
think of some way to help the boy for weeks. His manhood must be
returned to him. This way he will face his fears and take it back!”
Mara looked Jabez in the eye and said, “But you do not want to tell
his mother what you are going to do…”

“I just think it would be better not to—she will not understand.
This is between men, between my nephew and me. He needs my help!
Women do not always understand the male mind,” Patch stated firmly,
touching his head with a thick finger, “even though they think they do.”
Smiling humbly, he added. “I know this will restore him and I do
not want anything to ruin it.”
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Mara looked at him for a long time. He may be right, she thought.
The male mind had always been a mystery to her and what Jabez had
proposed made sense in an odd sort of way.

“Alright,” she agreed, “I will do as you ask.”
Patch smiled and nodded, “Good. This will work, just watch!” He
spun out the door and was gone in a flash.
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31
“The Last Night”
Later, next to the brothel, a man in tattered robes and a large turban
that covered most of his head sat watching from the shadows. His face was
veiled, but his eyes missed nothing. He made sure that he attracted no
attention as he observed the day’s events unnoticed. It was the sergeant.
He looked at the huge building, the caravan being packed and all
the activity. He thought to himself, so they did not build a battlement, but
this could just as easily be a haven for Persian spies. For all I know, that
“Hebrew” widow could be collecting information for an attack. If there are
to be any final instructions to her, it will happen tonight.
It was late afternoon and the widow was back from the market. She
whistled as she worked in the kitchen. The smell of cooking grabbed them
by the nose and brought in Mara and the little Elkanah. Mara looked
around at the opulently appointed room and exclaimed, “I still cannot
believe my eyes. Whenever I look at this place, I am astounded!”
Her son was less impressed and merely asked in a dull voice,
“When do we eat?”
Emoonah looked at him sadly and unenthusiastically answered,
“Sit down and I will dish you up some soup.” Mara and the boy both sat
down; Mara closer to the stove and the widow, the boy far away, down the
long table.
The widow glared at him and growled, “Sit closer. I am your
mother, not your maidservant.” The boy frowned, grumbled, got up and
sat somewhat nearer to Mara.
Emoonah looked at him with frustration and sighed. She walked
over to him and put down a bowl of soup for him to eat. As she also put
one in front of Mara she said, “You both go ahead…I am not hungry right
now.”
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Mara turned and looked at the boy as he slowly fed himself. She
then turned to the widow and looked at her. She shook her head and
sighed too. She thought about “Jabez’ plan. She hoped it would work.
The evening was coming quickly as the widow climbed from the
sunken copper bathtub in a room adjacent to the kitchen. The walls around
the tub were tiled in a pattern depicting an ocean scene and rough colorful
tile covered the floor and created a non‐slip surface.
A trough coming through the wall from the kitchen allowed hot
water to be emptied directly into the tub without having to carry it into the
room. Once finished, the bather simply pulled a chain to empty the tub
outside into a pool in the ground. This bath‐room made her feel like a
queen and again she thought of Jamal.
She scented her hair and body as she slipped into her best silks and
robes. Although her son was as big a problem as ever, she had decided not
to worry about that tonight and to enjoy this last time with Jamal.
She climbed the stairs next to the mural and passed through the
door, through her enormous bedroom and onto the balcony where she had
set a small table for two. Bronze flatware peaked out from underneath
glazed dishes and bowls that were stacked upon each other. Napkins of
finely pattered linen were set in brass rings that topped the artistically
assembled place settings. In the center a thick candle waited to be lit. As she
looked it over she knew it was exactly the way she wanted it. She smiled.
Turning back, she walked into her new bedroom and looked
around. It was huge and bright with a mural of a skyscape on the largest
wall. A freestanding set of closets for hanging robes and dresses was next
to a framework that contained baskets of silk garments and under‐things. A
trunk along the wall next to them held sandals and slippers. A large copper
washbasin stood in the corner and was big enough to hold an assortment of
soaps and oils on its tiled top.
The large bed was a dream; stuffed full with goose down and
covered with fine linen, it was so comfortable that if she lay on it too long
she would fall asleep in broad daylight.
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An enormous smile split her face and a big sigh escaped as she
thought of Jamal. Since I would not go back to the courts of Persia, he has
brought them here to me!
The sun was going down now and she walked over to the night
table by her bed, picked up a flint and struck it to a brass oil lamp. Picking
it up, she glided back out to the balcony to the table for two. Touching a
flax to the wick of the lamp, she took the fire to the thick candle.
Again she smiled as she moved along the wall and around the
corner to the rear staircase. A dreamy thought floated into her mind and
another sigh left her lips. “Jamal will be here soon…”
In the shadows by the brothel, the sergeant, still in disguise, also
waited for the sun to set. He sat and pondered, just staring at the building.
Jamal brushed any remaining lint off of his best uniform as he
thought of Emoonah and smiled widely. He knew that this would be their
last night together, but he didn’t want to think of that now. He covered his
freshly bathed body with the ornate clothing and put his best turban on his
head.
Rashid stared at him with great pleasure in his eyes. “You look
great tonight, Father!” he excitedly said with a big grin on his face.
Jamal returned his grin and said with mock conceit, “Of course I
do.” With that, they both broke out laughing.
Jamal picked up the fancy bag of honeyed sweets he had purchased
in the market, turned and went toward the door. Looking over his
shoulder, he said to Rashid, “I will not be out too late, but it will probably
be past your bedtime.”
Rashid looked at him and said, “I will not stay up any later than
usual, Father.” Jamal grinned, turned and went out the door.
Furtive eyes watched from the shadows as Jamal approached the
widow’s building. The sergeant saw a light move along the balcony and
disappear into the enclosed stairway. It reappeared in the doorway
downstairs just as Jamal drew near the entrance.
Muted greetings did not quite reach his ears even though he
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strained to hear. The sergeant’s eyes grew narrow as his mind began to
speculate: What do they have to whisper about? What could be so
mysterious? The sun was completely down now as the Sergeant crept
toward the building.
Across the yard at “Jabez’ house, he and young Jori sat at stools on
either side of a rough table, toying with bowls of thin soup.
The boy commented, “This does not taste too good—I miss my
aunt’s cooking.”
Jabez grinned weakly and said, “So do I, but do not tell her that or
she will think that we men cannot take care of ourselves.”
The boy looked at him with a funny expression on his face and
said, “Maybe we cannot.”
Jabez just looked at him and stuck out his tongue. The boy started
to laugh.
As they started to eat again, Jabez asked, “How is your hand?” He
watched the boy used mostly his left and wince when he needed to use his
right.

“It is healed over, but it is still sore…”
He looked at his son with sympathy and said “It will be for a while,
but after it heals inside you will learn to use it again. Later it will good be as
new!” He lied and turned toward the window.
He saw a figure skulking around the corner of his sister‐in‐law’s
shop and thought to himself, “She has not even opened the place yet and
already there are thieves!”
He shook his head and said to his son, “Look down there.”
Jori turned and stared into the darkness for a moment and then
asked “Who is that?”
With a chuckle in his voice, Jabez stated “Probably a thief. Stay
here and watch this!”
He walked over to the curtain by the door and reached behind it.
When he drew his hand out again there was a short club on a leather thong
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in it. The boy laughed again as Jabez worked a silly grin onto his face. He
moved through the curtain and climbed down the ladder as the boy looked
intently at the yard around the new building.
Instead of going straight across the yard, Jabez circled around the
back of his ramshackle house and along the fence by the livestock. He
moved on bare, quiet feet as he made his way behind the sergeant, who
was lost in trying to jimmy the locked gate on the rear stairway of the shop.
The sound of cooing birds rang in the sergeant’s ears, distracting him from
the world around him.
Jabez was almost to him when the lock gave and the sergeant
slipped inside. A frown painted Jabez’ face as he leaped the short distance
from where he stood to the gate just before it shut again. He winced as it
closed on his large paw.
I wonder who this bandit is? I do not think I have seen him
before… Jabez thought to himself. He is good; he got through that gate
pretty quick.
The sergeant was already out of the staircase and was moving
around the corner of the building and toward the table in the shadow of the
eves as Jabez climbed after him.
The widow had put out a small tray of tidbits and she and Jamal
looked longingly at one another, speaking softly in the hushed tones of
love. They each held a cup of wine.
The sergeant was beside himself trying to hear what they were
saying, but could not. They must be planning something and the “love
dance” these spies do is just a cover—I know it! A little drool ran down the
soldier’s beard. There was madness in his eyes.
Jamal put down his glass and reached into his coat and said
solemnly, “I have written you a poem that the memory of this night might
never fade…”
Jamal’s back was to the sergeant as the paper appeared in his right
hand.
There it is! The sergeant thought to himself as the craziness in his
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eyes forced them wide. Their plan—and my vindication! He drew a dagger
out of his cloak and started to run toward them.
The widow screamed as she saw the veiled man rapidly
approaching, the dagger held high in his hand.
Jamal spun around just in time to see a bulky shadow run from the
darkness and slam a short club into the head of the would‐be assassin. The
sergeant dropped with a heavy thud into a shapeless mound on the floor of
the balcony.
Jabez stepped into the moonlight grinning. Looking at the widow
he said chuckling, “You need better locks—this is a bad neighborhood!” At
that he rolled the unconscious man over and pulled the veil from his face.
Their eyes went wide as shocked expressions coated their faces.
A strong whistle emitted from Jamal and many feet came running.
The captain was the first to get there as Jamal loudly admonished, “I
thought you were going to keep an eye on this man, Captain—he just
attacked us with this dagger!” he yelled, holding up the knife. “If not for
him,” he said, pointing to Jabez, “we might both be dead!”
The captain’s face went white and his eyes were like peeled eggs as
he looked at the sergeant, at Jabez and then back at Jamal. “I do not know
what to say, O glorious one…there is no possible excuse.”

“That is certainly correct, captain.” Jamal stated coldly. “Tie this
man up and we will bring him back to the temple. I would talk to
Eliasaph!”
He looked at the widow with sorrow in his eyes as he muttered, “I
do not know how long this will take…” His voice trailed off.
Emoonah also looked sad as she agreed, nodding her head.
Jamal said, “He must be dealt with or he will certainly try
something else.”
A single tear rolled down the widow’s face as she looked at Jamal.
With a great deal of frustration in her voice she blustered, “I do not
understand why he hates us so!”
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Jamal looked at her and sadly stated, “One never understands hate,
little one.”
The soldiers gathered up the sergeant and soon the widow stood
on the balcony alone with Jabez. The grin on his face was gone and in its
place was an expression of anger mixed with sorrow. His head dropped
forward as he muttered, “I am sorry your evening was ruined. I know you
were looking forward to it.” he grumbled.
More tears rolled down her face as the widow’s lip started to
tremble. Jabez lumbered over to her and pulled her into his big body as she
started cry from the deepest parts of her soul. Her small body heaved and
pitched against his. Anger welled up within him as he thought to himself, If
those Pharisees do not make that man pay, I will!
Loud knocking echoed through the temple as old Izehar stumbled
haltingly across the large, dark room. It was late for him—even though the
sun had gone down only a short time ago—and he was sleepy and
disoriented. Jamal and his men waited beyond the door as they heard the
shuffling footsteps approaching.
The old rabbi put his hands on the ancient ring that pulled the door
open and as he tugged on it, he sputtered out, “Who is it? What do you
want?” Looking up, he gasped as a grimace of fear bent his face. His
toothless mouth dropped open and his old, yellowed eyes bugged out as he
took a few slow steps backward.
Jamal stood there with his small group of guards. As he stepped
through the door, he said in a low, enraged voice, “I will speak to
Eliasaph…NOW!”
It took a few long seconds of stammering before the old man finally
blurted out, “He…he is not here!” A bony hand motioned across the
courtyard to a window containing a dim light. “That is his apartment! He is
there…HE IS THERE!” the old man sniveled as Jamal and the men looked
over their shoulders toward the light.
Izehar struggled to close the door as Jamal turned toward him. The
old man stopped what he was doing as a look of apprehension covered his
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wrinkled face. Jamal stepped back outside and managed a warm smile and
a kind “Thank you.” Izehar pushed a tiny grin onto his thin lips and
finished closing the door as fast as he could. Jamal heard the sound of an
iron bolt sliding across the door and the “clack” of a heavy lock.

“This way!” Jamal seethed as his men pushed the bound sergeant
toward the door of Eliasaph’s apartment. A hard hand pounded again and
again on the heavy wood. As the sound of footsteps came nearer, an
incensed voice from behind the door shouted, “Who is it?”

“It is Jamal. I have a surprise for you!”
Eliasaph opened the door just as Jamal shoved the sergeant
through it. The bound soldier stumbled across the room and fell onto the
floor with a noisy thud and a loud groan.
Eliasaph looked at the heap that was the sergeant and then at the
infuriated expression on Jamal’s face. “What is going on here?” he
demanded with confusion in his voice.
Jamal threw the dagger and it stuck into the floor next to the
sergeant’s head. The soldier moaned as he looked at the shining knife
quiver next to his face. Jamal related the incident and waited for the rabbi
to respond.
Eliasaph looked at the sergeant and again at Jamal. Furiously he
pointed to a chair against the wall and barked, “Sit him over there.”
Jamal motioned to the guards and two of them picked the sergeant
off the floor and put him roughly into the chair. One of them stood on
either side of him as Eliasaph stepped in front of the trembling soldier. An
angry glare spread over his face as a hushed, violent tone erupted in his
voice. “Tell me about this,” he commanded.
The sergeant’s face held a greenish pallor from being clubbed and
there were black circles under his eyes. His head throbbed and he felt as if
he would throw up. Fear shook him as he remembered the whipping the
young rabbi had promised.

“They were plotting against us—I know it!” he whined out. “I saw
him take written plans out of his cloak to read to that woman. She must be
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a spy…they all must be! They intend to use carrier pigeons to transport
information! There must be thirty or forty in a built‐in coop—I saw it
myself!”
Jamal gave an exasperated sigh and said, “I believe he is talking of
this,” and pulled the rolled tube of parchment from under his cloak. A
disgusted sneer crawled onto his face as he handed it to Eliasaph, who
unrolled it and read.
He looked at Jamal with contempt in his eyes and growled, “You
are very talented… but you should be saving it for your own kind!”
He spun around and looked again at the sergeant. His arm shot out
and held the paper in front of the soldier’s face for him to read bellowing,
“This is a love poem, you idiot!”
That was all it took. The sergeant’s heart began to pound. His head
spun and his stomach churned. A wave of heat swept from the soles of his
feet to the top of his head as a gush of vomit hurled from his mouth
covering the front of his clothes and just missing Eliasaph and the poem.
He promptly passed out and fell sideways off the chair in a heap at the feet
of the soldier to his right.
Eliasaph looked at the passed‐out sergeant and shook his head. He
then turned to Jamal and asked in a suspicious tone, “And what of these
pigeons?”

“We intend to continue in communication, if it is any of your
business.” Sarcasm dripped from Jamal’s words.

“Are there no women in Persia?” Eliasaph demanded loudly.
Glaring at Jamal and his men he shouted, “LEAVE! I WILL HANDLE THIS
FROM NOW ON!”
Jamal took a step toward the rabbi and with his face mere inches
from Eliasaph’s, threatened in a low, hard voice, “I have seen how you
handle things! If I find him around our camp again I will only return his
body!”
The two men stood face‐to‐face and scowled at each other. After a
long minute of this Jamal turned and stated to his men, “Let us return to
camp.” They turned and went out the door as Eliasaph looked down at the
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unconscious soldier and again shook his head. He pulled the dagger out of
the floor, walked over to a window and hollered for the temple guards.
Back at the widow’s shop, Emoonah and Jabez sat silently at the
little table on the balcony. A small voice hollered from the window of his
house and a little hand waved, capturing their attention.
As the widow looked over a tiny smile came to her face as she
offered, “Call for your son and let us go down to the kitchen and have
some food. I did a lot of cooking today. The big grin returned to Jabez face
as he called to his son. He came running.
Hours later up in her room, the widow sat on her bed and sulked
as her heart broke. The lovely night she planned for her and Jamal was
ruined. Tomorrow he would leave and she might never see him again.
She heard a quiet knocking on the door that opened on the balcony.
She got up and walked toward the sound as her heart pounded within her.
She opened a small window on the door and asked sweetly, “Who is it?”
although she already knew.
Jamal stood just outside and stated “It is I…”
The widow threw the door open and wrapped herself around him,
exclaiming, “It got so late I thought you would not return tonight. I was
dying inside!” She pulled him close and kissed him from her soul. When
they finally broke apart, Jamal looked deeply into her eyes. He was
breathless.
There was a questioning look on Jamal’s face as Emoonah took him
by the hand and started to lead him into her bedroom. She said nothing,
but her big, dark eyes spoke volumes.
Jamal stopped like he snapped out of some kind of trance. Shaking
his head said, “This would not be right. We cannot offend HaShem this
way.”
The smile left Emoonah’s face as she glared at Jamal in anger.
“HASHEM—ALWAYS HASHEM! WHY MUST WE ALWAYS SUFFER
BECAUSE OF HIM? WHY MUST WE BE DENIED ONE NIGHT OF
HAPPINESS IN THIS DISMAL EXISTENCE?” she barked as she pushed
Jamal away and stamped inside slamming, the door.
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32
“The Sorrowful”
Dawn came early, but the hustle of packing started much earlier.
Workers of both genders scrambled around with boxes, baskets, rolled rugs
and tenting, attempting to stow items anywhere they could find room.
Some of the wagons had piles of paraphernalia and equipment tied to the
roofs so high that it looked as if a strong sneeze would blow them over.
Soldiers packed their camels as workers and Magi alike prepared
for the long trip back. Jamal and Rashid watched all the commotion. Jamal
was tired from another sleepless night. All his thoughts were of Emoonah.
The sorrow on his face was immense and Rashid felt sad for him.
Jamal was silent as he thought to himself, I know I did the right
thing…so why does it hurt like this?
From behind his back a small, soft hand touched and slid into his
as a grieved voice echoed in his ears. He slowly turned to see Emoonah’s
large dark eyes staring at him in sorrow.

“I am so sorry…I do not know what came over me last night.”
A small but happy smile came to Jamal’s face as he spoke. “It was a
hard night in many ways…” he said as his voice trailed off.
Emoonah smiled sweetly at Jamal and Rashid and asked, “Would
you like breakfast? I made some cakes and there is also some stewed goat
with tomatoes.”
Rashid looked at his father. Jamal looked happy. Emoonah’s
presence made him a changed man.
Knowing that they would want privacy, Rashid stated, “I have
other plans, but you two go ahead.” He smiled and gave a courtly bow. “I
will see you before we leave, Miss.” He turned and retreated toward the
wagons.
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Jamal and Emoonah walked into the back door of the building,
turned left and walked toward the kitchen. He took her by the arm and
turned her toward him. Looking into her eyes, he stated apologetically, “I
am sorry about last night…I…”
Emoonah cut him off. “I know you were right.” She paused and
looked to one side as she wiped a tear away. “I just wanted to be with you
even if only once.” She swallowed hard and muttered, “I am glad one of us
kept their head.” She worked a tiny smile onto her face.
Jamal looked deeply into her eyes and firmly stated, “It was the
hardest thing I have ever done.” He pulled a silk handkerchief from his
sleeve and wiped her face.
Emoonah’s smiled grew a little as she said, “At least we can have
breakfast together.” They walked into the kitchen as Jamal smiled and sat
down. Emoonah filled two bowls with goat and set out a plate of steaming
cakes. Jamal reached for a melon from a bowl of fruit on the table, pulled
the knife from his belt and cut a piece for Emoonah and for himself.
Rashid looked the pigeon keeper straight in the eye and said, “You
are SURE that these birds will return to this cage once they are released in
Persia?”
With a groveling bow the man stated, “Oh yes, young sir—
absolutely! They were hatched just after you arrived and were taught to fly
already. This is home to them and they will return once released… I
guarantee it!”
Rashid smiled and handed the keeper several silver coins. “You
have my thanks. Tag them and put them in the cage in the wagon.”
The keeper smiled widely and answered, “Yes, young sir…Right
away!”
A few hours later found the caravan ready to depart. There was a
crowd of people milling about waiting for the convoy to leave. Merchants
tried for final sales. Folks waved to each other as old and new friends shook
hands and hugged goodbye.
Mara, Jabez and the two boys stood nearby as Jamal and Rashid sat
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in an open carriage. He and Emoonah exchanged final good‐byes. She
looked up at Jamal and tried to smile.
Seeing her vain efforts, he stood up and climbed down. Taking her
in his arms, he pulled her close and whispered, “I CANNOT say good‐bye,
so I will just say I love you.”
Tears poured freely from her big, dark eyes, drenching her face as
she gurgled out, “I love you too!”
Jamal took out his handkerchief again and vainly attempted to dry
her eyes. “Keep this,” he offered as he put the brightly colored fabric into
her hand.
She looked up at him and he touched her face. As he leaned in to
kiss her cheek, she turned her mouth so as to catch his lips with hers. Once
again their souls touched.
In the crowd the Hebrew women looked aghast at the display
pointing and clucking with derision like so many old hens.
A loud clearing of a throat pulled Jamal and Emoonah apart. The
captain, mounted on a large camel, stood alongside the carriage and
announced, “The caravan is ready to depart, O glorious one!”
Jamal managed a weak “Let us do so, captain…” He separated
himself from Emoonah as he firmly stated, “I will write as soon as I get
back to Persia. Do not let any pigeons free until you hear from me.” He
took her hand in his as he brought it to his lips and kissed it.
Emoonah looked into his eyes and said, “I will wait to hear from
you…” her voice trailing off. She brought his hand to her lips and kissed it
in return.
A call went down the line of the caravan as Jamal climbed back into
the carriage. It started to roll away as just as he sat down. He looked back at
Emoonah and he and Rashid waved until they turned a corner and were
out of sight.
She stood there watching the carriage roll away through tear‐
swollen eyes. She clutched Jamal’s handkerchief and held it to her breast.
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Little Elkanah walked slowly over to her side. Looking up at her
grief, he wrapped a small arm around her leg and said, “I am sorry you are
sad, mama…” his small, soft voice trailed off.
A burly arm surrounded her from the other side and a gruff voice
filled her ear as Jabez said, “I am sorry too! But we will get through this
together…we are a family now!” Mara came in from the side, stepped in
front of the widow and put her arms around her as well. Jori clung to her
other leg as they all worked to comfort Emoonah.
The crowd followed the caravan as it turned and twisted through
the narrow streets of the town. Rashid looked over at Jamal. He sat tall and
tried not to look unhappy, but did only a fair job of it.
They had been in Nazareth for nearly twenty weeks. Rashid looked
around at the people, the streets and buildings and mused, “I will miss this
place. It is dirty, ugly and full of riffraff, but it was kind of fun.”
Jamal looked at his son and saw much change in him. It was
nearing Rashid’s eleventh birthday, but somehow he seemed much older.
Jamal mused, “You have very strange tastes, as a quizzical smile came to
his lips. Rashid looked at his father and laughed.
The crowd continued to follow them as the sounds of a whip
cracking and a man screaming echoed in their ears. They rolled past the
synagogue where another crowd was gathered. They watched the sergeant
being whipped as Eliasaph looked on.
Jamal called out to the captain and the caravan stopped. Climbing
out of the wagon, Jamal looked at Rashid as the boy started to get up to
follow his father. “This is not for young eyes. Stay here.” Rashid sat back
down. He looked a little disappointed.
Eliasaph saw Jamal coming and called out, “What do YOU want? If
you are leaving, get on with it!”
Jamal kept walking toward the rabbi and as he got there asked,
“Do you mean to whip this man to death?”
Eliasaph looked at Jamal with cold, hard eyes and demanded,
“What business is it of yours?”
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Jamal looked at Eliasaph and quietly stated, “I am tired of trading
jabs with you. We are leaving as soon as we finish talking, which will not
take long. I am concerned that this man still thinks that the widow is a spy.
He may try to harm her.”
The rabbi saw real concern in Jamal’s eyes. His voice went soft as
he replied, “That is why the sergeant here is being transferred to Jerusalem
tomorrow. I cannot trust him and I cannot control him. That makes him too
dangerous to be here. He will go as a prisoner and the pharisaical council
will decide what to do with him.” Eliasaph’s voice went hard again as he
demanded “Now leave here!”
Jamal saw no use in remaining. He turned, walked back and
climbed into the wagon with the sound of screaming still ringing in his
ears.
Rashid looked squeamish as the caravan once again started to
move. His face looked pale as he said, “The sound of that poor man being
whipped was horrible—it will be hard to forget!” Jamal grimaced, nodded
and was silent.
As they turned the last corner, the Kidron valley lay out ahead of
them. The crowd, seeing the end of town, started to disperse. Rashid turned
to his left and saw a crew working on the foundation of a new building.
ben‐Jamin sat as he spoke with a familiar‐looking rich man.
There was something about this man. He was neither tall nor short.
His wavy black hair stuck out from an Egyptian‐style headdress and his
expensive looking robe had similar patterns on it. His face behind a neatly
trimmed beard looked placid and calm. A stray thought pushed its way
into Rashid’s sharp mind and all of a sudden his eyes searched the area
madly.
All at once he found what he was looking for. A small boy with
haunting eyes stood looking right at him. A mischievous grin appeared on
the boy’s face as the word “Messiah…” softly left Rashid’s lips. “Father
look! It is … ”
Just as he started to point, a hard hand grabbed Rashid’s shoulder.
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“Ow!” escaped from his mouth as Jamal squeezed it. Rashid looked at him
with a combination of pain and anger.

“I am sorry my son, but if anyone were to hear you…” Jamal explained,
“We do not know if the boy’s life is still in danger!”
Rashid looked embarrassed as he said, “You are right; thank you!”
A medium‐height woman in Egyptian‐style garb walked over and
put a hand on the grinning boy’s head. She smiled too as they both waved.
When they turned and walked away, Rashid thought he saw the wings of
an eagle embroidered on the back of her robe.
Jamal and Rashid just stared as the caravan rolled out of sight.
They looked at each other and smiled as they sat back. Although it would
be a long trip, they looked forward to going home.
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33
“Happy Birthday”

It had been five weeks since the caravan departed. It was expected
that things would be hard for a while, but instead of getting better, they
were getting worse.
The widow had stopped smiling and became quiet and withdrawn.
She did little but cook, clean and work with Mara on fabric orders. Elkanah
almost stopped talking entirely and just drug himself around. He usually
wore an angry expression, but he was afraid of everything.
It was late on the night before the boy’s birthday. Mara and Jabez
worked quietly on his gift in the ornate shop as Emoonah and the boy slept
upstairs. As Mara sewed large pieces of material together, Jabez stuffed
straw into sections she had already completed.
Mara mused, “I hope what we do will not hurt the boy further. It is
possible, you know…” She shook her head, saying, “I think he is getting
worse.”

“That is why we must do this—I know it will work! We are giving
him back his self‐respect. This will be his best birthday ever!”
Mara just looked at him and said with some doubt, “I hope you are
right.” Then she added, “If you are, perhaps it will help Emoonah, too—if
her boy becomes happier, it might lift her out of this cloud of gloom she has
been in since Jamal left.”
Jabez shrugged his big shoulders and a look of the possible curled
his thin lips. He tilted his big curly head, nodded and mused. “Maybe.”
It was the third watch of the night when Jabez finished hanging
their creation on a lonely post in the yard between the shop and his house.
He threw a tarp over it and yawned widely, stretching his stumpy arms out
from his broad shoulders. They popped and cracked as he twisted them. A
huge grin contorted his face as he said to himself, “It is way past my
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bedtime, but it will be worth it.” He walked lazily over to his house and
climbed the ladder to the upper level still yawning as he went.
The day came too quickly as the widow and her son was awakened
to

shouting

in

the

yard.

“HAPP‐PY

BIRTHDAY…

HAPP‐PY

BIRTHDAY!!!”
As she pulled herself slowly out of bed, the widow muttered
“What is going on down there? Could this not wait?” She pulled a regal‐
looking robe from the brass hanger on the wall by her bed and threw open
the door that fronted on the balcony as she covered herself.
Jabez was down in the yard next to the big covered mass on the
post. He still shouted “HAPP‐PY BIRTHDAY!!!” When he saw the widow
he shouted with glee, “GET YOUR SON…GET YOUR SON!!”
The widow shook her head and asked in an irritated tone, “Can
this not wait?”
Jabez grinned widely and hollered back “NO … NO … GET YOUR
SON … HURRY!!”
The widow knew when an argument would do no good. She
turned slowly around, walked through her room and out the door to the
hallway. She turned right and walked the few steps to her son’s room. She
opened his door to find him on tiptoe on a heavy wooden stool looking out
the window into the yard.
She grabbed the boy’s robe and walked over to where he stood. She
bent down and as she dressed him, she said sweetly, “Let us go down in
the yard and see what your uncle has for your birthday…would you like
that?”
The boy said nothing, the dower look still on his little face. He just
shrugged his shoulders. They started down.
By the time they got to the yard, Jori and Mara had arrived and had
joined in shouting “HAPP‐PY BIRTHDAY… HAPP‐PY BIRTHDAY!!!”
Jabez strolled over to where the boy stood and swept him up over
his head as he laughed loudly. Elkanah looked petrified and started to
whimper.
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Jabez looked him in the eye and soothingly said, “No, do not cry;
this is a great day for you!” He pulled the boy into his big chest and hugged
his warmly. The boy became somewhat calm, but still looked very
apprehensive and uncomfortable.
Jabez put him down in front of the tarp and said, “We are giving
you the best possible birthday present … REVENGE!” With that Jabez
pulled the tarp that covered the huge mass on the post.
The boy’s eyes filled with terror as an earsplitting shriek emitted
from his mouth. Tears of fright and anguish flew from his face as he
dropped to his knees, shoved his face into the dirt and covered his head
with his hands. His small body shook with sobbing.
The widow was dumbfounded and a chill ran through her. There
in front of them, tied to the post with its “arms” tied behind it was a life‐
size dummy of Osama dressed in the same vivid robes, the same gold
turban and with a carved wooden face that looked just like him. It even had
a horsehair beard! The resemblance was frightening. Elkanah screamed and
cried with terror.
Before the widow could speak, Jabez lifted the boy up and looked
him in the face. “WAIT…WAIT! I am your uncle, remember? I would never
let anything harm you!” He turned the boy in the direction of the dummy
and said, “See? He is tied up; he cannot hurt you anymore!”
Jabez quickly pulled a short dagger out of his robe and said, “Now
we will kill him together!” He put the sniveling boy down in front of the
dummy and put the knife in his small hand. “STAB HIM…STAB HIM!”
Jabez chanted as his son joined in with “STAB HIM…STAB HIM!”
The widow looked at her son and saw the fright leave his dirty,
tear‐stained face. What took its place frightened her. All of a sudden the
boy raised the dagger above his head with both hands, screamed with rage
and ran at the dummy stabbing and hacking at it with a fury that she had
never seen before.
Jabez and his son laughed and cheered for him. Now they yelled
“KILL HIM…KILL HIM!” The dummy’s legs and thighs were nearly
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shredded. It was then that Jabez lifted the boy with a hand on either side of
him and aimed him at the dummy’s chest. There was a small picture of a
heart on the dummy’s robe. “STAB HIM THERE…IT IS HIS BLACK
HEART…KILL HIM…KILL HIM!”
The boy again lifted the dagger over his head and with all his
might grunted as he stabbed the dummy as hard as he could. Blood
squirted out around the dagger and covered the boy hands. Jabez and his
son cheered as the blood ran down the dummy.

“YOU DID IT…YOU KILLED HIM! NOW HE IS DEAD! HE
CANNOT EVER HURT YOU AGAIN!” Jabez yelled.
An evil laugh came from Elkanah’s little mouth as Jabez placed the
boy on the ground. All three of them laughed and cheered.
The widow did not like the sound of her son’s laughter. It was
cruel and ugly. She watched as her son strutted around waving the blood‐
covered dagger and spitting on the dummy.
Jabez walked over to Emoonah and grinning, said, “I had a bag of
blood sewn into it, so would look like he really killed him. Great, huh?”
The widow just stood there taking turns looking at her son and into
Jabez’ face. Finally she said to him “What have you done?”
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34
“Seven Years Later”
A lot had changed since the caravan left. The head Pharisees had
been gone fourteen months and returned from Jerusalem with word of
Herod’s slaughter of all boys under the age of two. Old Izehar, upon
hearing the news, spent the day with tears in his ancient eyes, absently
chanting, “The children…oh, the children.” That night, he went to bed and
never woke up.
The sergeant was transported to Jerusalem and after his trial to
parts unknown. Porteus and Cleatus, Maximus’ advisors had been killed,
along with a large portion of the Roman guard during an uprising of anti‐
Roman terrorists. Their replacements were younger, more aggressive types
who were sent to clean up Nazareth.
These new Roman troops became worse than the local riffraff. They
would extort local businesses, terrorize the townspeople and act as if
nothing could stop them. Little could. Maximus had always been a weak
ruler and found it almost impossible to control them. Most of the time it
was easier not to try.
On one of their many escapades a group of drunken soldiers raced
through town in chariots as old, blind Zacharius was crossing the street. He
never made it. The soldiers left his body in the middle of the road and
would not allow it to be moved for days as a reminder to the townspeople
that Romans always had right of way.
It had been many years since Emoonah had any influence over her
son’s life. She had long since given up trying, but she still had hope—
although she hardly even saw him anymore.
Jabez had become a father figure to both of the boys and he had put
them to work making strong‐drink , and, without her knowledge, thieving.
They mostly would pick pockets, but sometimes they would wait
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until the merchants were at the market or their storefronts for the day.
Jabez would then break a small hole through one of the walls of their
houses with a large hammer. The boys would crawl through and look for
money or other valuables. There was always someone that was willing to
buy what they had, even though they knew it had been stolen from other
merchants.
The widow wondered where her son got the money he always
seemed to have, but when she asked him, he would say that his uncle gave
it to him.
Frustrated, she finally she decided to talk to Eliasaph. In the late
afternoon of the first day of the week, she walked over to the temple. As
she arrived she saw a boy, who could not have been more than ten,
repairing a window on the old building. His tools looked too big for him,
but he seemed to be making progress.
Just as she reached him, he wiped his hands together, took out a
rag and started to clean his tools.

“Excuse me, young man,” she asked, “but have you seen the rabbi
Eliasaph?”
As he turned toward her voice, the first thing she noticed was his
eyes; they seem to look right through her.
A calm smile came to the boy’s face as he answered, “I believe he is
inside the temple, Miss. May I get him for you?”
She was startled by his kindness and she stammered out, “Y…yes,
thank you.”
The boy took off at a dead run and flew through the open doors.
They both came out a few minutes later, the rabbi followed by the boy.
As they got close to Emoonah, Eliasaph said to the boy, “Thank
you, Y’shua. If you are done with the window, I am sure your parents
would like you home for at least a little while.” Eliasaph smiled.
The boy smiled back as he stated, “I will be back after I finish my
work tomorrow, rabbi!” He gathered his tools and walked out of the yard
toward the outskirts of town.
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The widow exclaimed, “What a polite boy!”
Eliasaph agreed, “Yes, he is! Ever since his family came to town
from Egypt seven years ago, Y’shua has become a fixture at the Temple,
doing whatever needs to be done without us even asking him.” Eliasaph
stated shaking his head in amazement.
The rabbi continued with an astonished tone in his voice, “He can
read and write too. Sometimes I find him with the ancient scrolls. He asks a
lot of very complicated questions. There are times when it takes several
days of study to answer one of them. I asked him if he would be interested
in being trained to be a scribe, but he said no. It is too bad; he would make
an excellent scholar!”
There was a moment of silence and the widow used it to change
the subject. She said, “I have come to see you about my son.”
Eliasaph turned to listen to her. “When he was small, you said you
might be able to help him with his ‘problem.’ I know that was many years
ago…do you think it is too late?”

“I do not know,” The rabbi mused. “It seems as if Jabez has done
quite a job on him. It would be difficult to break his influence over the
boy.” Eliasaph suddenly wrinkled his brow and got a funny look on his
face. “Is your son not about to turn thirteen?”

“Yes, in about six weeks…why?” she asked.
“I will train him for his Bar Mitzvah.” Eliasaph stated firmly. “If we
can gain a foothold in his life, some change may come and perhaps he may
be influenced for the good.”
Now it was the widow’s turn to push a funny look onto her face.
She shrugged her shoulders and ventured, “It could not hurt.”
That night Emoonah waded through the noise, the foul odors of
sweat and strong‐drink and the drunks crowded into Jabez’ house. She
wandered through the party dodging intoxicated, lecherous men, half‐
dressed women and, it seemed, every deviant in town.
Looking around for her son, she finally found him in back standing

165

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

on a rickety stool stirring a stinking kettle of strong‐drink . His back was to
her. His tipsy cousin stood there laughing, a ladle in his good hand, trying
some of it out.
There was a cross look on her face as she watched for a quick
second before speaking. Elkanah did not hear her. He had most of his
attention on the brew and his cousin, whose laughing turned into a raucous
bellow.
He started to dance around and suddenly tripped and fell
backward. His arms flew out as his elbow struck a tall thin table that flew
into the widow’s shin. She roared in pain and cursed at the boy as she
hopped around on one foot, grabbing the leg in both hands. Now both boys
were laughing.
When the pain subsided, she grabbed her boy by the ear and
started to tow him limping through the house.
Jabez sat gambling with a couple of men over a jug of strong‐drink
and a few short stacks of silver and copper coins. He saw the goings‐on and
said something to the men over the din of the party.
He stood up and started to walk over to the widow and the boy. As
he moved in their direction intending to interfere, Emoonah looked back
toward him. The expression on her face stopped him in his tracks.
A timid smile worked at the corners of his mouth as he waved a
small farewell and mouthed, “Good night.”
Emoonah showed him her teeth in an angry grin. She continued to
drag the boy outside. He yelled in pain all the way to the ladder going
down the side of the house.
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35
“Hope”
Early the next morning Emoonah and Eliasaph sat at the kitchen
table staring at the boy. There was an ugly look on his face and even uglier
words coming from his mouth. “What the ———do I need a ————Bar
Mitzvah for? I am already a man!”
He looked at Eliasaph and roared, “I am a better man than you! I —
——— work for a living and you sit around on your ——— while these —
——— townspeople give you money! Talk about a —————— thief!”
That was about all the widow could take. She reared back and
slapped the boy across the face as hard as she could. The blow threw his
head back, but he righted it just as quickly. There was a big red blotch on
his cheek and a cynical grin on his face. “Is that the best you can do?” he
asked the widow snidely.
Emoonah eyes grew wide in rage. She trembled as she drew breath
to holler at him, but Eliasaph stopped her. “Please, enough of this…”
He looked at both of them and shook his head saying, “Nothing
will be accomplished by insults or fighting.”
He shifted his weight on the bench and looked squarely at the boy.
“A Bar Mitzvah is a sacred ritual of our people, but if you do not wish to
participate, I will not make you. Think about it for a day and I will come
back tomorrow. If you have changed your mind we can talk about the
lessons.”
The boy looked at him, spat on the floor and sneered, “You waste
your time!” At that, he stood up and strode out the back door, took a left
and headed toward Jabez’ house.
The widow shook with anger as tears of frustration rolled down
her cheeks. She looked up at Eliasaph as he ventured, “I think that it might
be too late to help your son.” A soft, mournful wail emitted from deep in
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Emoonah’s body as she put her head down on the table. Her small, lithe
body racked with sobbing.
The boy climbed the ladder up to the second level of Jabez’ house.
As he opened the shabby curtain and walked into the room, the thief and
his son sat at the well‐worn table shoving spoonfuls of scrambled egg into
their mouths from chipped bowls.
As he approached, Patch worked hard to bring a sympathetic look
to his face as he asked, “How is your ea…Ha, ha, ha!”
Jabez could no longer contain himself as loud guffawing overcame
him. His son broke out laughing too—pieces of egg flying out of their
mouths. Jabez put his head down on the table and started pounding on it,
the bowls jumping around. Every time they would stop to catch their
breath, one of them would start laughing again and it would set them off
on another round.

“You are both very funny…” Elkanah responded as he ambled
over to the table. Shoving Jori over, the boy sat down and related, “You
have not even heard the best of it…”
Roaring laughter receded into sporadic chuckles and a giggle here
and there as Jabez breathlessly asked, “What else?”
The boy exclaimed, “Mother and that ———— rabbi Eliasaph want
me be to Bar Mitzvahed! They told me to decide by tomorrow!” he started
to laugh.
Jori started to laugh even louder, but not Jabez. Instead, he became
silent and thoughtful.
The boys stopped laughing. They both looked and him and Jori
asked, “What?”
A sly grin appeared on Jabez’ face. “Do they not give these lessons
in the temple? Where they keep the money they collect from the town?”
The boys looked at each other as their faces took on the same sly
grin.
Eliasaph felt heavy footsteps behind him as he heard a deep,
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breathless voice behind him calling “Rabbi…Rabbi!”
Turning around he saw Jabez running up to him fast. When they
were within talking distance, Jabez dropped his hands to his knees, and
then held up one of them for Eliasaph to wait while he caught his breath.
Finally he gasped out, “Elkanah just told me about the Bar
Mitzvah! I think he would be making a mistake for him to refuse it.”
Eliasaph looked at Jabez with confusion saying, “You think that?”
Jabez breath was still labored, but he was breathing better now. He
said “Yes, of course! I was never Bar Mitzvahed and I always felt I missed
something… but my father did not follow the law too closely. I always
planned to Bar Mitzvah my son, but you know how things are.” He said as
he shrugged his shoulders. “Come upstairs and let us talk to him together.
Perhaps we can change his mind.”
The Rabbi smiled broadly saying, “Emoonah will be so pleased.
This means a great deal to her.”

“He is my nephew. It means a lot to me too!” Jabez responded with
an innocent grin. The two men turned around and strolled toward the
house as Jabez asked, “My son is almost sixteen—would it be too late to Bar
Mitzvah him too?
Excitement lighted Eliasaph’s face as he thought about it.

169

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

36
“The Training”
It was the evening two days later and the boys sat side by side in
Patch’s house grumbling. Although cousins, they were very different
looking. Jori was short and wide like his father, but with the straight hair
his mother had. He had her small, wide‐set eyes as well. His nose was the
same as his father’s—big and round. He was almost sixteen and had a
wispy, nearly transparent beard that covered a good part of his round face.
He had gotten used to using his left hand because the right did not
close very well after the knife wound and the cauterization. Even with his
disability he had become an extremely good pickpocket. He wore a leather
thong on his right that held a sharp blade he used to cut loose purses after
grabbing one with his left.
As Jori was short and wide, Elkanah was tall—even for twelve,
almost thirteen. He was gangly like his father and, like his father, he was
very hairy. He already had body hair and a thin mustache along with a
light beard.
There wasn’t much of Emoonah in him at all. Instead of her fine
features his were large. Large eyes, large nose and a large, wide mouth
with thin lips that seemed to always hold a wry expression. His face was
long—too long, really and it made his head seem too big for his narrow,
elongated body. His hair was wiry and black as soot.
Jori griped loudly, “I will never remember it all! I cannot believe
everything you have to recite! All this to ‘become a man?’”
Elkanah chimed in with, “And all the singing—my throat is so
hoarse!
Jabez grinned in amusement. He looked at the boys and stated,
“Never mind all that. Did you find out where they keep the money?”

“Are you kidding?” Elkanah exclaimed. “That rabbi acts like these
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lessons are more important than life itself. He works us like dogs and never
lets us out of his sight.”
Jabez looked at his son as if to ask, is this true? The boy just
grimaced and nodded his head.
Jabez’ eyes narrowed and with a sidelong look, he muttered, “This
is going to be more complicated than I thought. We need a plan.”
He thought a few minutes more, and then asked, “How many
people are usually in the temple? Is it crowded?”
Jori answered, “Not really; there are six Pharisees and four scribes,
but they live across the way in their fancy apartments. There are about
twenty temple guards, mostly outside. But they are a joke. You could take
over that place with a handful of blind old ladies!” The boys looked at each
other and snickered.
Elkanah said, “It is a fairly big place, lots of rooms. The money
could be in any of them, or maybe hidden somewhere. It would be hard to
search even with only the ten people there. There is always someone
around.”
A thoughtful expression came to Jabez’ face, then a shifty grin. “I
think your ‘proud papa’ will go with you tomorrow and look around a
little. I may find a weak spot,” he mused. The grins the boys wore now
became sinister, their eyes sly.
Emoonah and Mara sat in the elaborate kitchen after a long day’s
work. The remnants of a light evening meal was scattered over one end of
the overly long table.

“In a few weeks we will have been here for seven years and when I
look at this place I still find it unbelievable.” Mara exclaimed as she looked
around. The widow said nothing. Mara continued her one‐sided
conversation. “So…where is your son tonight? Or need I ask?”
Emoonah wore the bereaved look of a mother who had given up.
She just shook her head and commented, “You would think he lives there.”
She looked pensive for a moment then asked Mara, “Do you think getting
them Bar Mitzvahed will do any good?”
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“Well,” she replied, “They are spending much more time in the
temple; that has to be good, does it not?”
Emoonah’s face became a puzzled smirk as she retorted, “With
those two, who knows?”
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37
“Discovery”
The next morning Jabez and the two boys rambled toward the
temple. As they rounded the corner they found Ithamar, the chief priest of
the Pharisees, losing ground in a heated discussion.
He was a very tall, thin man with a long, wide beard that was
mostly gray, but with a long streak of black down the middle. What could
be seen of his small face surrounded by that sizable beard were pale,
severely mottled skin, and a small, pointed nose. His mouth was unseen,
hidden by a shaggy mustache.
His sharp, black eyes were filled with rage. He flustered at his
antagonist as a huge black and gray eyebrow danced erratically on his
short forehead.
He raised a grizzled hand as if to slap his adversary, but thinking
better of it slowly dropped it to his side again. Finally, he spat something
incomprehensible at his tormentor and stalked away, leaving him standing
there.
His adversary was none other than young Y’shua. There was a big
grin on his small face and gleeful chuckling emitted from his lips.
Jabez strolled over to the boy and asked in a curious voice, “What
was that all about?”
Y’shua looked into Jabez’ good eye. He seemed to stare right
through him and it made Jabez extremely uncomfortable. He started to
fidget as he waited for the boy to speak.
Finally, Y’shua said, “Well, the priest asked me why I was always
around here fixing things, so I told him about the writings of the prophet
Jeremiah in the scrolls of the kings.”
Jabez looked at the boy with great interest. “And?” he asked.
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Y’shua continued, “In the days of King Jehoash, the Pharisees took
money to repair the temple, but they never did it—not even after twenty‐
three years! When the king asked why no repairs had been done, they
finally put a collection box at the door of the temple so that the money did
not have to come out of their own pockets. It was only then that the work
began. All I did was to ask him if this was now a tradition and if so, would
he like me to build a collection box.” The boy grinned again and with a
shrug said, “He seemed to be at a loss for words.”
Now it was Jabez’ turn to grin. Then he started to laugh. The boys
burst out in raucous laughter along with him. Jabez roared in guffaw‐filled
speech, “I love it when those hypocrites get put in their place! What did
you say your name was, son?”
The boy looked him in the eye a second time and once again Jabez
became uncomfortable. “My name is Y’shua ben‐Joseph.” the boy said.
Jabez straightened up and extended a hand saying, “My name…”
The boy cut him off. “I know who you are,” he said with a shrewd
grin. Jabez slowly pulled back his hand. All of a sudden, he felt as if he
knew the boy too, but how could he? A tingle ran up his spine as a puzzled
look crept onto his broad face. A tiny, frazzled grin worked at the corners
of his mouth.
Y’shua continued, “Everybody does. You have quite a reputation
around this town!”
Jabez tried to curb his unease without much success. Now his
whole face looked frazzled. He stammered out, “Yes…I guess I do…”
He felt as if he needed to get away from young Y’shua’s presence
as fast as possible and stuttered out, “Come on, boys…we should not be
late! Good meeting you, Son!” He grabbed onto the two boys and took off
through the temple doors, not even looking back.
It was dark inside and their eyes took some time to adjust. When he
could see again, Jabez saw three scribes talking to each other in a small
circle in the foyer.
Two of the men did not look like anything but scribes. They wore
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fine robes, ornate sandals and seemed well fed. Their faces and their beards
were clean and they did not smell of anything but scented oils.
The third one—the one doing most of the talking—was a different
story. He was an albino. He was not old—or young, for that matter. His
hair and beard were a brilliant white and both had a “pulled back” look.
His beady, red eyes were very wide set—not quite on the sides of his
head—against pale, pinkish skin of an unnatural tone. He had a long, thin
nose and sharp, pointy‐looking teeth. All these attributes gave him the
appearance of a rat.
He nodded cordially to the two other men and they left, both in
different directions. The rat‐faced scribe stepped over to Jabez and the two
boys and asked in a rough tone, “What do YOU want?”
For the first time in years, Jabez was startled. He opened his mouth,
but nothing but, “Uh…I…we…uh…” came out.
Elkanah stepped forward and said, “We are being Bar Mitzvahed
soon. The rabbi Eliasaph is giving us lessons.”
The rat‐faced scribe pointed a bony finger at Jabez and sneered, “Is
he not a little old for a Bar Mitzvah?”
The boy felt the tension in the air and tried to be funny. He leaned
forward and pointed with his head toward Jabez saying, “I think he is just
after the gifts.”
The rat‐faced scribe said nothing. A frown curled his lips and
knotted his forehead as he glared empty‐eyed at the trio.
The boy saw that humor had failed him and stated, “My uncle here
came to ask a few questions about the ceremony. Do you know where the
rabbi Eliasaph is?”
The rat‐faced scribe stated in the same rough manner, “Follow
me—and be quick about it!” He took off at a swift pace.
As the rat‐faced scribe got out of earshot, Jori said, “What an ——
———!”
Jabez shushed him and said, “Do not use that kind of language
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here—you could get us thrown out!”
Winding down the infinite corridors, Jabez heard a familiar sound
as he passed a door; the sound of coins being counted. He looked around
for a landmark and realized that just beyond the door, cedar paneling took
the place of the plain, mudded wall. He grinned and continued to follow
the rat‐faced scribe around one more corner.
They stopped in front of a large archway that opened on a meeting
hall. There were a lot of candleholders and many of the candles were lit,
but the big room was still dim. It was a big hall, but with little furnishings;
just some benches along the perimeter of the walls, a few rough stools of
varying heights and an altar from which the Rabbi would teach.
Hearing the sound of footfalls, Eliasaph turned around and looked
to see who was there. The rat‐faced scribe stated sourly, “You have visitors,
Rabbi.”
Eliasaph, seeing his callers said, “You are just in time, boys … and
you have brought your father with you … how nice!”
Turning to the rat‐faced scribe he said, “Thank you, Shedeur.” With
that, the rat face scribe offered a courtly bow and managed a somewhat
disgusted smile. He turned and walked briskly away.

“So … Jabez, is it not?” Eliasaph inquired, “What brings you here?”
Jabez winced at the hearing of his proper name and commented, “I
know that Jabez is my given name, but I gave it back long ago. Just call me
“Patch” if you would.”
Eliasaph shrugged. “Of course, whatever you wish.” Again the
rabbi inquired, “So, what brings you here?”
A proud grin opened on Patch’s face. He puffed out his chest and
with a wave of his big hand said, “I am just so happy that you are helping
my boys with this Bar Mitzvah! Why do you not come to dinner tonight? It
would give me a chance to show my appreciation.” A polite smile now took
the place of the proud grin. “Please?”
The rabbi looked at Patch with wonder. Was this the same man
who called the Pharisees every name in the book? Who stole from everyone
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he could? What would make such a man change so quickly? It was true that
Patch was starting to show a little age—or it could be the signs of hard
living—and sometime people mellow as they get older, but…
Eliasaph looked again at the wide, stubby, one‐eyed man and
answered, “Yes…that sounds nice—thank you.”
The polite smile changed into a broad grin as Patch bellowed,
“That is wonderful! Come around sundown. I will go to the market and get
some things that you can eat!” He laughed heartily as he joked, “I guess
pork is out, huh?” He continued to laugh as he left, the boys staying behind
for their lesson.
Eliasaph’s lips curled with a slight anxiety and his eyes went sick.
Jori looked at him and said, “Do not worry—Father will get the
food at a place where they cook by the law.” A weak smile pulled at the
corners of Eliasaph’s mouth as he pondered the situation.
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38
“Information”
The day grew dim. The sun was almost set when Eliasaph cleared
the tent market and rounded the corner where the three buildings stood.
There as always was the brothel, but what drew his attention—what drew
everyone’s attention—were the two dissimilar buildings a short distance
away; the almost‐palatial weaver’s shop, with its tall windows, enclosed
stairways and fresh whitewash stood in stark contrast with the ramshackle
home of Patch. Its walls were shabby, its windows narrow and you needed
a ladder to climb up to the living quarters.
The rabbi stopped for a moment and then walked in the direction
of the shop as light started to glow from the windows. The widow and
Mara were lighting some of the hanging brass lamps as they heard a knock
at the large, elaborate door.

“We are closed for the day; come back tomorrow!” Emoonah
shouted.

“It is Eliasaph, Miss!” was the cry back.
The widow blew the flax out and Mara pulled the rope to raise the
lamp up near the ceiling again.
As the widow passed her Mara inquired, “I wonder what he
wants.”
Emoonah moved toward the entrance and looked back at Mara as
she shrugged her shoulders. There was a funny look on her face.
The widow took hold of the hammered‐brass door latch, twisted it
and pulled. The latch clacked within itself and the big door gave way.
Eliasaph stood in the entrance. His face held a cautious smile. “I hope I am
not disturbing you…” his quiet voice trailing off.

“No, not at all. Come in!” Emoonah replied. “We were just about to
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prepare the evening meal—would you join us?”
As he walked inside, the rabbi said, “Thank you, but no. I am about
to dine with Patch and the boys.”
The two women looked shocked and then started to chuckle. Mara
commented, “A dinner there, Rabbi, could be the doorway to Sheol!”
The widow shot a look of embarrassment over her shoulder at her
friend. Mara said no more, but still chuckled on and off.

“It is a ‘thank you’ for helping with the Bar Mitzvah…” Eliasaph
said as his voice again trailed off. “It really does not sound like
Jabe…uh…Patch, does it?”
The widow plopped herself down on one of the stools by the
looms. With confusion painting her face she finally answered, “No, it does
not, not at all!”
For a minute that seemed like an hour, Eliasaph looked back and
forth at her and at Mara. At last he queried, “Do you think he is up to
something?”
With a big grin, Mara sounded off, “Without a doubt!”
Emoonah shot her another look and Mara’s big grin lessened to an
amused look.
The widow looked at Eliasaph and with bewilderment in her voice
asked, “What do you mean…up to something? I know that Patch is a not an
honest man, but what do you think he would he do … rob you at dinner?”
The rabbi grinned in relief. “You are right. I have nothing to fear.
What is wrong with me, anyway? Thank you, ladies…you have both been
of great comfort.” With that he turned around and with a cordial “Good
evening!” opened the big door and walked out. Emoonah and Mara both
looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders, smiling odd smiles.

Beady red eyes peered intently from the darkened tent market to
the door of the weaver’s shop. As Eliasaph appeared outside again, they
followed him across the yard to Patch’s ladder and watched him climb up.
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Shedeur’s voice had a tone of glee in it as he softly said to himself,
“So that man at the temple is who I thought he was! This all perfect—just
perfect!” He strode so lightly that he almost danced back toward the
temple.
As he reached the top of the ladder, Elkanah grabbed him by the
arm, and smiling, turned his head toward the shabby curtain. He hollered,
“The rabbi is here!”
Pulling him by the sleeve of his robe, the boy dragged him through
the doorway, the curtain nearly knocking Eliasaph’s pharisaical headgear
off.
The table was set with mismatched plates and bowls. There was a
hefty mix of wooden and bronze eating utensils and a lot of food—all
prepared in traditional Orthodox style.
Patch roared over to Eliasaph and almost threw an earthenware
goblet into the Rabbi’s hand. He threw a thick arm around him and pulled
him close, as if he were a long‐lost brother. Again Eliasaph almost lost his
turban.
In a loud voice Patch proclaimed, “I am so glad you could come
rabbi—it is great to see you again! Here, have some wine. This is the good
stuff, not the hard drink I serve my other guests. Not that they would be
able to tell the difference — Haw, haw, haw!!”
Laughing, Patch poured Eliasaph a healthy amount and ordered,
“Drink, drink! There are lots more where that came from! The vintner in
town gave me a great deal!” Patch hooked his arm into the rabbi’s and
pulled him toward the table. “Have a seat!” he commanded.
Patch continued. “I went to a woman in town who prepares kosher
food to sell! She made all this. It is not what I usually eat, but it smells
pretty good—better than my own cooking! Haw, haw, haw!!! Here, eat—
what are you waiting for? It is all right, is not? All you have to do is bless it,
right?”
Patch carried on laughing. He seemed to be in a jubilant mood and
it made Eliasaph wonder why. Patch never cared about things of the law
before; maybe he HAD mellowed, as he thought earlier.
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Shedeur arrived back at the temple grounds and walked over to an
ornate door in the cluster of pharisaical apartments. He knocked softly and
waited. After a moment a small panel opened. Dark narrow eyes looked
out. The panel closed again and the door opened slowly into blackness. He
entered and the door shut quietly after him.
The room was heavily curtained and the walls were of dark wood.
There was almost no light and he was unable to see. Shedeur made no
sound, but only waited.
There was the noise of a flint striking and a flash of light moved
toward an oil lamp on a tall bronze stand. The flash blinded him for a
moment, but when he could see again, his two scribe friends were before
him.
A sharp grin pulled the corners of his mouth wide showing his
sharp, pointy teeth. “Good evening, Brothers…” He took a seat at a richly
carved table as the two others sat down with him. There were dates in an
ornate bowl on the extravagant tablecloth. He took one and as he peeled it,
he looked at the two men and with the same gleeful tone said, “HaShem
has smiled upon us!”

It was several hours later and Eliasaph was feeling the effects of the
wine. His head spun a little, but he could still walk and talk. Being a
drinking man, Patch was holding his liquor much better, but he acted
drunker than he was.
Patch commented, “When I left the temple today, I saw the
apartments you Pharisees live in—ARE THEY FANCY! Where do you get
the money to build houses like that? Not from donations from this town, I
am sure… The people around here—even the merchants—would steal from
their own mothers!”
Eliasaph got defensive about his followers and said in an irritable
manner, “You would be surprised! There are honest, giving people around
here, although they are most likely not in your circle of acquaintances!”
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Realizing what he just said, Eliasaph grinned broadly so as not to offend
Patch too much.
Patch took no offense, but kept on, saying, “Oh, come now…the
people that live in this ———— hole are some of the greediest ————
around. You must get most of your funding from Jerusalem, huh?”

“No.” Eliasaph argued, “Right now, we have one the richest
treasuries in the province!” He smiled an inebriated smile and proclaimed,
“Business has been very good!”
That was just what Patch wanted to hear. He smiled as he poured
the rabbi another drink.
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39
“The Plan”
Over the next several weeks, Patch invited every Hebrew that he
knew to the Bar Mitzvah. Most of them were of bad reputation, including a
lot of the drunks and loose women that his strong‐drink business serviced.
A lot of them agreed to come for the food and drink at the party afterwards,
but some he had to pay to be there. It was important to crowd the temple
with as many bodies as possible to cover his actions as he looted the
treasury.
The plot was starting to get expensive. The price of the kosher
dinner and the wine to loosen the tongue of Eliasaph and the price of the
bribes to fill the temple were starting to take its toll on Patch’s finances. The
party supplies were also costly, as he could not bring non‐kosher foods into
the Temple. The most notable money went to persuade the locksmith to sell
him a set of keys that were guaranteed to fit any door in the temple. The
locks for those doors—and for all those of every temple in Israel—are made
only in the temple foundry in Jerusalem. As his funds grew low, Patch
began to wonder if it would be worth it.
He planned to “allow” the party afterwards to get out of hand by
making sure that two men who had a blood feud were both there. He could
make sure that the two men were kept apart until there was much drinking
done and once they were drunk they could be put in each other’s path.
There would be an immediate fight that would expand to their friends
quickly. The diversion would be so great that it would be easy to slip away
from the crowd and steal as much of the treasury as he could carry in the
special sack he would wear under his robe.
Twelve or fourteen of the small bags the Pharisees used to store
gold coins was more than he could make thieving and selling strong‐drink
in maybe a year or more. He was sure that he could hide that much on him
and since it was not a really large amount, nobody would miss it for a
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while. To his mind it was a good plan.
Shedeur and his friends had a plan too. The temple was a very old
building and there were secret panels and passages woven throughout the
walls that only the old Pharisees knew about. He was aware of one that
went from the temple offices and opened on the treasury. He had seen old
Izehar use it once and now that he had gone on to be with HaShem none of
the old ones were left.
During the Bar Mitzvah ceremony they would sneak in and clean
out the treasury. They would have to move quickly across the small
courtyard to their quarters and wait until after dark to bury the loot outside
of town. They hoped there would be enough commotion in the temple to
create a distraction.
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40
“The Bar Mitzvah”
The temple was filled with Pharisees, temple workers and those
setting up for the ceremony and the following party. The temple yards
were swarming with all sorts of people.
Temple guards were distracted by the loose women and
disreputable men who loitered in the yard waiting for the festivities to
start. There were beggars in rags amongst local merchants. Thieves and
robbers roamed the outside area like parasites hoping to pick off anyone
with a few coins in their purse.
Over at the weaver’s shop the boys were howling about having to
bathe. Patch held Jori by the arm to keep him from sneaking away. Elkanah
was in the sunken copper bathtub as Emoonah and Mara scrubbed
feverishly at him. A look of angry gloom clouded his face.
Mara

wore

an

astounded

expression

as

she

breathlessly

commented “There is enough dirt on this boy to grow beans!”

“The stink is what bothers me.” Emoonah added, wrinkling her
nose and squinting.
Patch just grinned and wisecracked, “Boys will be boys!”
When the boys had both been scrubbed clean of their filth, the
women brought out fancy new robes they had made for this special day.
This time the boys wrinkled their noses. Their faces were grim as they put
them on. “These things are for sissies!” Jori complained.

“If we wore these around the other boys, they would laugh and
throw rocks!” Elkanah softly sneered.
Patch cleared his throat and glared at the boys. They took one look
at him and were silent. “Thank the ladies, boys. They worked very hard on
these outfits!”
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The two of them looked at Emoonah and Mara and one at a time
muttered a downcast “thank you.”
Patch turned to the women and with all the grace he could muster,
and said “You ladies have done a beautiful job on these boys. I hardly
recognize them! Thank you so much for all you have done.”
The women could barely believe it was Patch that these flowery
words were coming from. Mara felt a little with confused as she looked into
his good eye.

“You surely have changed over the last few months.”
“Mara!” Emoonah scolded as she nudged her friend in the ribs.
Patch smiled and said, “It is alright.” adding “Maybe I have just
found out what is really important.”
He turned to the boys and commanded, “Let us go to the temple
and give these ladies time to bathe and change.”

“Wait…just a minute!” Emoonah proclaimed as she turned and
walked over to a cabinet by the looms. She opened it and brought out two
new turbans that matched the boy’s new outfits. They both twisted their
faces and groaned.
Jori whined, “Will this never end?”
A large open hand whacked him on the back of his head, knocking
him a couple of feet forward. “Put your new hats on and let us go…you big
babies!” Patch ordered in a disgusted tone.
As he maneuvered the boys out the door with a large, callused
hand on each of their backs, he looked over his shoulder at the women and
stated sweetly, “Thanks again, ladies!”
When they cleared the door, the women just shrugged at each
other, turned and moved toward their living quarters.
Eliasaph went over the ceremony in his head as he waited for the
boys. He hummed the ancient Psalms and muttered the oaths and pledges
while walking the floors. He was nervous; not for himself, but for the two
boys. After many weeks of practice, they were still making mistakes. Their
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hearts did not seem to be in it, but it meant so much to Emoonah and,
unbelievably, to “Patch.” He hoped they would not botch things too badly.
Shedeur and one of his cronies waited outside by the entrance to
the office. They scowled at the crowd milling about them. Every time
someone would get too close, a disgusted look would appear on their faces
and harsh words spat from their mouths. The third scribe walked by,
towing a small cart. He left it over by their apartment and moved toward
them, pushing violently through the throng.
As he reached them, he whispered, “All is in readiness.” Shedeur
just nodded a tiny nod as a small, evil smile crept onto the face of the other
scribes.
Patch and the boys strolled up and started to push their way
though the crowd. Patch greeted all his “friends” individually as he saw
them and, coming to the door, steered the boys through.
Walking along the corridors on the way to the meeting hall, they
passed the treasury. Patch put a hand on each of the boy’s shoulders and
stopped them. As they turned around, a wide, flat finger came to Patch’s
lips and they were silent. He put his ear to the door and listened. He heard
nothing.
Just as he pulled away from the door, Eliasaph came around the
corner. Patch pretended to be straightening the clothing of the boys saying,
“Good…that is much better.”
He turned and looking surprised, said, “Rabbi!” He grinned and
continued, “Well, here we are! Just look at these handsome young men!” A
proud look exploded on his broad face. “Come on, boys!” Patch said as he
once again pushed them forward.
As they went into the meeting hall, Eliasaph took over and steered
the boys into their places. They were well into rehearsal when Emoonah
and Mara arrived.
The women beamed with delight as they “ooh’d” and “ahh’d” at
the boys and the newly beautified surroundings.
There were decorations everywhere. At the back of the large room
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there were tables full of fruit, bread and kosher delicacies. There were vats
of water and wine. Matching earthenware plates, cups and goblets were
stacked nearby. It was a gorgeous display!
Emoonah turned to Patch and whispered so as not to distract from
the practice, “Did you have all this done?”
He nodded to her.

“You must let me pay for some of this!”
He cringed and scowled as his head moved back and forth in tiny
motions as if to say “NO!”
Emoonah frowned and muttered quietly, “Please…”
The expression on Patch’s face became one of resignation as he
nodded a small nod.
It was time for the ceremony to start and the crowd milling around
outside began to pile into the temple. The guards looked nervous. The
crowd seemed to spill into all corners of the building.
When the courtyard was almost clear, Shedeur and the two other
scribes looked around cautiously. One of them meandered across the
courtyard and grabbed the cart as he looked furtively around. He hurried
back with the cart in tow and then entered the office. He closed the door
quietly as if he was leaving a sick room. Several feet away, a set of large,
curious eyes watched the three go in.
From the opening prayer to the final declaration of, “Today I am a
man!” the ceremony went flawlessly. The boys did not make one mistake.
Everyone, no matter how hard, jaded or wicked, was moved by the
proceedings. Emoonah even caught Patch snuffling. He looked back at her
and muttered, “There is a lot of dust in here.” She just smiled.
Standing up and turning toward the crowd, Patch roared, “Let us
celebrate! Everyone eat and drink! Help yourselves!”
The throng moved toward the back of the room as the musicians
played the traditional songs. As those in the crowd passed the boys, many
gave small gifts and their congratulations.
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About an hour into the celebration, Patch signaled his son and the
boy walked over to one of the men involved the feud. Elkanah saw him go
and strolled through the crowd to clear the view for his cousin as Jori
pulled on the man’s sleeve and saying something to him pointed in the
direction of the other man.
Red fury rose on his face as he threw down his goblet of wine and
nearly ran toward his blood enemy. He jumped on the other man,
punching and kicking just as Patch said. Friends from both sides joined in,
and soon the whole hall was one big fight. It spilled out of the room and
into the hallway.
Patch moved trough the archway and sidled along the wall toward
the door to the treasury. He took the ring of custom‐made keys out of his
pocket and tried them in the door one by one as the scuffling crowd jostled
him.
At last one fitted. He turned the lock, went in and quickly the shut
the door behind him. He locked it again with his back to the room.
Thinking he heard footsteps behind him, he spun around just in time to
hear a sliding sound and the small thud of the wall panel closing. Patch
looked around for the source of the sound and saw nothing. He shrugged
his shoulders and grimaced.
He started to wander around in the dim light of the room. Lifting
up the lid of one of the chests, he found it empty. He tried another and then
another—all of them were empty. He stood there thinking for a few
moments with his hands on his hips shaking his head in confusion. There
was no gold at all!
Thoughts flooded his head as panic filled him. He whirled around
and put a thick hand toward the door. It opened before he got to it. A small
band of guards stood in the doorway swords drawn. Behind them was one
of Shedeur’s scribes. “I told you I heard someone in here. Grab this thief.” It
took several guards to finally wrestle Patch to the ground and bind him in
chains.
As the guards hauled Patch out of the room, Jori sneaked by them
and looked around. In the dim light of the windowless room, he saw the
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ring of keys out of the corner of his eye. They lay against the wall where the
scuffle between Patch and the guards ended. He reached down, plucked
them up and stuffed them under his robe. He darted out of the deserted
room into the crowd that milled around the door muttering amongst
themselves. No one seemed to know or understand what had happened,
but there was one small face wearing a knowing look.
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41
“Accusation”
It was just before the sun went down. Workers still cleaned up the
mess from the party and the fight as a severely beaten Patch stood before
the head Pharisee. There was a guard on each side of him holding him up.
Ithamar stood looking at Patch like an entomologist studies an impaled
beetle. Ithamar walked back and forth in front of his prisoner as his furious
eyes twitched and glared.
The Pharisee glared into Patch’s one good eye and hissed, “You
could save yourself a lot of pain if you would tell us where the gold is.
Robbing HaShem is not like picking someone’s pocket; a sentence of death
is involved!”
Patch grinned through a swollen and bloodied mouth. “I would
like to help you—I really would—but all the gold was gone when I got
there.”

“LIAR!” Ithamar raged and slapped Patch across the face as hard
as he could. Patch winced a little, but the blow barely moved his head.
Ithamar winced too and rubbed his hand. A look of disbelief colored his
expression.
Patch tried a compassionate smile and attempted to reason with the
tall Pharisee. “Look,” he offered, “I was only in there a few minutes. How
could I get all that gold out of there? Why would nobody see it?”
Ithamar glared at Patch for a long time before he spoke. When he
did his voice dripped with venom. “There were plenty of your friends there
to assist you and to cover your movements. Tell me who your accomplices
were and things could go easier for you.”
Patch sighed and uttered, “I had no accomplices. Yes, I tried to
steal some of the gold, but I could not, because it was gone when I got
there.”
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Ithamar’s face twisted with fury and went red as he drew his hand
back to strike Patch again, but a tinge of pain in his wrist made him decided
against it.
Eliasaph walked in with some of the other Pharisees and scribes,
including Shedeur and his friends. He glowered at Patch saying, “So, I try
to help you and those boys and this is how you repay me? You steal from
the treasury? THIS is why you had me to dinner…to get information from
me; is it not?”
Now Patch was really frightened, maybe for the first time in years.
He was thinking Eliasaph would stand up for him, but now it looked like
there was no one to help him at all.
Someone across the room stopped sweeping and ambled over to
the assembly. A small voice stated, “That scribe said he heard someone in
the room,” a little finger pointed at Shedeur’s accomplice. “But how could
that be? I saw him come out of the temple office and walk directly to the
treasury.” The small voice came from Y’shua.
Ithamar turned toward him and bellowed “Stay out of this, boy!”
Eliasaph turned to the scribe and just for a fraction of a second saw
fear in his eyes.

“Is this true?” Eliasaph scowled at the man. His tone was
threatening.
The scribe pasted a honeyed smile to his face and with an
artificially sweet voice said, “No…of course not. The boy is mistaken. There
was much confusion in that hallway at the time.”
Before Eliasaph could continue, Ithamar ordered, “Take this man
outside, give him twenty lashes and then put him away for the night. If in
the morning he is still uncooperative, he will be stoned to death!”
Horror painted Patch’s face as they dragged him through the doors
toward the whipping post. Eliasaph turned to speak to Y’shua, but he was
gone.
Two sets of young eyes watched the doorway from behind the
sacrificial altar. As Patch was hauled out and fastened to the post he
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bellowed, “NO…NO! I DID NOT DO IT! I DO NOT KNOW WHERE THE
GOLD IS…PLEASE!
Tears ran down their horrified faces. Elkanah turned white and
started to vomit. Jori looked at him as if to ask why.

“This is how those Pharisee ———— killed my father! I remember
it like it just happened yesterday even though I was only five.”
Tears of hot rage replaced tears of horror on the face of Jori as he
stated angrily, “If they kill my father, I will kill them all … one by one!”
They watched the beating wincing at each stroke and each of
Patch’s screams. Finally it was over and they dragged the weeping,
bleeding man back inside.
After a sleepless night, morning found the boys back at the temple.
There was a huge furious mob chanting, “STONE HIM … STONE HIM …
STONE HIM!” Ithamar stepped up onto the altar and raised his hands.
After a moment or two, the mob became silent.

“This man has robbed HaShem and you, His people!” Again the
chants of “STONE HIM … STONE HIM … STONE HIM!” roared from the
mob and again Ithamar raised his hands and the mob stilled.

“HaShem is a merciful God … His mercy endures forever!” The
mob responded with “HIS MERCY ENDURES FOREVER!”

“We must be as merciful and give this man a chance to repent and
the make his confession!” The crowd muttered for a few seconds and again
was silent.
Ithamar looked at Patch and bellowed, “YOU WHO HAVE
SINNED AGAINST HASHEM AND HIS PEOPLE, CONFESS AND BE
FORGIVEN. WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH THE GOLD?”
Patch wailed loudly, “PLEASE … I HAVE NO GOLD! I DID NOT
TAKE IT! PUNISH ME NO MORE!”
Tears of pain and frustration ran down his face as the mob jeered.
Once again they chanted “STONE HIM … STONE HIM … STONE HIM …
STONE HIM … STONE HIM … STONE HIM!”
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The sound of Roman chariots and a troop of soldiers broke the
jeering and chanting. Out of the lead chariot stepped Maximus. He
approached Ithamar and loudly questioned, “WHAT IS ALL THIS?”
Ithamar answered just as loudly, “IT IS NONE OF YOUR
BUSINESS, ROMAN!”
An ugly smile painted the Prefect’s face as he stated in a leering
tone, “But I am afraid that it is, Hebrew!”
Ithamar’s eyes grew wide as the Roman took a step toward him.
Maximus lifted his hand and slapped Ithamar hard in the face. The slap
knocked him right off the altar. The crowd gasped and started yelling and
swearing at the Romans.
Maximus made a motion with his hands in the air and the troops
surrounded the mob. All at once they became still again.
Maximus bellowed, “Now that I have your attention, it should be
noted that no one speaks to a roman citizen— let alone a Prefect, like that…
ANYONE!”
He continued, “A new edict has come down from the all mighty
Caesar! No one may now execute a prisoner except the Roman provisional
authority. What are the charges against this man?” He looked down at
Ithamar who was still sitting on the ground. “WELL…SPEAK UP!”
Ithamar looked at the Prefect and muttered, “He has stolen all the
gold from the temple! “
Patch took the opportunity to dispute the charge in a loud voice,
bellowing “NO! IT WAS NOT ME … I HAVE STOLEN NOTHING FROM
THE TEMPLE!”
Maximus looked down at Ithamar again and asked, “Do you have
proof of this man’s crime?”
The Pharisee proclaimed, “We found him in the treasury and all
the gold was gone! There was no one else that could have done it!”
Maximus looked disturbed. With a questioning face he offered,
“We will take the man and try him. If he is guilty, we will execute
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him…NOT YOU!”
Maximus waved and several Roman soldiers surrounded Patch
and took him away. The mob went wild, yelling and ranting calling the
Romans every name they could think of. The boys looked at each other
with a desperate hope.
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42
“The Roman Court”
The stone cell was cold, colder than death. Patch lay on a pile of
straw under a blanket not quite as thick as his robe. He shivered with
shock. A thin, fragile light from far‐off stars shone through the small,
narrow window. The beating by the temple guards and the whipping had
been fierce. He was in a lot of pain. He felt hopeless and lost.
Looking down and seeing the rough iron chains on his ankles, he
sighed pitifully. They were attached to a big iron ring that stuck out of the
wall. He sat up, put his feet against the wall on either side of it, and
grabbing the chain, he pulled as hard as he could. All it did was to make his
broad back hurt more. Tears of frustration and despair rolled down his face
as he lay back down and covered his head with the blanket.
The boys hid around the perimeter of the Roman prison. “Do you
think we can get him out?” Elkanah asked.

“Right now we need to talk to him,” Jori answered. “Maybe he can
tell us what to do.”
Back at the weaver’s shop, there was the scratching of quill pen on
rough paper followed by the sound of flapping wings.

“Was that not your last pigeon?” Mara asked softly.
Tears ran slowly down Emoonah’s face. She tried to sniff them
back, saying, “I do not know what else to do. It will take months to get
there and more months to get an answer, but I do not…”
All at once the widow broke down and fell into Mara’s arms
weeping and sobbing violently. Mara put her head against Emoonah’s and
held her tight, just letting her cry. A small tear ran down Mara’s face as
well.
Eliasaph walked the moonlit street to where the town just ended.
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The carpenter’s shop was straight ahead and there was still a small light in
the window, even though it was getting late.
As he approached the door, it seemed to open of its own accord. As
he got to the threshold, Y’shua stepped out from behind it. There was a
knowing look on his small face. “Good evening, Rabbi. I have been
expecting you.”

Morning came and an angry crowd surrounded the building of the
Roman authority. Taunts and jeers filled the air like locusts. A troop of
soldiers formed a perimeter around the structure; their shields were up and
their swords were drawn.
Inside it was almost as noisy as in the yard. “Maximus was nearly
yelling at a roomful of his advisors. Most of them were content to let him
rant. He always did before making a decision. It was as if he would argue
back and forth with himself.

“If we give up this man to the crowd what image will these Jews
have of the empire?” He bellowed, “THEY WILL THINK WE ARE WEAK
AND THAT THEY CAN CONTROL US! I WILL NOT HAVE IT!”
Someone broke in, and in bored, effeminate speech proclaimed,
“What does it matter?”
Maximus spun around to find out who spoke. The yawning,
complacent remark came from Marcus—one of the new advisors recently
arrived from a posting in Greece.
He was a long, lean man, reclining on an elaborate couch in one of
the corners. His short hair was black and straight on a head that was
shaped like an inverted spade. He wore a headdress that looked like
wreath of gold leaves. His dark eyes were small, close‐set and dishonest.
His skin was as almost as white as a lily. He had a complexion like wax
especially his long nose. He stretched as he yawned again, his white robes
hanging on him like poorly cut drapery. He was a politician, not a soldier.

“What does it matter? WHAT DOES IT MATTER?” Maximus
bellowed. His whole head went red with rage. No one, but no one, ever
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questioned him and he did not like it when someone did!
Marcus smiled a sadistic smile and commented to Maximus in an
artificially soothing voice, “You need to calm down, Prefect… if you keep
this up you might give yourself a stroke.”
Maximus took a deep breath and let it out through clenched teeth,
sneering, and said “I imagine you would enjoy that a great deal, Marcus. It
would surely put you one step closer to becoming proconsul.”
Marcus scoffed, “Of this backwater town? No, Maximus…that I
will leave to you.” There was a saccharine smile on the long man’s face and
a queer tone to his voice as his eyes examined Maximus head to toe. It
made the prefect uncomfortable.
Marcus continued with great disdain in his voice, “There are a
great many townsfolk out there.” He used the term “townsfolk” with great
loathing and he spoke with his hands, making large, flowery gestures.

“If there is a ‘disturbance’ we will surely lose a few soldiers. And
for what? The man ‘Patch’ is a known thief and a maker of illegal drink.
What does it matter if he did really rob their temple? Let them stone him.
We will all have one less troublemaker to deal with and the Jews will have
more respect for you.”

“That is NOT the point!” Maximus contended. “If we are to be
effective here, the rule of law must be maintained and if the law is that they
cannot execute their own prisoners THEN THEY CANNOT EXECUTE
THEIR OWN PRISONERS!”
Marcus made a “piff” sound with his mouth and jeered, “Rule of
law? In this god‐forsaken place? Oh come now, Prefect…”
Maximus strode over and looked into the smug expression of his
detractor. His face held no expression whatsoever. He spoke softly with ice
in his voice. “I, not you, am in command of this city, Marcus. You are just
an advisor. That means you give advice, but I am under no obligation to
accept it.”
A satisfied grin twisted the Prefect’s face as he continued, “If you
do not like that, perhaps you would be happier elsewhere. If so, I am sure a
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transfer could be arranged…perhaps to a posting in Eastern Mesopotamia,
or maybe the Arab lands. After all, you have no friends in Greece anymore,
do you?”
Marcus just leered at him in disgust.
There was a hollow knock at the tall doors of the chamber.
Maximus hollered, “Come!” A servant came in and with a bow said, “The
Hebrew counsel is here, Prefect.” Maximus scowled and muttered
something under his breath.
Another sadistic smile pulled at the corners of Marcus’s mouth as
he commented, “Surely you have been expecting them, Prefect.” Maximus
shot Marcus a frozen look and the grin left the long man’s face.

“Send them in,” Maximus ordered with frustration in his voice and
a resigned wave of his hand.
Ithamar and several other Pharisees stormed in with some of the
scribes in tow. Shedeur and his two friends were among them, but Eliasaph
was not. The room was now crowded.
Ithamar almost trembled with rage. He rumbled at Maximus,
“HOW DARE YOU UNDERMINE MY AUTHORITY WITH THE PEOPLE?
YOU ROMANS DO NOT HAVE AUTHORITY OVER MATTERS OF THE
TEMPLE! WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY THIS?”
There was a deadly calm over Maximus as he strolled over to a tall
bin by the long conference table. He leafed through some of the scrolls it
contained, found the one he wanted and walked it over to Ithamar. He
unrolled it right in Ithamar’s face saying coldly, “This is the newest edict of
the all‐mighty Caesar. I imagine that you read Latin?”
The Pharisee stared at the paper, his eyes moving left to right as his
lips mouthed the words. The more he read, the more his short forehead
tightened until his huge shock of eyebrow nearly melded with his hair. As
he reached the wax seal at the bottom of the page, he whined, “You cannot
do this! You have taken away every right we have as leaders of the people!”
Maximus re‐rolled the scroll and looked Ithamar in the eye saying
firmly “A conquered people have no rights—only what the conquerors
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allow!”
Maximus turned and ambled over to the dais where his marble
throne was. He climbed the steps and sat down in it. “Now,” he ventured,
“let us discuss—calmly—the prisoner. He motioned to one of the padded
chairs in front of the platform and offered, “Please be seated.”
Ithamar glared at him still, and, with the attitude of a spoiled child,
plopped himself into one of them.

“How much money was stolen,” Maximus asked, “and how do
you know the man accused did it?”
Ithamar answered coldly, “The man is a known thief! After the Bar
Mitzvah for his nephew and his son there was the usual celebration. During
the festivities a fight was started as a distraction. This scribe…” pointing to
one of the friends of Shedeur, “heard something going on in the treasury
and we found Patch in the room. The proceeds of three months of offerings
were gone. They had been counted just days before.”
Marcus had been lost in his own thoughts. The words “the
proceeds of three months of offerings” shocked him back to reality. He now
listened intently.
Maximus thought hard for a long moment. His forehead knotted
and his eyebrows nearly touched. He looked up at one of the guards by the
door and ordered, “Bring the prisoner here!” The guard put a fist to his
chest in the traditional Roman salute, spun around, opened the door and
walked out.
Maximus stood up and walked over to small table that held some
cups and a large jug of wine. Looking at Ithamar, he motioned as if to offer
him some. Ithamar just waved him away. Maximus poured himself a fair
amount and went back to his seat.
In a few minutes Patch, bloodied and looking badly beaten, stood
before the prefect. “Please sir…could I have some water?” he asked in weak
voice.
Maximus motioned to a servant and the man brought Patch a large
vessel. He drank it feverishly.
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When he stopped to take a breath, Maximus commanded, “Tell us
what happened.”
Before Patch could answer, Ithamar shot up from his seat and
hollered, “Why do you bother with this? The man is a thief and a liar by
trade!”
Maximus shot a withering glare at the Pharisee, who then looked
sheepish and sat back down.
Maximus looked at Patch as if to say continue. Patch looked at the
prefect and stated sadly, “He is right. I lie and steal as a trade, but I am not
lying now.” He dropped to his knees as fear coated his face.

“Yes, my plan was to rob the treasury but only of a few bags of
gold…twelve…maybe fourteen! I planned the whole thing … the Bar
Mitzvah, the fight … I even bought skeleton keys for the door! But when I
got inside, there was NO GOLD! How I could clean the place out in a
matter of minutes, AND in broad daylight—it is not possible!”
Ithamar raged, “He must have had accomplices!” Shooting up from
his seat, he bolted over to Patch and roared, “Tell us who they are!” He
reared back and slapped Patch hard across the face and again hurt his hand
doing it.
Maximus shouted “Guards!” The two guards from either side of
the door approached Maximus and he pointed to Ithamar, ordering
“Restrain this man!”
They each grabbed one of his arms as Maximus decreed, “If he tries
to interfere again, take him out and whip him!” Now fear coated Ithamar’s
face. He started to tremble and became silent as death. The other Pharisees
looked shocked.
Patch looked at the prefect and groveled, “Please…I did not do this
thing. You are a fair man…you must believe me!”
From the look on Maximus’ face it was obvious that he didn’t. “Tell
us who your accomplices are and you will be spared…if you do not, you
will be executed! I have spoken!”
At that moment Eliasaph charged into the room. “I beg your
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indulgence, Prefect!” he spoke loudly from the back of the room.
Maximus looked around at the other Pharisees and asked “Who is
this man?”
Ithamar was too frightened to speak. One of the other Pharisees
offered, “He is Eliasaph, the rabbi who performed the Bar Mitzvah.”
A frown grew on Maximus’ face as he ordered, “Step forward!”
When Eliasaph reached the front of the room, Maximus asked
sarcastically, “Do you not think you have caused enough trouble bringing
such a man into your temple?”
Eliasaph gazed at Maximus with a touch of frustration on his face.
“That apparently was unwise…however there is something I think needs
explanation and the only one who can provide it is here!”
The room filled with muttering as Maximus shouted, “Silence!”
The muttering stopped as if it had never happened.
He pointed at the scribe who accused Patch and said “This man
said he heard someone in the treasury room, but that is not possible.” A
tiny, nervous, almost unnoticeable grin tugged at the scribe’s mouth.
Eliasaph went on, saying, “According to a witness, he was seen
coming out of the office just before he went to get the temple guards. This
was before he was even near the door of the treasury.”
Now Eliasaph was grinning. He continued, “He could not have
heard anything, because the temple office is on the other side of the
building!”
The muttering started once again and once more Maximus shouted,
“Silence…SILENCE!” Again the muttering ceased.
The prefect looked Eliasaph in the eye and asked, “And who is this
witness?”
The rabbi answered, “His name is Y’shua. He works around the
temple.”
Snickering broke out among the Pharisees and scribes. Maximus
looked at them with confusion on his face.
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One of the Pharisees lifted his voice saying, “He is just a
boy…perhaps only ten!” The snickers turned to laughter.
Eliasaph shouted, “He is wise beyond his years! He…” A second
gale of laughter erupted and drowned him out.
Maximus, however, was not laughing. He shouted for silence again
and the laughter stopped. He looked at Eliasaph with cold, narrow eyes.
His mouth was twisted in disdain. “How dare you bring the accusations of
a child into this court? I should have YOU whipped!” Eliasaph’s mouth
dropped open. His eyes went wide with dismay.
The prefect again turned his gaze to Patch and stated, “Make your
decision!”
Patch just dropped his head to his chest and started to cry, his
shoulders quaking as his body racked with the sobs.
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43
“The Execution”
Patch was stripped naked, beaten and bruised—even his eye patch
was gone and the whitened pupil twisted uselessly toward his bloodied
face. Repeated blows from the Roman soldiers had caused large welts and
swelling all around his head. His nose looked broken, he was missing teeth
and his head was covered with blood. It even ran from his ears. He barely
looked human anymore. He had been whipped again and his back,
buttocks and legs were ripped open. It looked as if he bled from every part
of his body.
He hauled a huge wooden cross through the middle of Nazareth.
Roman guards followed him closely and would whip him whenever they
thought he was moving too slowly. Other soldiers on horseback repelled
the crowd and prevented them from throwing stones. Their orders were to
keep Patch alive for the crucifixion.
The mob that lined the street jeered and taunted him as voices rose
above the din: “Look at the big man now! No one is afraid of YOU
anymore!” and “Where are the offerings, you ————! HaShem will send
you to Sheol for this!” Most of them just yelled, “Thief!” and various
obscenities at him as they spat and threw rotten vegetables and other filth
at him.
There was no business at the weaver’s shop. The doors were closed
and Emoonah and Mara clung to each other, crying. As much as they knew
the boys needed their support, they could not bare to see the suffering that
Patch would endure. Neither of them had been able to eat or sleep since
Patch had been arrested. They felt sick and helpless.
The boys ran along the edge of the mob with thick, wooden rods,
swinging them and striking anyone that jeered or threw anything. They
were exhausted, but their bodies heaved with adrenaline. They hadn’t slept
or eaten since the arrest either. Their faces were tear‐stained and puffy from

204

TWO THIEVES

crying.
A large, burly man threw a piece of rotten fruit at Patch and
Elkanah went after him with his rod. As he swung the man dodged him
and with a hard callused hand slapped him to the ground. He was just
about to kick him when another rod split his skull.
The blow came from Jori. The man lay on the ground moaning and
trembling as blood ran from a gash along the side of his head. The two boys
continued their tirade and now the crowd was reluctant to interfere.
At last the crowd reached the edge of town and moved toward the
pocket of a small canyon where the Romans would perform their first
execution in Nazareth. Rounding a corner there was a hole dug into the
ground for the cross to fit into.
Patch fell to the ground and the guards rolled him onto the cross.
As they held him down, one of the guards started to nail his arms to the
rough wood through his wrists. With every strike of the hammer on the
thick spikes, Patch screamed in agony. When they had his arms secured,
they moved to his feet.
The once clamorous mob was silent. This was the first time any of
them had seen a Roman execution. It terrified them; it was meant to.
The boys started to cry again in deep, anguished sobs. Elkanah
turned away and started to vomit, but nothing was coming out but yellow
bile.
The Pharisee council stood in the front of the swarm of townsfolk.
They looked as shocked and terrified as the rest of the crowd.
Eliasaph was particularly sickened. Deep in his heart, he knew that
Patch did not steal the offerings. He purposed within himself to find out
who it was who really committed the crime and when he did they would
be severely punished.
It took a long time and several Romans with ropes and tackle to
finally pull the heavy cross up and into the hole. When it at last dropped in,
Patch howled in pain.
Maximus rolled up in his chariot and as his driver calmed the

205

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

horses, he stepped out. He ambled casually over to the cross and looked up
at the slowly dying man.
Patch groaned and wheezed, whining as he pulled himself up the
cross trying to get enough breath into his lungs. Tears of pain and despair
ran from his bloody eyes and a stream of drool hung from his reddened
beard. He coughed and choked while spittle dripped to the ground.
Maximus coolly turned to address the crowd. His eyes were as icy
as his tone. “For most of you this is your first taste of Roman justice. From
now on this is the only kind you will know!”
He lifted a hand and pointed to Patch. “Look upon this man and
know that his death will come slowly and cruelly.”
There was an evil gleam in his eye as he continued. “Break the law
and this is what awaits you—ANY OF YOU.” He stated pointedly as he
scowled at the Pharisee council.
Ithamar shuddered. He unconsciously took a step backward and
bumped into Eliasaph. He turned and the eyes of the two men met. A cold
leer painted Eliasaph’s face as he asked in a cynical tone, “Will this get our
gold back, Ithamar?”
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44
“Death on the Cross”
Patch was a strong man. It took the better part of three days and
four nights for him to finally die. All the while the boys never left the cross.
Pairs of Roman guards were posted at all times to prevent anyone from
trying to free him and they made sure that even the two boys could not get
very close.
The agony he went through was excruciating—for the boys as well
as for Patch. Hanging on the cross made it hard to breathe. He would have
to constantly drag himself up the rough, bloodied wood to get a breath,
tearing at the gashes in his back. Most of the time he was delirious, whining
and moaning as he muttered incoherently.
Emoonah and Mara knew that watching Patch die would be bad
for the boys. They tried to get them to come back to the shop and brought
them food and drink, but they would only curse the women and throw it at
them, yelling “Where were you ———— when those Roman and Pharisee
————— did this to him? Where were you? Go back to your Persian
palace and leave us alone!” After several days of this abuse they gave up.
Late on the fourth night Patch was not breathing well at all. One of
the guards looked up at him for a long time. He looked over at the boys as
a pained grimace tugged at the corners of his mouth and eyes. There was
pity on his face.
The other guard whispered something to him and left the light of
the circle of iron torches implanted in the ground around the site. The
Roman watched him go. When he was out of sight, the guard looked at the
boys and motioned them to come closer.
When they were within earshot the guard looked at them with sad
eyes. He spoke in a low, compassionate tone, saying, “He will not last the
night. You should say your good‐byes.”
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An ugly expression twisted Elkanah’s face. He looked at the guard
and with a leering tone spat, “What is this kindness about, you Roman ——
——?”
The look of pity on the guard’s face never changed as he answered
calmly, “I have sons too…” At that he turned and walked to the perimeter
of the torches and stood watching for the other guard.
The two boys approached the foot of the cross and called out to
Patch with no effect. Finally the guard came over and, with the butt end of
his spear, jostled the dying man until he responded, then drifted back over
to where he came from.
The look on Patch’s face was one of confusion at first, but then the
boys called out to him again. His eye seemed to clear as he looked down
onto them. A weak smile crept onto his face as he groaned out, “My
boys…my boys…”
All at once there was urgency in his pained voice, saying, “You
know I did not steal the gold…someone did, but not me!”
The boys nodded in agreement.
Patch continued, stammering out, “I am dying in their
place…THEIR PLACE!”
There was an angry look on what the boys could see of his lumpy,
beaten face. He gasped out “Find out who did this thing and avenge
me…AVENGE ME!”

“But how, Uncle…” asked Elkanah. His voice had a cry in it.
”HOW?”
Jori thought for a minute and asked, “Did you see anyone or hear
anything when you were inside the treasury?”
For a long minute Patch said nothing. His breathing came hard.
Then, dragging himself up the cross for another painful breath he gasped
out, “A sliding thump…like a door…closing.”
The two boys looked at each other with expressions of resolve on
their dirty, tear‐stained faces. They nodded and looked back up at Patch.
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Elkanah exclaimed, “I swear to you that we will find whoever is to
blame for this. They will die…THEY ALL WILL DIE!”
Jori looked at his cousin and then back up at Patch. He repeated in
a deadly hiss, “THEY WILL DIE!” then added, “When we will kill them
they will die slowly!”
An amoral smile crept onto Patch’s face as he looked down on the
boys, but it did not last very long.
All of a sudden, he started to wheeze and choke. The boys gasped
in horror as his head jerked side to side in a long spasm. He tried to drag
himself up the cross, but did not have the strength. He fell to the length of
his arms and hung there convulsing and gasping for breath. There was a
loud rattling gurgle and he was gone.
The boys cried out in animalistic screams of pain and anguish. Jori
fell to his knees as Elkanah fell on his face. Young, angry fists pounded the
ground as feet and legs kicked, raising clouds of dusts in the half‐light of
the torches. Their bodies trembled and convulsed in wave after wave of
tears, as if they would never stop crying.
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45
“Confrontation”
It was many days later and the boys were in the upper level of the
shabby house. The mood was somber. They just sat there, depressed.
Elkanah had been crying earlier and his eyes were red and puffy. Jori had
comforted him and the tears had stopped. He looked angry and spiteful,
but he had no target for the revenge he promised his father.
The sound of someone climbing the ladder sounded in their ears.
The boys leaped up and looking at each other, prepared for a fight. Jori
stood next to the door out of sight and got ready to club the intruder with
his rod. He wrapped a leather thong around his right wrist binding the rod
tightly to his bad hand. Elkanah hid behind one of the rugged beams that
held the roof up. He had the curved dagger that had belonged to Patch and
was ready to use it.
A figure pushed through the threadbare curtain and Eliasaph stood
in the doorway. Jori swung the rod down hard, but the Rabbi saw him from
the corner of his eye and stepped back fast. The rod struck the floor in front
of him with a loud crack as Elkanah jumped out from behind the rough‐
hewn pillar with a crazed scream. The Rabbi was shocked. He didn’t know
which way to look.
Jori pulled the rod up quickly and reared back to swing again.
Elkanah started to charge, the dagger held high, when Eliasaph shouted,
“Wait!” His head moved from one boy to the other as fear twisted his face.
Rage filled their young faces as they looked at the Rabbi. They
stood still for a moment as expressions of curiosity peaked through the
fury.

“What do YOU want, you Pharisee —————?” Jori asked
belligerently.
“Better talk fast!” Elkanah added in a low, threatening tone. He
wore a penetrating leer that drilled right through Eliasaph.
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The rabbi’s eyes still darted between the two boys. His mouth was
dry and he trembled slightly. Although the boys were young, neither one
was small anymore. They were very intimidating.

“I know that Patch did not steal that gold—he could not have!”
Eliasaph stammered out. “I tried to convince the Pharisees and the Romans,
but they would not listen…” There was a genuine look of remorse on his
face and the boys saw it.
Elkanah, the younger of the two started to sniffle and a tear rolled
down his cheek. Jori got choked up and a pained expression worked at his
face. They lowered their weapons slightly as Elkanah retorted, “So? What
do you want from us? Thanks?”
Jori sneered, “You tried to help our father and you failed…what do
you want us to do?”
Eliasaph was a little more at ease now. He looked at the two young
toughs and answered, “I want to find out who really stole the offering. I
imagine that you do too.”
The look of rage returned to the boys faces as Jori stated coldly, “If
I do find out, they will die!”
Elkanah said nothing. He just nodded slowly, firmly. There was an
icy look in his eye as he wiped away the tears and sniffed loudly.
Eliasaph looked at the boys with a mix of sympathy and fear. He
offered, “If I help you find the thief, you must promise not to kill them, but
to turn them over to the Romans. The temple will get back the offering and
the thieves will die the same horrible death as your father.”
Again pain painted their young faces as fresh memories of the
week before filled their heads. Jori sneered, “Why should the Romans have
all the fun? The death of the —————that killed father belongs to us,
NOT them!”
Elkanah just kept on nodding. Vengeful grins worked both their
faces as their cold eyes continued to drill through Eliasaph.

“But what of the offering? It belongs to HaShem!” the rabbi asked
fretfully.
The icy grins on the boys’ faces grew even wider as Jori gleefully
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answered, “If HaShem wants his money, let him come and get it.”
Elkanah broke his silence. “We will take care of it for him until he
does!” They both started to laugh corruptly as evil expressions distorted
their features.
Eliasaph just stood there astonished. He could not believe how the
boys he had just Bar Mitzvahed not two weeks ago had changed so
completely.
As he backed out of the room his eyes darted erratically from boy
to boy. “I do not think I can help you,” he muttered nervously as he
carefully moved towards the curtain.
Elkanah shrieked angrily. “WHO NEEDS YOU, THEN?”
Jori hollered as the curtain fell closed in front of the Rabbi, “WE
DID NOT ASK FOR YOUR HELP ANYWAY! GET OUT OF HERE AND
DO NOT COME BACK UNLESS YOU WANT TO DIE!”
A shudder ran through Eliasaph as he approached the ladder. The
tone in the boy’s voices was deadly serious. If they found out who really
stole the offering, they most likely would kill them. He had promised to
himself that the real thieves would taste justice, but now he wondered
whose.
The boys put down their weapons, walked over to the shabby table
and sat down. They were silent for a long moment, and then Elkanah spoke
lowly. “Why do you think he came here? Do you think he really wanted to
help us?”
Jori thought about it for a second and then answered, “No…I think
someone in the temple stole the money and he might know who. He must
have come here to find out how much we know.”

“We promised Uncle we would find out who really stole the
money and get revenge…” Elkanah stated coldly. “So, how do we do it?”
Again Jori was silent for a moment, then he spoke saying, “We
need a plan, and I think it should start with keeping an eye on that Pharisee
—————!”
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46
“The Hunt”
The days and nights turned into weeks. No one got much rest.
Eliasaph lay awake at night not wanting to believe what he suspected—that
the scribe who caught Patch was somehow involved in the theft.
But how could that be possible? If the scribe came out of the office
on the other side of the temple, as Y’shua said, he could not have heard
anything unless he was tipped off somehow. The only one who could have
tipped him off would have to be the real thief, but how would they have
gotten in or out of the treasury?
This pondering went on for a long time before he decided to do
anything about it. As he tossed and turned on his bed for a final night, he
decided that the only way to find out was to keep an eye on that scribe.
Outside in the shadows the boys lurked around, making sure that
where Eliasaph went, they followed. Elkanah whined in an angry tone,
“We have been doing this for weeks! I am so TIRED…”
Jori was irritable from lack of sleep. He whispered back tersely,
“Do you think I am not? If we do not keep a watch on that ——————,
we might never find out what he knows!”
Elkanah whined on, “It is late. I doubt he is going anywhere
tonight. In a few hours the sun will be up. Let us get some sleep and we
will find him later!”
Jori thought for a few minutes and then gave in yawning, “Maybe
you are right…lets us go. We can come back in a few hours.” The boys got
up and left for home. As they passed a nearby alley, they didn’t see the tall,
thin figure in the shadows.
The night found Emoonah seated at the same small table on her
balcony that Jamal and she occupied on the night before he left. She hadn’t
slept well since the execution and tonight she couldn’t sleep at all. Her son
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no longer stayed at their house, but lived with Jori in the shabby structure
across the yard.
She saw all the signs that the two of them would have the same end
as Patch did. She was frustrated beyond belief and felt she could do
nothing about it. Both of the boys hated her for “abandoning” Patch and
wouldn’t listen to a word she said. Whenever she tried to approach them,
all they would do was to jeer at her. The ugly looks on their faces broke her
heart. All she could do now was to pray, but she couldn’t even bring herself
to do that.
As she sat fretting, she saw the boys come out from the tent market
and walk toward Patch’s house. She could not believe they were out that
late. She just shook her head and sighed. Out of the corner of her eye she
thought she saw someone following them. She looked toward the tent
market, but whoever it was, was gone. She felt mistaken, shrugged her
shoulders, got up and went inside to try to sleep again.
Eliasaph became tired of tossing and turning. He got up, dressed
and decided to take a walk to clear his head. Opening his door, he walked
out into the pale moonlight. The smell of dust and animal sacrifices hung
heavy in the air. He turned toward the temple and saw the familiar glow of
the altar fire behind the run‐down temple. He turned and walked the other
way.
As he strolled around the city, he was deep in thought. He didn’t
even realize that he was near the tent market and the homes of many of the
richest merchants and prominent townspeople including many of the
scribes. Turning a corner he passed by Shedeur’s house and heard voices.
He stopped dead and listened harder. He was almost sure that one of them
speaking was the scribe who caught Patch.
One of the voices asked, “Now that we have the gold, what will we
do with it?
Another one asked, “How will we ever spend it around here?”
Then another voice spoke and Eliasaph knew exactly who it was—
Shedeur!
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He spoke with an evil satisfaction in his voice and answered,
“Patience, my brothers, patience. We will bury it in three nights—when
there is no moon! After a while no one will be looking for it any longer.
Then we will dig it up, split it into thirds and relocate one by one to other
cities, where we will be very rich men!”
The unknown voice said “Three nights, then…”
Eliasaph heard moving chairs scrape across the floor. Footsteps
came toward the door. He slipped back around the corner and watched as
the two men left. One of them was the scribe that captured “Patch.”
As he stood there hiding, Eliasaph heard the crunch of gravel
behind him. He turned just in time to feel the sharp pain of a dagger pierce
his midsection. Looking up at his attacker, he fell to his knees and then on
his face. He heard short, clipped footsteps leaving the alley in no great
hurry.
The pain was intense as he twisted around on the ground kicking
up dust as he held his gut. Dragging himself to his feet, he tried leaning
against the wall, but stumbled into a stack of boxes and old pottery that
was piled in the alley. He ground his teeth in agony as he fell and hit the
ground.
Again trying to stand, he looked at the blood seeping out from
between his trembling fingers. The wound was grave and he knew there
was no time to get back to the temple. He looked around and saw Patch’s
house in the distance and started toward it. A trail of blood followed him.
By the time he got there he knew he was dying. He was too weak to
climb the ladder and he was in so much pain that he could barely speak let
alone call up to the boys. He dropped to his knees along the long, blank
wall of the lower level of the dilapidated building. He started to draw in his
own blood. He was almost finished when he died.
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47
“Discovery”
The boys woke up early and hungry. Jori said to his cousin in a
yawning voice as he built a fire, “Go get us some eggs and I will make
some cakes on the griddle.”
Elkanah just nodded as he put on his dirty robe and ambled
through the threadbare curtain out to the ladder.
Not a minute later Jori heard a loud yell come from his cousin. He
ran out the doorway and climbed most of the way down the ladder, then
jumped to the ground. Rounding the corner in a dead run, he stopped cold
in his tracks.
Looking at his cousin, he saw what caused the yell. They both
stared at the lifeless body on the ground beside the building. He looked at
Elkanah and his cousin looked back at him. Then they both looked at the
wall beside Eliasaph’s corpse.
Drawn in his own blood was a rough, cartoony picture of some sort
of animal wearing the hat of a scribe and “+2” written next to it. There was
a crescent moon with a strike through it and a “3” alongside. At the end
was what looked like some sort of wreath, but it wasn’t finished. You could
tell by the trailing of a bloody finger down to where Eliasaph’s motionless
hand lay. It was hard to tell exactly what the drawing was supposed to be.
They both stared at this “puzzle” for a long time. Jori was the first
to speak, saying, “It looks like we were right…he did know something.”
His cousin just stared at the drawing and after a long while mused,
“But what?”

“I do not know, Jori muttered. “But I wish we had stayed outside
his door last night. We would have followed him, so we would have seen
who did this.”
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Elkanah thought a minute and offered, “I bet he and some others in
the temple stole the gold and then killed him for his share!”

“Maybe,” Jori muttered. “Maybe…”
Within the hour, a squad of Roman soldiers was investigating the
scene. Emoonah watched, unnoticed, from her balcony. Three Roman
soldiers encircled the boys as the same ornate chariot that arrived at Patch’s
crucifixion pulled up. Once again Maximus climbed out.
He examined the scene and without looking at the boys, bellowed
“Report, Sergeant!”
The soldier in charge ran to him at top speed and snapped to
attention. He gave the “fist to chest” Roman salute and declared, “It looks
as if the rabbi was stabbed in that alley over there.” He pointed to it, then
continued “and then made his way to this building.”
Maximus looked toward the alley and back at the soldier. “When
do you think it happened?” he asked intently.

“Not more than three hours ago, Prefect.” The soldier stated
calmly. Maximus walked over to the boys and stared at them coldly.

“What do you two know about this?” There was a chill in his voice.
Jori was the first to answer. “Only that he was here when we woke
up.”
Elkanah nodded emphatically.
Maximus turned back to the sergeant and inquired, “Has the house
been searched for weapons?”

“Yes, Prefect…these were found.” He said displaying the curved
dagger that had belonged to Patch and the short “wrist knife” that Jori
usually wore.

“Could either one of these been the murder weapon?” He asked
the Sergeant.

“It is not likely, Prefect. The blade on the dagger is too wide and
the other is not only wide, but too short. The murder weapon had a long,
narrow—almost delicate blade.”
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The prefect turned to stare at the rough drawing on the wall of
Patch’s building. His forehead twisted into a knot between his eyebrows as
his eyes narrowed. His lips grew thin and tight. He seemed deep in
thought.
He turned toward the boys. “Do you know what all this means?”
Maximus asked, waving a well‐manicured hand at the drawing on the wall.
They both just shook their heads.
The icy look returned to Maximus’ face as he looked squarely at
them and hissed, “If we find out that either of you had anything to do with
this …” Then he added, “Neither one of you is too young to share the fate
of your late mentor.”
Both boys shuddered in fright and the younger one became teary
eyed. He spoke through trembling lips. “We do not know anything …
really!”
His cousin’s eyes were wide with fear as he added, “No … nothing
… honest!”
Maximus looked at them both. The icy stare never left him as he
uttered menacingly, “Honesty is something you two know little about. If I
find out you are not telling the truth, we will be building two more
crosses!”
He spun around and got into his chariot. Looking at the Sergeant,
he ordered, “Deliver the body to the Hebrew temple and be quick about it!
I will meet you there.”
The soldier responded with the Roman salute, turned and gave the
order to his squad. Within moments they were gone. As Maximus rode
away, he was again deep in thought. There was too much about this
situation that bothered him.
Both boys sighed in relief. “I thought for sure they would arrest
us!” Jori mused in a weak voice as he shook his head. Elkanah looked a
little green. He gulped back his tears and nodded, then turned and with a
loud, retching sound, threw up next to the wall.
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48
“The Puzzle”
Flies gathered on the pool of vomit near the wall as the boys sat
looking at the blackened blood on the side of the building. They stared
silently at it for a long time. Emoonah looked over at them from the
balcony, and then went down through the house where Mara worked at
one of the looms.
Mara looked over at the widow and commented, “You look pale.
Are you alright?”
Emoonah plopped herself down on the stool by the other loom. She
sat there for a long moment just staring at the floor, slowly shaking her
head from side to side. When she finally looked up, her eyes were wide
with shock and grief.

“I just cannot believe that Eliasaph is dead.” Emoonah whimpered.
“The poor man! To be stabbed in the belly and left for dead…it is horrible.
Just horrible! What could he have done to deserve that?”
Mara continued to weave and muttered, “This is a dangerous town.
You cannot just go walking in the middle of the night and expect to be safe,
even if you are a Pharisee.”
The widow again shook her head. “No, there is something more to
this. He drew some sort of message in his own blood on the boys’ wall
before he died. He knew they could not read, so he drew pictures to try to
tell them something.”
Mara stopped weaving. An uncertain look painted her face as her
mouth dropped open a little. “A message?” The words came almost silently
from her lips. “What about?”
Emoonah shook her head. “It must be about the robbery at the
temple. I know in my heart that Patch did not steal all that gold. Eliasaph
must have found out something and was killed for it. He tried to tell the
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boys who did it before he died…I just know it!”

“The boys are looking to avenge Patch.” Mara added. “If they
figure out the message they will go after whoever did this thing. There is no
doubt about that.”

“The boys are both still so young,” Emoonah whined. “I think they
could get in over their heads, but I know they will not allow us to help
them.” Tears began to fill her eyes as fear started to overtake her.
Once again, Mara’s stern manner came forward. “This is no time to
sit here and cry! We must find out what this puzzle means. If we can do it,
we may be able to help them without them even knowing it!”
Emoonah sniffed hard and nodded her head while wiping her eyes.

“What is that thing wearing the hat?” Elkanah asked.
Jori muttered, “Some kind of critter…” then went back to staring at
the wall.
After a couple of minutes, his cousin mused, “Well, whatever it is,
it has two friends…”
Jori looked at him with the twisted face of confusion. “What do you
mean?” he asked in a curious voice.
Elkanah pointed to the wall and said, “See…there is the critter and
next to it is ‘+2’…does that not mean there are three of them?”
Jori just threw up his hands in frustration and yelped, “How the —
——— do I know? He almost leaped to his feet as he cried out, “I am going
for a walk…alone. I need to think!” and stormed off.
Elkanah knew better than to try to talk to him anymore or to
attempt to go with him, so he just sat there and continued to stare at the
wall in silence.

Maximus and Ithamar stood together in the main entrance of the
temple. Loud silence filled the air as Roman troops searched the building.
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The head Pharisee stared at the floor. From what you could see of his lips
through his bushy, untrimmed beard, they may have been trembling. His
eyes darted sideways nervously.
Maximus glared at Ithamar and asked him in an abrupt tone, “Do
you know what might have brought about this murder?”
The Pharisee looked at Maximus in surprise. He was indignant, but
thought better of making that known to the prefect. “What are you
suggesting, Maximus? Surely you do not think that anyone here would
have any knowledge of this horrible event…”
A cold look and a chilling tone emanated from the Prefect as he
hissed, “I am to be addressed by you by my title, Hebrew…NEVER by my
name. IS THAT CLEAR?”
Ithamar shuddered as he took a step backward and chattered, “Of
course…how stupid of me…please accept my apologies…Prefect!”
A Roman centurion walked over, stepped up to Maximus and gave
the Roman salute. “What is your report?” Maximus demanded.

“We found several bloody knives and butchering tools, Prefect,”
the soldier stated, “but none that match the murder weapon.”
Maximus looked around the room in frustration and without
looking at the centurion, bellowed, “YOU ARE DISMISSED!” The soldier
saluted again, spun around and walked off.
Maximus focused his steely glare once again at Ithamar and
sneered, “We have wood to build many crosses, Pharisee! If I find out you
or anyone else in this temple knows anything that they are not telling me,
Roman justice will be dealt swiftly!”
The prefect watched a shudder run the length of Ithamar’s tall
frame and then turned and stormed off. A long, nervous breath escaped
from the Pharisee as he watched the Prefect pass through the temple doors
and out into the street.
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49
“Clues”
Jori was still gone as the sun started to set over the run down‐
house. Elkanah had spent much of the morning staring at the drawing on
the building. The sun was hot and he was tired and hungry. Around noon
he retreated to the cool of the upper room, and, after he had eaten, he lay
down for a nap.
The coming night and a squeaking, squealing and rustling from
under the window, awakened him. Yawning as he got up, he rubbed his
eyes and went out through the dirty, threadbare curtain out onto the
balcony and down the ladder.
Rounding the corner he saw a pair of rats fighting over his vomit
from the morning. A disgusted “Ewww…” escaped from his lips. He
reached down picked up a large rock to smash the rodents with. As he
lifted it over his head, his eye caught the rough drawing on the wall and
something clicked. His mind raced back to the day Patch went with them to
the temple about two weeks before the Bar Mitzvah. There were three
scribes in the foyer. One of them—the one that lead them to the hall where
Eliasaph was, was Shedeur … and he looked kind of like a rat!
Jori wandered all over town thinking and trying to put what little
he knew together. No matter how hard he tried, nothing came. He looked
out on the horizon seeing all the colors of the setting sun. He almost threw
himself against a building as he slid down the wall into a sitting position.
He put his head in his hands and just sat. The grief over his father was still
fresh and he felt like crying. Lifting his head to the now darkened sky, he
looked up at the pale moon.
It was a crescent moon—a little less full than the one in the
drawing on the side of his house. As he sat staring at it, he heard voices.
Stumbling footsteps kicked up the dust nearby as a harping wife attempted
to lead her drunken, staggering husband home.
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“Why must you drink like this night and day?” she nagged. “It is
lucky I found you with only this waning moon for light. In two nights,
there will be no moon and if you get lost, I might never find you!”
As she continued to berate the man, suddenly everything became
clear. A moon with a strike through it meant no moon. The three next to
that meant three nights. Eliasaph tried to tell them last night that something
was going to happen in three nights! Now they were down to two. He
hopped up in excitement and ran back to the house.
Crossing the yard Jori nearly tripped and fell as he got near the
ladder. As he was climbing up he shouted “Cousin…Cousin!”
Two sets of eyes watched from the shadows of Emoonah’s
darkened balcony.
Once Jori had reached the top, the threadbare curtain flew open
and Elkanah shot wildly through the archway.
They were both so excited they started to talk at the same time. Bits
and pieces of each other’s story flew fast between the cousins and all at
once they realized what each other were saying. In a moment of
astonishment they both abruptly stopped talking. They glared in surprise at
each other until Jori motioned for them to walk inside.

“Did you say we only have two nights?” Elkanah asked with an
astounded look on his face.
Jori declared, “Yes…so it is Shedeur and his two friends?”

“I believe so!” he answered. “So they must have killed Eliasaph
because he found out about it,” Jori assumed.
“I guess so,” Elkanah answered. “But what is that wreath looking
thing in the drawing about?” Jori just shrugged. It became deadly quiet as
the boys thought about what it all meant.

“We were wrong about Eliasaph,” Elkanah said quietly with a little
sadness in his voice.
Jori winced and nodded his head, saying, “Well, if we could say we
were sorry to him we would. But, we cannot…” his voice trailed off. He
then continued, “I think only way we can gain justice for him is to kill the
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ones who killed him.”

“What about the gold?” Elkanah asked.
“That is ours. My father—your uncle—died for it!” Their
expressions became firm and resolute. They nodded in agreement.
“So…what do we do?” Elkanah asked. “There are three of them
and only two of us. If we are to kill them, we will need weapons!”
A sly grin came to Jori’s face. He got up and went over to a bench
built into the wall under the window. He lifted the dusty, burst‐out cushion
and threw it to the floor. Raising a plank, he reached under it, turned a
lever and lifted the top off. “Come over here,” he beckoned waving a hand
toward his cousin.
Elkanah walked over to the bench and looked in. Amazement
painted his young face. There were slings, several knives and daggers of all
lengths, an old battle‐axe, a small sword and even a battle bow and arrows
stolen from Jamal’s caravan.
Jori picked up the sword in his left hand and said, “I will use this.
Can you shoot with a bow?”
A cautious look came to Elkanah’s face. “I never have. I can use a
sling though…”
Jori winced and offered, “A sling will not be fast enough. We have
to take out at least two of them right away. With some practice you should
be able hit them if we can get close enough. It will be dark, so we should be
able to sneak up on them.”

“If it will be that dark, how will I see to hit them?” Elkanah asked.
Jori thought for a long moment and again a sly grin covered his
face.” Tomorrow while you practice shooting, I will go to the potter’s shop.
I have an idea that will buy us some time and give you a well‐lighted
target!”
As the boys started to laugh with glee, a set of ears listened from
below the window while eyes peered though the threadbare curtain from
the dark balcony outside.
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50
“Preparation”

Early the next morning Elkanah wrapped the bow and arrows up
in a straw mat and took off for the outskirts of town while Jori headed for
the potter’s shop.
As Jori walked by the weaver’s, Emoonah waited a few seconds
and then followed him at a distance. As she left, Mara stopped weaving.
She closed the shop up and walked the other way past the boy’s shabby
house toward the outskirts of town to keep an eye on Elkanah.
The potter’s shop was only the first stop on Jori’s list of errands. He
also stopped at the blacksmith’s. On the way back to the house, he bought
candles and lamp oil in the tent market. By the time he started to walk back
home, it was early afternoon.
Emoonah watched from the side of her building as he climbed the
ladder to the upper level of the beat‐up house. It was broad daylight and
she knew she could not follow him up, so when he was inside, she walked
quietly over to the wall below the window to where the “puzzle” was. She
was trying hard to hear what Jori might be doing when the voice of her son
rang in her ears.

“What are you doing here?”
She spun around. Elkanah’s face was twisted into an angry snarl as
he growled, “Well? Are you going to answer me? What are you doing
here?” She was panicked and didn’t know what to say.
All of a sudden, Mara walked up behind her son. “For pity’s sake
Emoonah, are you still trying to figure out that puzzle? Come; let us get
something to eat. I am starving!”
Emoonah said nothing. An embarrassed grin came to her face as
they turned to go. Both the women walked back toward the shop in silence.
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Elkanah just shook his head as a frustrated look deformed his face.
He walked around the side of the run‐down house and climbed the ladder
to the upper level.
As he opened the curtain to go in, his cousin asked, “What was all
that about?”

“Oh, that was just my nosey mother trying to figure out the
drawing—she has always been like that!” Elkanah answered. “Did you get
everything?” he asked.

”The small vessels will be ready tomorrow, but I got everything
else.” he answered. There on the table was a covered candleholder, a large
vessel of lamp oil and a couple of sharpening tools for the weapons.
Elkanah chimed, “Well, let us get started!” The boys each grabbed
a tool and went to work on the sword and arrowheads. They worked late,
but not too late; they were to get up early the next day.
In the morning Elkanah took off for the outskirts of town to again
practice shooting, and Jori finished his errands. Mara followed him this
time.
As he left the potter’s shop he saw Mara pretending to look over
some fruit in the tent market. Grumbling to himself, he put down the flat of
orange‐sized round vessels and stormed over to the woman taking her by
the shoulder and spinning her around.

“What are you doing following me, you old ————!”
A fire lit in Mara’s eyes as her face twisted with rage. She reached
back and grabbed an overripe melon and slammed it into the boy’s face.
Jori stumbled back, frozen with shock.
She screamed at the boy, “YOU MAY BE ABLE TO TALK LIKE
THAT TO EVERYONE ELSE YOU LITTLE —————, BUT NOT TO ME
… NOT TO ME!” She stormed off, shouting to the fruit vendor, “COLLECT
FROM HIM—HE IS THE ONE EATING IT!”
Jori just stood there dripping with overripe fruit and scalding
anger. The fruit vendor looked at him and started laughing. He chuckled
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out as he waved a hand, “Just go … seeing that was worth the price of a
melon!” and laughed even harder.
The boy fumed back over to his purchase, staring in the direction
the furious woman had gone. He picked up the flat and walked over to a
watering trough. He once again put it down and started to wash off in the
water. Mara peeked around the corner just long enough to see what he was
carrying and then slipped away.
As Jori walked back to the shabby house he took a detour and
passed by the houses of the scribes. Mara continued to follow him—this
time at a distance. He waited in the shade of a merchant’s tent for quite a
while. Mara wondered why.
The boy knew that in the sixth hour, the scribes would make their
way from the temple to their apartments and in the distance, he saw just
what he was waiting for.
Shedeur and his two friends walked by him and turned into an
apartment just a few doorways past where he was standing. As the door
shut behind them, a small grin pulled at the corners of his face. He walked
away, smiling, as Mara again moved with him.
Once they hit the large, near‐empty expanse of land the two
buildings stood on, she hung back in the tent market to make sure the boy
didn’t see her again.
As he approached the ladder, he put the flat on the ground and
climbed up.
Mara bolted the long distance from the corner of the market to
behind the foot of the enclosed stairway and made it into the entrance—
panting—just as Jori got to the open window and let down a box on a rope.
She watched as he climbed down, picked up the flat, walked it
around the corner and unloaded it into the box. He looked over his
shoulder as though he thought someone might be watching him, then
walked back around the corner and climbed the ladder back into the house.
As she watched the box on the rope slowly climb the wall and disappear
into the window, she wondered what the boys were going to do with all
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those vessels.
Mara went around the back of the ornate building that was the
weaver’s shop and in the back door. “Emoonah, I am back!” she called out.
There was no answer so she went into the kitchen to make something to
eat. About an hour later she was cleaning up as Emoonah walked in.
The widow looked anxious and a little scared. “My son seems to be
a natural archer!” She exclaimed and plopped herself onto one of the
benches in the kitchen.
Mara nodded and said vehemently, “I know—I saw him
yesterday.”
Emoonah looked her friend square in the face and blurted out,
“This really has me frightened!”
Mara looked at her and nodded. They were both quiet for a long
while before Mara said, “Jori picked up some round vessels at the potter’s
shop today.”
Emoonah looked at her and said, “And yesterday he bought lamp
oil, candles and a covered candle‐holder as well as sharpening tools. What
could they be up to?”

“I think that they are planning something dangerous,” Mara stated
firmly, “but what?”
Emoonah offered, “We will have to continue to watch them
carefully for a while.”
Elkanah got back to the house by mid‐afternoon. The two boys
filled the round vessels with lamp oil and then cut strips of rags and stuffed
them into the tops. They prepared the candleholders and got the slings and
the sword out of their hiding place. They packed everything to travel.
As they worked, Elkanah asked, “Did you find out where the
scribes live?”
Jori smiled and said, “Uh‐huh … this is the night. Are you
nervous?”
His cousin answered, “Uh‐huh, but I will be alright.”
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Jori offered, “You know we will have to kill them…”
A twisted, determined look painted his cousin’s face as he hissed,
“They set Uncle up to die instead of them and he died a horrible death. It
will be a pleasure to kill them!”
Jori was taken by surprise. He had never seen a look like that on his
young cousin’s face or such menacing tones come from his mouth. He
knew Elkanah was ready to take the vengeance that Patch had demanded.

“Good!” he said. “We should get a little rest. We leave about the
middle of the second watch.”

229

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

51
“Vengeance”

That night the two boys were crouched down in an empty
merchant stall watching the door of Shedeur’s house. The only light came
from the huge stars that filled the moonless sky. It was so dark that no one
could have seen them. It was late, but the boys were not tired. Their bodies
pumped with adrenaline. It was hard to be patient, but they didn’t have
long to wait.
A loud creaking sound alerted them to the door opening and one of
the scribes looked out onto the dark, vacant street. To him, it was clear; he
didn’t see the boys in their hiding place.
He made a motion to those inside the apartment. With that, two of
the three men wheeled a small, but sturdy cart out the door while the other
carried a pick and two shovels.
The boys looked at each other and smiled. They quietly got up and
followed the men out past the weavers’ shop and the boys’ house to the
outskirts of town.
As they reached open country, one of the scribes pulled a dry bush
out of the ground and handed it to the one carrying the tools. He shifted
the shovels and pick to the other shoulder and drug the bush behind them
to cover their tracks.
The scribes wheeled the cart over a small hill into a little valley that
faced another small hill. Elkanah whispered to his cousin, “This is where I
have been practicing—it is perfect!” His cousin nodded as a big grin
distorted his face.
The boys followed the scribes along the ridge as they pulled the
cart through the shallow valley, staying about forty yards back so as not to
be heard by them.
When the scribes got to the place where they were to bury the gold,
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they stopped the cart and each of them selected a tool. The largest of the
three took the pick and started the hole at the base of the opposite ridge
from where the boys stood.
The cousins put down their bundles below the line of the ridge and
unwrapped them, pulling out the slings first. Jori got out the candleholder
while Elkanah struck a flint and got one of the round oil vessels burning.
They lit the candle from that. The scribes were too busy digging to see the
glow of the fire above the ridgeline.
Elkanah whispered, “Now we hit them!” as an evil grin played at
his mouth. He stood up and put the oil vessel into his sling and swung it
around over his head and let it fly. It dashed at the feet of the scribes
throwing fire all over. Jori did the same with the other sling.
Things were going quickly now as the scribes looked around and
saw where the assault was coming from. The robes of one of them caught
fire and the man struggled to put it out. Two more fire bombs fell in their
midst and the men started to yell as the fire grew.
Jori hissed, “Let us finish this!”
Elkanah nodded and put down his sling. Picking up his bow he
sent a hail of arrows into the flaming silhouettes. The scribes fell one after
another; one with an arrow through his neck and the other with one in his
back, sticking out through his chest.
Jori was amazed. “You ARE good!” His cousin continued to strike
the men with deadly accuracy. Jori put down his sling and lashed the small
sword to his right hand with a leather thong.
He shouted “NOW!” and both boys ran down the hill toward the
fallen men.
The only one left alive was Shedeur. He lay on the ground moaning
in pain from his burns and the arrows sticking out of his legs and side.

“Hello, Ratface!” Jori sneered.
“Remember us?” Elkanah sneered.
There was an astonished look on Shedeur’s face as he looked at his
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young attackers.

“You set up my father to take the fall for you, you —————!” Jori
growled.

“If you know any prayers, this would be the time to say them!”
Elkanah giggled as Jori raised the sword over his head. Shedeur’s eyes
grew large with terror as he tried to gurgle out something unintelligible.
Elkanah chided, “Good‐bye, Ratface!” as Jori’s sword came down
with all the force the boy could muster. The newly sharpened blade cleaved
the scribe’s head nearly in two.
In their glee, the boys didn’t notice the sound of approaching
footsteps until it was too late. There was a swishing sound and a heavy rod
struck Jori from behind along his ear and jawbone. He dropped to his knees
like a rock, holding his head and moaning. In a quick moment, he fell on
his face unconscious.
Elkanah swung around to meet a dagger that had a long, almost
delicate blade. A strange, almost effeminate voice said, “Please drop the
bow.”
As it hit the ground, Elkanah looked up into a lily‐white face
illuminated by the flickering light from the burning corpses. The clean‐
shaven face of the Roman had a glistening pallor and a long, wax white
nose.
In the darkness of the moonless night, he struggled to make out the
man’s features. A bit of pale light danced for just a moment off gold wreath
on a dark head that looked like an inverted spade. A wreath … the wreath
in the drawing! Now Elkanah knew that it was not Shedeur that killed
Eliasaph, but this man … whoever HE was!
Small, cold, dishonest eyes seemed to cut right through him.
Marcus wore an evil grin on his thin lips as he cheerfully commented in his
effeminate manner, “You two are amazing—I never would have thought
you could manage something like this!” Marcus almost gushed. “I have
spent hours trying come with a way to get that gold to no avail! I am so
very grateful—you have saved me a great deal of trouble…”
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A hard hand reached out and grabbed Elkanah by the throat and
pulled him up onto his toes. “It will be a shame to have to kill you both; I
could have used a couple of life‐takers like you, but now, well…”
Elkanah knew he was to die and in his most sarcastic tone said, “I
thought you said you were grateful to us…” Marcus sneered back, “Oh, I
am! That is why you will die quickly instead of the lingering death of the
cross.”

“Just one thing,” the boy queried.
Marcus stopped for a moment; his eyes questioned as if to say yes?
”Were you the one who killed Eliasaph?” A feigned sorrow painted the
waxy face as his lower lip jutted out ever so slightly. Marcus cocked his
head as he coolly stated, “After I followed him to these scribes…” he
waved the dagger in the direction of the fallen men, “I felt he would just be
in the way.”

“But how did you know they had the gold?”
Marcus’s vanity glowed as he bragged, “I am a very intelligent
man. The rabbi said that a young boy named Y’shua had told him that it
was impossible for the same scribe who caught your ill‐fated uncle to have
heard him, because he was seen coming out of a door on the other side of
the building just moments before. After a bit of investigation, I realized that
the boy was right. So, I followed them around for a while until I found out
about their plans. Unfortunately, so did your rabbi friend. That is why he
had to die.” Marcus offered in feigned regret.

“Now, where were we?” the Roman inquired as the evil grin on his
face grew wide. He pulled the dagger back to plunge it into the boy’s heart.
Elkanah closed his eyes and prepared to die.
He thought he heard footsteps on gravel, but before he could think
twice, there was a swishing sound followed by a thud and a grunt. Elkanah
felt the thud all the way through his young body as Marcus’s full weight
fell on him and knocked him to the ground.

“Get him off the boy, Emoonah!” Mara’s voice ordered.
Strong female hands pulled at the long, lean body and the boy
crawled free. He looked at Marcus and saw the battle‐axe from the bench in
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the run‐down house sticking out of the middle of the Roman’s back just
below the neck.
The women looked over at the flaming bodies in awe. “What have
you boys done?” Emoonah cried out.

“Those were the men who really stole the gold from the temple,”
Elkanah growled as he pulled himself from the ground. “They let Uncle
take the blame and he died on the cross in their place. Now they have paid
for it!”
Emoonah looked into his face and saw a smile so evil that it startled
her. What had she allowed her son to turn into? The widow grabbed hold
of him and started to cry in fear and regret. He, for the first time in years,
hugged her back as tears of relief rolled down his young face.
The boy started to speak. “I am sorry that I…”
She stopped him with, “Never mind, all is forgiven.”
Mara turned Jori over and put a callused hand on his cheek. “He
will be alright, but we will have to carry him back to the shop.”
Elkanah suggested, “Maybe we should put him on the cart…”
Mara shook her head and said, “No…he will just fall off.”
The boy spoke again. “I will tie him on with the slings!”
Mara tersely stated, “Fine, but let us hurry. It will be light in about
five hours and we still have to get rid of the bodies!”
Emoonah looked shocked. She stated in a stunned tone, “Get rid of
the bodies? No; we have to tell the authorities!”
Mara looked at her and firmly stated, “Usually, I would agree with
you, but we have four dead men here. All were powerful and one of them
is Roman who works for Maximus. I have seen them together.”

“Not only that,” she continued,” but there is the stolen gold and
they will think we were involved since they think Patch stole it. They will
not believe us even if we were to tell them the truth and I do not want to
die like your brother‐in‐law…”
Emoonah decided not to argue for the moment and she nodded her
head. She hurriedly muttered, “Let us get Jori back to the shop.”
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52
“The Ruse”
“FIRE, FIRE!” someone yelled as flame belched from the windows
the of the scribes’ apartment. Men, women and even older children
struggled with buckets of water trying to put out the blazing building. The
fire was so bad it even took part of the stalls in the tent market. After
several hours they just let the building go and worked to save the
marketplace.
The women and the boys watched from the upper level of the shop.
They were tired from all the work they had done. After they unloaded Jori
from the cart, they hid the gold in the bench where the weapons had been.
They went back to get the bodies, but before they put them in
Shedeur’s apartment, they pulled the arrows and the axe out and washed
them off in the big kitchen of the shop. They hid them again along with
most of the gold. One of the sacks they planted in the apartment, taking
some of it out of the bag and making neat stacks on the table.
All four of them worked hard to put the four dead men one by one
into Shedeur’s apartment without making noise or being seen. The men
were all heavy and the work was slow, awkward and dirty.
When the bodies were finally inside, the women poured the
remaining lamp oil over them, around the room. Everyone’s clothing was
covered in blood and soot from carrying the burnt and bloodied corpses.
They all changed clothes and threw their bloodied, soot covered garments
into the room as well. Then they set the oil‐soaked rug on fire.
Calmly, they walked away as if nothing was wrong. About forty‐
five minutes later it was starting to get light and the building was flaming
fairly well. That was when the alarm went out and all the activity started.
As the building blazed, the smell of burning flesh and smoldering wood
and brick hung in the air.

235

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

Jori’s head had a large, bulging lump on its side and it ached
mercilessly. He held a cool wet towel on the swollen area.
Mara looked at him and stated firmly, “You should lay down!”
The boy said nothing. He just nodded his head. The woman took
him by the arm, helped him up and walked him upstairs to one of the
sleeping chambers.
Emoonah and her son got up and walked downstairs to the
kitchen. Elkanah looked at her and asked “Do you think we will fool the
Romans and the Pharisees?”
Emoonah nodded. “I do not think we were seen and there is
nothing to lead the authorities to us, so…”
The boy sat smugly on the long bench with his back leaning against
the table. A satisfied grin came to his young, but somehow older face.
“Now Uncle has his vengeance, and we have enough gold to last for
years—we are rich!”

“That money does not belong to us! It was stolen from the temple
and we must try to get it back to them,” Emoonah stated firmly.
The boys’ eyes popped wide open. He shook his head and argued,
“No! Uncle died for that money and he did not even steal it! It is ours now
and we are going to keep it!”
Mara came into the kitchen and muttered, “The boy sleeps.” She
looked at Emoonah and her son. With frustration in her tired voice she
asked, “Now what are you two arguing about?”

“Mother still wants to try to give the money back to the temple!”
the boy shrilled and threw up his hands.
Emoonah offered, “We could just drop it at the temple late at night. They
would never know who…”
Mara cut her off. “Oh no, Emoonah,” she cautioned. “They look for
that money night and day. The counsel still thinks your brother‐in‐law is
the one who took it. We would never get close enough to the temple with
all that gold and drop it off unseen. We would be caught and be accused of
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being his accomplices—and you know what they would do to us.”
A look of dread painted her face as the widow sat down. She put
her elbows on the table and stared at its top for a moment, then off into
space for quite a while.
Eventually, she spoke. “You are right, Mara,” she admitted. “Even
if we were to give the money back anonymously they would surely try to
trace it back to where it came from. If they found out, they would kill us
all!”
She was silent again for a long time. At last she just sighed and
asked, “Would anyone like to eat?”

“Always!” Mara replied.
Elkanah just nodded as a knock sounded at the front door.
Emoonah muttered, “It is too early for customers…who could that
be?”
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53
“Trouble”
The man’s face was broad and flat. Under a dirty, sweat‐stained
turban were gray, close‐set eyes. His brow was low. Separating his eyes
and his forehead was an unruly shock of black eyebrow, splattered with
gray, that collided in the center creating a thick tangle in the middle of his
head.
Most of his face was covered by a thick, wiry, graying black beard
that rode high on his cheeks, obscuring all but the smallest amount of face.
Between his low forehead and his huge eyebrow, his small nose and eyes
seemed to be trying to hide, and doing a fairly good job of it.
A high, unnatural voice that seemed to belong to someone else
whined through lips obscured by his heavy beard, “Good morning, Miss. I
think we should talk.” He strode in lazily, uninvited and sat down on a
stool by the one of the looms.
Emoonah looked at the strange character and puzzled a moment.
Finally she asked, “Do I know you?”

“I am ben‐Jamin.” The whiny voice went on, “We were never
formally introduced, but for a time, I was the foreman of the crew that built
this place.” Looking around and nodding his bushy head, he mused, “It
turned out pretty good too…”

“Is that what you came here for … to inspect your work?”
Emoonah’s tone was frosty as she continued, “We are running a business
here and will be starting work soon.”

“Oh, I will not take very much of your time at all,” the man
continued. He got up and ambled slowly around the room as he spoke.
“People think I am lazy,” he said looking around at nothing in particular,”
but I am not; I just do not sleep well at night. In fact, last night was awful! I
walked around most of the night until early this morning.” The man turned
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and his eyes twinkled as he looked pointedly at Emoonah.
Her stomach churned. As she tried to speak, she felt her lips
tremble slightly. Her face fell apart just a little before she was able to
control it again. Then, in a voice of annoyance, she looked the man in what
she could see of his small, obscured eyes and asked bluntly, “Do you come
here to talk about your sleeping habits? Why do you bother me with such
nonsense?”
The man’s cheeks looked as though they lifted and his small eyes
glittered. Emoonah looked at his obscured face and thought he might be
smiling.

“You are nervous,” the stumpy man uttered. “You would never get
by the Pharisee counsel or the Romans…”
His high voice was colored with glee as he offered, “Let me get to
the point.” Give me half the gold and I will not tell the Romans or the
counsel about how I saw you and your family putting those bodies into
that rat‐looking scribe’s house and setting it on fire!”
Emoonah’s mouth dropped open. Before she could answer, the
hairy man announced confidently, “I will come back late tonight so we can
conduct our transaction privately.” He then turned and strode out, closing
the door behind him.
Mara’s voice sounded behind Emoonah, asking in a worried voice,
“Will these troubles never cease?”
Elkanah stood next to her, blank‐faced. From up on the inside
balcony, enraged eyes stared down unseen.
Mara went up to check on Jori throughout the day. It was after
dark when she went up last. The boy still lay in the bed, on his side toward
the wall, not moving, but still breathing. She went around to face him and
saw the boy sleeping peacefully. She muttered, “I guess you will sleep until
morning, young one…” Smiling faintly she whispered “Good—you need to
rest.” Then she turned and slipped out of the room silently.
The boy’s eyes opened slowly as he sat up in bed and looked at the
door. He got up, walked over and tried to listen with his ear against it. He
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winced with pain as his swollen face touched the smooth wood. He turned
to use the other ear. Hearing nothing, he padded over to the window and
looked out. It was late…maybe late enough.
He dressed and once again silently went to the door. He opened it
slowly and poked his head out. Tiptoeing over to the railing of the balcony,
he looked around the huge shop. There was a light coming from the
kitchen, but nothing else. He thought he might have heard the clinking of
gold coins. That seemed about right, but he wasn’t sure.
He moved across to a door leading to the outside balcony and went
down the enclosed stairway to his run‐down house. Climbing the ladder,
he went in through the threadbare curtain. Walking across the room, he
looked around as if expecting trouble, but none found him.
He tossed the burst‐out cushion off the bench and opened up the
top. It looked, in the pale moonlight, as if half the gold might be gone—at
least a good part of it was. He looked through the rest of the hiding place
and found what he was looking for; the long‐bladed dagger that had
belonged to Marcus, the one that killed Eliasaph. He closed up the bench
and left.

ben‐Jamin strolled lazily through the tent market under the brittle
light of the pale moon. The smell of the fire still hung in the air. It stung his
nose and his eyes watered a little. The market was empty, vacant. It was so
quiet, he could hear the sound of his own breathing. As he walked past the
burnt out‐building, he could still feel heat coming from the rubble. It would
be a few more days before anyone could go in to search for the lost.
As he turned the corner toward the barren expanse of land that
held the weavers’ shop and Patch’s shabby house, a short, shadowy figure
stepped from the darkness and plunged a long dagger into his chest.
A look of astonishment filled ben‐Jamin’s small, close‐set eyes. A
gurgling sound came from his mouth as blood ran from the corner. He
stumbled forward trying to grab for his assailant but the boy sidestepped
him. He fell on his face as a death rattle escaped from his lips. Blood seeped
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out from under the dead man and made a large pool. He moved no more.
Jori used the dagger to cut the purse from ben‐Jamin’s belt to make
it look like a robbery. As he walked away he absently tossed the dagger
into a watering trough. The shiny blade glittered as it dropped out of sight
into the murky green water. He poured the contents of ben‐Jamin’s purse—
a few odd silver and copper coins—into his own and tossed it to the
ground.
The boy quietly slipped back to the weavers’ shop and into the
bedroom where he had been sleeping. He pulled off his tattered robe and
lay down, smiling coldly. He snuggled into the rich bed coverings and
peacefully went back to sleep.
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54
“Investigation”
“I WANT MARCUS FOUND!” Maximus shouted at the centurion.
The soldier put a closed fist to his chest, spun around and walked briskly
out the tall doors of the prefect’s chamber, followed by the four other
guards that formed the search party.
It was less than an hour later that another soldier reported to
Maximus. “Prefect,” the soldier announced, “there was a murder last night
in the marketplace.”
Maximus flipped his hand and stated in an uninterested voice,
“There seem to be murders every day and night in this god‐forsaken
place…this is nothing new!”
The soldier went on. “I was sent by my centurion, Prefect, to tell
you that it looks like the same weapon was used to kill this man as was
used on the Hebrew priest. And the body was found only about fifty yards
from there.
This news jolted Maximus out of his complacency. Wonder
wrestled with indifference. As he thought, he raised an eyebrow and his
eyes darted back and forth. Finally he said thoughtfully, “Take me to this
place.”
Jori woke up late and sat up in bed stretching. After a big, painful
yawn, a smile came to his sore face. It made him wince, but he looked
around the room in delight anyway.
Putting his hand down on the bedding made of rich Egyptian
cotton, he felt the softness of it. He was leaning back on an overstuffed
pillow filled with down. There were extravagant furnishings all around. It
all made him feel wealthy. It was a feeling he liked.
He got up and put on his beat‐up robe. It used to feel good, but
now it made him feel like a beggar. Besides that, he noticed that it was
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splattered with blood. He thought to himself, I will have to get rid of this
thing…I think I will have the women make me something more fitting to
my new wealth…
He almost danced out the door across the inside balcony through
the door to the outside and down the enclosed stairs to the privy. He
picked up a large rock and took it inside with him. Even this outhouse was
ornate and comfortable! As he sat there, he felt happy for the first time in
quite a while. He smiled widely. Now that he’d taken care of that
blackmailer, ben‐Jamin, and the whole family was safe, life was good!
When he was finished, he stood up in the privy and peeled the
tattered, bloodstained garment from his thick body, wrapped it around the
rock and tossed it down the hole. It quickly sunk out of sight. “That is
that!” he snickered.
Wearing nothing but a grimy ephod, Jori entered through the back
door by the kitchen. He heard concerned voices and followed them into the
kitchen. Emoonah, Mara and his cousin were around the long table. Fear
painted their faces.

“What is all this,” he asked, waving a hand at the bags of money,
“and what is bothering you all?” he asked in a flip tone.
Before anyone else could answer, his young cousin blurted out,
“Never mind us. Where is your robe?”

“I had to get rid of it,” Jori exclaimed as he sat down on the bench
across from his cousin.
Elkanah looked hard at him and muttered, “We were going to pay
off a blackmailer who saw what we did last night, but he never showed
up!”
Emoonah and Mara looked fearful as if they were afraid of what he
might say.
The grin returned to Jori’s face as he cheerfully commented, “Oh, I
do not think we will be bothered by him anymore.” His young cousin
grinned back knowingly.
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Emoonah and Mara looked frightened. Emoonah stuttered out,
“Wh…what do you mean?”
His eyes grew narrow as he uttered, “I overheard that —————,
ben‐Jamin, talking to you yesterday…trying to get his greedy hands on
Father’s gold! I took care of him in the marketplace last night.” His tone
was menacing. “As I said, he will bother us no more.”

“Took care of him? What does that mean?” Mara asked in a voice
of fearful excitement.
Emoonah’s eyes grew wide. She muttered, “You killed him…you
KILLED him!”
Jori looked perplexed. “Of course I killed him. What good do you
think paying him off would do? After he spent it, he would just come back
demanding more! And more and more and more!”
His young cousin grinned and nodded his head. “I am glad you
killed him. If you had not we would never be rid of him.”
Mara and Emoonah had to admit he was right, but they were tired
of all the death that surrounded the boys.
Emoonah pleaded, “Please … No more killing, alright?”
The boy was silent for a minute and then answered, “Only if I have
to!” Neither woman seemed to like that answer, but for now, they felt they
could do nothing.

“Now let us put away this gold,” Jori ordered. “Is there somewhere
we can hide it until tonight?”
The widow said, “Follow me.” She led them to the bathroom and
shoved a tile near a corner and the whole wall opened. Shelves were
exposed and there was an iron box on one of them. The two women and
Elkanah started stacking bags of gold next to it. Jori grabbed another robe
from the front of the shop and joined them.
When they were almost done, fierce banging erupted at the front
door. Emoonah said to Mara, “Go and open it, but go slowly. Give us a
little more time.”
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Mara grinned and started toward the front of the house yelling,
“Just a minute … just a minute!” She got there just as all the bags were
stored and the wall was shut again.
She clicked the latch free and was just about to pull the door open
when several Roman soldiers pushed through, knocking her to the floor.
Emoonah dashed to the front of the house and shouted, “WHAT IS
THIS ABOUT?” as she was helping the dazed Mara to her feet. There was
fire in her large, dark eyes and a frown on her coffee‐colored face.
Maximus stepped though the open door and looked at the soldiers
who charged through the entrance. He pretended to care as he offered
sarcastically, “I am sorry. “Sometimes my men become a bit …
overzealous.”
The two boys stood in the archway between the workroom where
the looms were and the elaborate living quarters. When Maximus saw
them, a suspicious look wrinkled his brow and his eyes narrowed.

“Just the two I was looking for!” The Prefect gave a look and
pointed with his head toward the boys. The guards quickly made a circle
around them. As he sauntered over to them, his eyes caught Jori’s bruised,
puffy face.

“What happened to you?” he demanded as grabbed the boy by the
face and twisted it hard toward him for a better look.

“AHHH!” the boy yelped in pain. He grabbed the prefect’s hand
and threw it off, surprising Maximus.
One of the guards started to grab the boy, but the prefect raised a
hand and stopped him.

“Well…?” the prefect asked Jori again.
“I fell off the ladder to my house.” The boy snarled.
“Clumsy … very clumsy.” Maximus dryly commented. “You will
both come with me!” he said, pointing to the boys.
The women were horrified as the guards grabbed the pair and
started to march them out of the house toward the market.
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Emoonah harshly asked, “What do you want with them?” Mara
just stood there.

“There is a body in the marketplace.” Maximus stated coolly. “It
looks like the man was killed with the same weapon that killed the Hebrew
priest. I want them to see it. Do you have any objections?”
Mara gulped, but Emoonah just announced in a very formal tone,
“I do not understand why they would need to see the body of some
stranger, but bring them back when you are finished, they have work to
do!”
Maximus ordered, “You men search this place for the murder
weapon while we are gone!” The commander of the squad put a fist to his
chest, turned and gave the order. The men dispersed and started the search.
As the soldiers closed the door, Mara whispered to Emoonah, “Do
you think they know anything?”
Emoonah answered softly, “If they did, Maximus would have
arrested them. He is not a subtle man.”

246

TWO THIEVES

55
“Questions”
An annoying circle of flies buzzed around as a squad of Roman
guards formed a small ring, encompassing the corpse. Maximus strode
over with the boys in tow.

“Do you know this man?” he inquired roughly. The body had been
turned over and was now on its back next to a pool of blackened blood. Its
eyes held the appearance of looking at something very far off.
The boys were standing near the head of the corpse looking toward
the feet.
Pretending ignorance, Jori turned his head around to look at the
ben‐Jamin’s face. “He looks familiar,” he said, “but I do not know him. I
think I may have seen him around town at one time or another…”
Maximus inquired harshly, “Are you sure? He was seen coming
out of the weavers’ shop yesterday morning!”
After years of lying, the boys were not easily shaken and they were
used to thinking on their feet. Jori said, “Yesterday morning was when I fell
off the ladder. I must have been asleep upstairs in the shop when he came
by.”
Elkanah exclaimed, “Yes, you were, Cousin!”
Turning to Maximus he explained, “He said his name was ben‐
Jamin and that for a time, he had been the foreman of the workers who
built my mother’s shop. He said he never saw the inside completed and just
came by for a look. He seemed very nice … I do not know why anyone
would murder him.”
Elkanah paused for a moment as though in thought, then asked,
“Was he robbed too?”
Maximus glared at the young boy and then at the older one. They
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both wore looks of innocence, but Maximus knew that it was a long time
since either one had been innocent. He was sure that they had something to
do with all the recent deaths, but he had no proof and no witnesses.
For a long time the prefect just ambled around the corpse, looking
at it and then at the boys hoping to see any sign of nervousness; he saw
none. Finally he ordered, “Come!” and he and the soldiers marched the
boys back to the shop.

“What have you found, Commander?” the prefect inquired,
looking at the squad leader.

“Nothing but the tools of their trade, Prefect,” he answered,
waving a hand at the two women.

“Have you searched the whole building?” Maximus asked,
frustrated.”
The soldier said sheepishly, “All of it, Prefect!”

“Assemble your men, Commander!” Maximus snapped.
As they were leaving, the prefect turned and glared at them all.
Finally, he threatened, “If I were you … ANY of you … I would watch my
back from now on!” He turned quickly and stormed out the door.
A collective sigh of relief came from the women as Emoonah fell
onto one the weaver’s benches and Mara leaned hard against the wall.
The boys both started laughing. “They know something, but they
do not know what they know!” exclaimed the young one.
His cousin nodded his head and said, “What they know is that we
were involved, but they have nothing on us. They will be watching us very
carefully from now on.”
The women looked scared. Emoonah asked, “What will we do?”
Jori thought a minute and then said, “For right now, we keep our
noses clean. We can make expenses easily by reviving the strong‐drink
business and within a few months I think we should move to another
town.”
Emoonah repeated, “Another town?” The boy nodded and then
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added, “Somewhere far enough away that we come in as unknowns.
Maybe somewhere in Jerusalem…”
Emoonah looked apprehensive. Although Elkanah would not be
recognized, she knew that she could not go back there if she was to live.
As he left the weavers’ shop, Maximus stood and fumed for a
moment. He thought to himself, much death seems to hover around those
boys.
Looking around, he once again saw the drawing on the side of their
ramshackle house. His eyes became narrow and thoughtful. He wandered
over to the bloody puzzle and just stood there, moving the pieces around in
his head, trying to bring them into some order that made sense. Most of it
was incomprehensible, but the last symbol looked something like a wreath,
but it wasn’t finished, and he couldn’t be sure.
Turning away from the wall, he threw his hands up in frustration,
bellowed something unintelligible and stormed over to his chariot. He got
in, but just before he got his footing, a bee stung one of the horses.
As it bucked off, he was thrown to the ground. The chariot flew
across the barren yard and one of the wheels struck a ceramic watering
trough, shattering it. As the green, murky water ran out, something long
and shiny appeared at the bottom.
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56
”Answers”
Maximus sat with a council in the large chamber that he used for a
meeting room. The thick marbled walls kept the heat of the day from
disturbing either him or his advisors. He sat stone‐faced and in complete
silence on his gold‐trimmed marble throne on the dais above the ornate
wooden chairs on which his advisors sat.
He toyed with the long, thin dagger; the point balanced between
the thick stone arm of his seat and his outstretched finger on the tip of the
hilt. He stared at it for a long time before he spoke.

“You are sure that this is the dagger that killed the rabbi and the
man ben‐Jamin, are you not?” he asked the centurion who was in charge of
the investigations.
I believe so, Prefect. The blade is long enough to go most of the
way through the rabbi’s gut and vital organs, being stopped only because
the knife went in as far as the hilt. It also was thin enough to have made the
wounds on both bodies.

“What I am not sure of,” the centurion added, “is that the same
man committed both murders.”
This news startled Maximus. His head drew back from the
shoulders and his face twisted with astonishment. He stared at the
Centurion for a long moment as what the soldier offered sunk in. “Explain
yourself!” Maximus ordered.
The centurion casually explained, “Whoever killed the rabbi was
not extremely skilled. His technique was sloppy and allowed the Hebrew to
remain alive long enough to make his way to the building of the two boys
and draw on the side with his blood. Also, from the angle of the wound, I
would say the killer was right‐handed.”

“What else?” Maximus asked bluntly.
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“The other killer was obviously left‐handed and very professional,”
the centurion continued. “The angle of the wound was extremely severe
and came from the left. And his attack was well placed—almost right
through the center of the heart. This man knew what he was doing!”
Again Maximus was lost in thought. “A professional killer? Here?”
he muttered. He looked at the advisors around him and barked, “Well?
Have any of you something to offer, or are you just here to feign
intelligence?”
Helios was an older Greek man who was a citizen of Rome. His
great grandfather had been a senator in the pre‐Roman Grecian
government. He had worked his way up to his post as advisor to the
Roman counsel by sheer guts, hard work and determination. He was a
hairy, stumpy man with cold, black, humorless eyes.
He spoke Latin with a decidedly Greek accent. His manner was
loud, stern and fearless. He stood up and stated boldly, “If you are through
demeaning us, Prefect, I have a theory that may prove helpful.”
Maximus stared at the brave—or foolhardy—advisor for a moment
in shock and disbelief. All of a sudden, the Prefect’s face was covered with
amusement. He stood up as he bellowed, “AT LAST! SOMEONE WITH A
BACKBONE! SPEAK SIR…THE FLOOR IS YOURS!” He punctuated his
statement with a sweep of his arm.
The stumpy Greek swaggered over to the dais and put out his
hand. “The dagger, please…”
Maximus wandered down the platforms two steps and held out the
blade with the hilt pointing toward Helios and put it in his hand.

“Just as I thought,” he stated as he looked closely at the long knife.
“This is a Greek dagger. You can tell by its magnificent craftsmanship,”
Maximus looked even more amused by the overt national pride of the man,
“and the fact that there is a tiny Centaur engraved in the handle—a sign of
the Kentaros Brothers. They make the finest weapons in all Greece!” he said
as he moved the knife toward Maximus and pointed to a tiny marking
under the hand guard.
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“Well,” the prefect lightly declared, “I am truly amazed by your
knowledge of weaponry, Helios.” The Prefect’s voice went cold as he again
bellowed, “BUT WHAT IN BLAZES HAS THIS TO DO WITH WHO
KILLED THESE MEN?”

“This is an expensive dagger—not the weapon of some street thug.
Only a professional killer would have such a blade!” the swaggering Greek
exclaimed. “It is just as you have said, Prefect. There is an assassin in
town.”
It made the prefect feel good to have his suspicions confirmed, but
that was not enough. “What of the centurion’s theory of the two killers?”
Helios brushed it off with an arrogant wave of his hand. “Were
there not signs of a struggle in the alley?” The prefect looked questioningly
at the centurion.
The soldier shrugged and answered, “A struggle has not been
proven, but there was a big mess; many knocked‐over and broken boxes
and trash strewn around…” his voice trailed off.
The Greek continued, “Two men struggle in an alley and the victim
is killed in an amateurish manner—things like this happen all the time!”
Maximus pushed on. “But why kill the rabbi… or even ben‐
Jamin?”
Helios offered, “I do not pretend to know why the rabbi was killed,
but ben‐Jamin must have seen something, or the assassin thought he had.”
Maximus turned and sat back down. His face showed deep
thoughts. “Only moneyed people hire professional killers…” he muttered,
“and the only ones in this community rich enough are the local religious
leaders. It all makes sense now!”
He announced, “Eliasaph must have been killed because he knew
who stole the proceeds of the last three months from the temple. The man
ben‐Jamin might have seen who killed him, so he, too, was dispatched.”
Maximus looked at the centurion and ordered, “Form a special unit
to keep a close watch on all the Pharisees and scribes. I want a report every
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morning on anything suspicious they might do. And do not be seen! I will
shake things up a bit by reproaching their leadership.”
The centurion put a fist to his chest, turned and walked out of the
chamber. Things did not seem right to him, but he had his orders.
Maximus turned to Helios and the rest of his advisors and stated,
“I think I will have a little talk with Ithamar.”
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57
“Confusion”
It had been six days since the fire at Shedeur’s apartment and a
team of workers from the temple was making their way through the
smoldering ruins while a group of paid mourners wailed along the
sidelines. The burnt odor from the rubble was tenacious and everyone there
stunk of smoke.
Ithamar and a small group temple officials arrived on foot in the
late afternoon and started to talk with the lead‐man of the crew.

“What of the bodies? We know that Shedeur and his two aides
must have died in the fire … they have been missing ever since. Do you
have any news for me?”
The worker was quick to point out, “It has been very slow going,
Rabbi. A lot of the debris is still very hot and we have not made it very far
into the living quarters yet. If we find anything, it will more than likely be
tomorrow or the next day. I will send a messenger to you if anything
changes.”
As Ithamar turned to go he walked right into Maximus and a small
troop of soldiers. A weak, fearful smile struggled to the rabbi’s lips as he
muttered, “Good day, Prefect.”
Maximus said nothing as he allowed his stony gaze to wilt the
rabbi.

“Is something wrong, Prefect?” Ithamar whined, “Is there anything
I can do for you? He waited for a long moment as the prefect’s stony glare
persisted. Finally the Pharisee pleaded, “Please…say something.” he
begged.
The prefect maintained his silence for a moment longer just to
watch the rabbi tremble. Finally, the quiet broke and Maximus asked in a
vehement tone, “Who was it?” Then louder, “WHO DID YOU HIRE?”
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Ithamar, in fear and complete ignorance, stuttered out, “W…what
are you talking about?”
The prefect hissed, “Come with me.” He signaled his men and they
surrounded the rabbi and marched him off toward Roman headquarters.
The other temple officials scattered like frightened sheep.
The boys looked down on the whole affair from the upper level of
the weavers’ shop. The view was perfect from the balcony. The boys sat
with their legs dangling through the railings of the deck. They both wore
new clothes that were far and away nicer than anything they were used to.
They had drinks in their hands and calm expressions on their faces. They
were enjoying their new lifestyles.

“A new development,” Jori commented wistfully as he looked
down on the proceedings at the fire site.
Elkanah grinned and nodded his head. “I wonder what it is all
about.”
Jori got up and ambled toward the enclosed stairway, saying “Let
us find out!” His cousin hopped up and followed him.
As they approached the workers, the smoldering smell of the
burnt‐out building stung their noses and made their eyes water.

“This place stinks!” Elkanah exclaimed as they got near the site.
“Be quiet,” his cousin hushed. “Let me do the talking,” he said as a
big grin broke out onto his face. His cousin grinned back as they strolled
toward the debris of the charred apartment.
A couple of workers milled lazily around the fringes of the job as
several others put their backs into it. Jori meandered over toward them and
joked, “What did the Prefect arrest Ithamar for? Living while Hebrew? Or
maybe just because he is taller than him!”
One of the workers scoffed, “Probably the first one.” The other one
sneered, “Dirty Romans…they think they are better than everyone else!”

“So what happened?” Elkanah asked impatiently. Jori gave his
cousin a sharp, sidelong look and the younger one fell silent.
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“I am not sure,” the workman replied. “Maximus just wandered up
and asked something like ‘Who is it?’ or ‘Who did you hire?’ or something
like that…then he took the rabbi away.” The boys looked at the other
laborer and he nodded in agreement.

“Strange,” Jori exclaimed. They all muttered in agreement as the
boys strolled away and the workmen returned to doing as little as possible.

Back at Roman headquarters, Ithamar watched Maximus pace back
and forth in front of him as he squawked, “But I know nothing about hired
killers! We have no money to hire an assassin—all our funds were stolen!”
Almost as an afterthought, he added “Besides, HaShem would be
furious with us if we were to commit such a crime!”

“Moreover,” he continued in an even more desperate tone, “even if
that was how the two men died, what would make you think I had
anything to do with their deaths?” The rabbi trembled so hard now; he
seemed to be almost having some sort of fit.

“The point is, Hebrew,” Maximus stated in cool assurance, “that
we believe the men were killed to cover up the fact that your funds were
not stolen at all. Were they?

“The man Patch was just a scapegoat to allow whoever of your
men that did steal the gold to place the blame on another. The rabbi
Eliasaph must have found out who had really stolen the gold and was
killed for that knowledge. The man ben‐Jamin was probably a witness to
the murder and he was killed to silence him!”
Maximus stopped in front of Ithamar and in a stony voice uttered,
“We cannot prove anything yet, but my grandfather had a saying … when
a fish goes rotten, it stinks at the head first.”
A slow nasty smile twisted the Prefect’s mouth as he stated, “I
think you know something, or if not, you can find out. And that is the only
way to save your miserable skin. If you want to live much longer, you will
bring me that information and do so quickly!”
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The prefect continued to pace back and forth in front of the tall
rabbi as he spoke and then was silent for a long minute. He paused again
before swinging around and glaring coldly and intently into the eyes of
Ithamar.
In a quiet, menacing voice, Maximus said, “When I find out who
was involved, they will taste the justice of the cross.”
Ithamar just stood there, slowly moving his head side to side as he
trembled in anxiety. Maximus glared at him for another long moment, and
then growled, “Are you still here? Get me that information! Now get out of
my sight!”
A series of quick, tiny nods issued from the quivering rabbi as he
turned around and silently left the building, almost tripping over himself
as he went. He walked outside and the naked heat of the midday sun hit
him like a hammer. He felt light headed and dizzy. He leaned against the
wall and vomited out of sheer tension. His legs gave out and he started to
fall over.
Two well‐dressed young men watched as he staggered against the
building. They caught him just as he was about to fall into the puddle of
puke and with sympathy in their voices asked, “Are you alright, Rabbi?”
and “Should we should walk you back to the temple?”
The Rabbi looked up with eyes full of gratitude. Then he saw their
faces. “YOU…YOU TWO!” he yelped. “WHY ARE YOU FOLLOWING
ME? LEAVE ME ALONE!” He staggered off, still nearly falling over
himself.
The older of the two boys looked at his cousin and said with mock
sympathy, “The rabbi seems troubled.”
The younger just nodded as they both started to laugh.
Mara looked out the window at the burnt‐out apartment with
nervousness in her small eyes. Turning to Emoonah she asked, “Do you
think we did a good enough job? You do not think they will find out it was
us, do you?”
The widow was silent for a moment as she walked over next to
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Mara and watched with her for a moment. “I do not see how they could …
especially now that ben‐Jamin is … is no longer a concern.” She couldn’t
bring her self to say “dead”.
Looking into Emoonah’s face Mara asked in a worried tone, “Do
you really think we will have to leave town?”
Emoonah sighed. “I hope not.”
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58
“Discovery”
The boys were elsewhere and Emoonah was in town buying
supplies as Mara worked at her loom. She looked through a window at the
workers sifting through the remains of the building that had been the
scribe’s apartment.
It was several more days before the workers got far enough into the
wreckage to find any bodies. When they did, Ithamar was called and so
was Maximus.
The mourners had left some time ago and now only a small crowd
of the curious milled around the site. Seeing the two leaders there, Mara left
her work and walked over. She blended in with the pack and kept an open
ear.
The prefect and a squad of Roman guards were already there when
Ithamar walked up to see the remains of four charred corpses laid out
under sooty blankets.
The lead‐man strolled over to the two leaders and said to Ithamar,
“Good day, Rabbi.” Ithamar silently nodded his head and looked down at
the covered corpses.
The lead‐man continued, “These three were dressed in the clothing
of scribes. You can tell by what is left of the headgear and the sandals.” The
rabbi winced as the man lifted the coverings one by one.
The prefect’s eyes narrowed and his mouth became fixed. “Why
was I summoned here? I am not concerned with the deaths of some
Hebrew officials!” He snarled.
The lead‐man looked at Maximus and stated matter‐of‐factly as he
pulled back the blanket from the face of one of the corpses, “Forgive me,
Prefect, but you were called because it looks like we found your missing
advisor.”
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The long, lean body of Marcus was unrecognizable except for the
gold wreath he always wore. Now it was melted into his charred skull.
Maximus looked at the body for a long time; his eyes darting from
one part to another. Ithamar felt sick and woozy again. He turned and took
a couple of steps away. The prefect, without looking away from the corpse,
stated in a menacing tone, “Go nowhere, Hebrew!” and continued to
examine the body with a penetrating gaze.
Finally, Maximus looked up into the face of the lead‐man and
asked in a frosty tone, “What else?”
The lead‐man nodded and motioned for the prefect to come with
him. As Maximus started to follow him, he motioned to a couple of his
guards and they surrounded Ithamar.
The two men walked many yards through small paths winding
throughout the rubble into a cleared spot. “This area was a meeting room
with a table,” offered the lead‐man, pointing to a charred slab of wood with
the remains of its burned legs sprawled under it, “and on it was a large bag
of gold coins. You can see the remnant of a leather bag under the mound of
molten gold.”
The lead‐man reached out with both hands and lifted the
malformed chunk of flame‐dulled metal and showed its bottom to the
prefect. “There are some coins inside that were not melted. They are all
different. Some are Roman, some are Persian, some are Greek and some are
even tribal Arab monies, but most of them are Hebrew. This is also where
we found the bodies.”
Maximus glared at the lead‐man and demanded, “What are you
saying?”

“I am making no accusation, mind you, but it looks like this could
be part of the money missing from the temple.”
Maximus looked over toward Ithamar, then back at the lead‐man.
“Can you tell if there was a struggle, or what started the fire?”
Shaking his head, he answered “No. If the roof had not caved in we
would be able to tell about a struggle, but we really do not know why the
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fire started. There may have been a fight over the gold and a lamp knocked
over or something, but there is no way to know for sure…” his voice trailed
off and his head continued to move from side to side.
The prefect stood there, thinking for a few moments. Marcus had
been transferred to his charge for suspicion of stealing from the treasuries
of the occupied Greeks. He turned and left the lead‐man amongst the
rubble as he wound through the wreckage and back to Ithamar.
He scowled as he thought to himself; it looks as though Marcus’s
thievery has caught up with him. He shook his head as he walked by a few
of the people in the crowd, of which Mara was one. She strolled cautiously
over to within earshot of the two men and turned her back to them
pretending to watch the laborers.
Reaching Ithamar he blurted out angrily, “It seems, Hebrew, that
one of my advisors was in league with three of your scribes to steal the
temple funds. There may have been a struggle over the gold, which
resulted in the fire and their deaths.”
Maximus looked down at the ground, then up at the face of the tall
rabbi. “It is likely that your Eliasaph was killed earlier that night by one of
them. The man ben‐Jamin’s death may, or may not, have been unrelated.
We may never find out the reason he was killed or by who.”
Ithamar’s tension ceased as he breathed a sigh of relief. A weak
smile forced its way onto the rabbi’s lips. He soon got down to what really
interested him, asking, “Then…you have found the treasure?”

“Only one bag. We will continue to look through the rubble, but I
doubt it is there. More likely it has been hidden somewhere in the area, but
if all the thieves are dead, it may never be found.”
Ithamar’s face fell. He shook his head from side to side in distress,
as he contemplated the loss.
Maximus looked around the wreckage one more time. He threw up
his hands as he blurted out something angry and unintelligible. He spun
around, walked toward his chariot, and got in. There was a frustrated look
on his face as he rode away.
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Mara watched him go as the rabbi plodded slowly back toward the
temple, his head hanging low. She wandered casually back toward the
shop with comfort in her heart and a devious grin on her face.
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59
“Relief”
The women and the two boys sat around the table at the evening
meal. Even though the boys were dressed like gentlemen, their table
manners were appalling. They stuffed food into their mouths, chewed
loudly and almost ignored the flatware entirely.
They slapped each other on the back and playfully shoved each
other as they celebrated. “We fooled those Roman pigs and those Pharisee
—————, the stupid ——————!” Jori laughed out, spitting food out of
his mouth.
His cousin laughed and nodded in agreement. As he drew in air to
speak, a piece of meat sucked down the wrong way and he started to
choke. Tears ran down his face as he pounded on the table making plates
and utensils jump around. Jori slapped him on the back hard a few times.
When Elkanah finally stopped coughing, he started to beat on Jori
mischievously and soon the boys were rolling around on the floor,
punching and slapping each other.
The women looked on in resignation. Soon, the boys stopped their
frolicking and lay gasping on the floor.
Emoonah looked down on the boys and asked, “Well, what now?”
Mara looked at her and down at the boys. She cautioned, “We
cannot spend much of that gold. The Romans will still be looking for it. If
you have money all of a sudden it will look suspicious.”
Jori sat up with a disgusted look on his face. “So what do we do,
then?” His cousin still lay on the floor, but there was an introspective
expression in his eyes.
Finally he uttered, “I do not know how we can spend it right away,
but I think we can use it to make a lot more money…”
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His cousin looked at him and said scornfully, “What good is a lot
more money that we cannot spend?”
Elkanah grinned widely as he offered, “We just cannot spend it
here!” A confused look painted his cousin’s features. The younger one
continued, “You talked about going to Jerusalem. We will still go, but in a
few years. By then we will be rich as kings!”
Both the women looked at each other. They were as confused as
Jori. He asked his cousin, “How can we make money and still make it seem
like we have little? What is your plan?”
Elkanah got up off the floor and sat on the bench, away from the
two women. His grin got wider as he spoke. “There are six money lenders
in this town, are there not? Suppose we were to allow them to use some of
the gold from the temple—at interest, of course. We could make money the
same way they do.”
Mara asked, “But where would tell them you got the money? They
are sure to ask questions!”
The boy answered, “I think not. The chance of profit will cloud
their minds. It will also veil their eyes and close their lips. They are also
thieves, but of the kind nobody arrests!” He grinned again and a small
chuckle left his lips.
Emoonah looked frightened. “Those type of men are evil—and
they have dangerous friends working for them,” she uttered.
Jori sat and listened intently. “We can hire the same kind of men.
We have lots of money and that will buy us some loyalty … as long as it
holds out,” he mused.
His cousin added, “We will need someone to keep track of the
books. It is a must.” He looked at his mother and smiled deceitfully.
Emoonah sat up straight and with fire in her eyes said, “I will help
you both on two conditions!” The boys looked at her with questioning on
their faces.
Mara interrupted, “Help them help the money lenders steal from
the people in this town? What are you thinking?”
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Emoonah hushed her friend. She turned back to the boys and
continued, “One—No more breaking into houses and thieving. Two—and I
mean this—NO MORE KILLING! Agreed?”
Jori asked, “What of the strong‐drink business?”
Emoonah’s mouth twisted into a thoughtful grimace. She
answered, “You will need to make some money to live on until it is time to
relocate and even though I do not approve of it, that is a fairly honest
business, so you may continue to make it and sell it. Now, do you agree to
the conditions or not?”
The boys looked at each other and nodded. They each answered,
“Agreed!”
Mara sat there with a disgusted expression on her face. Finally she
got up, left the kitchen and stalked out the back door into the cool evening.
Emoonah followed her.
Elkanah looked at his cousin and remarked, “We need to hire some
protection, but where do we find the type of men we need? We are too
young to keep those kind in line.”
Jori looked at him and then away as he thought. A faint smile came
to his lips and a light to his eyes. “I think I know just the man.”
As the women stood outside, Emoonah offered, “I know you do
not approve of any of this and really, neither do I, but at least this way we
stand a better chance of keeping the two of them alive. They were almost
killed by that Roman. I never want to go through something like that
again!”
Mara softened and nodded her head. She looked up at the sky and
remarked, “If not for HaShem, we might all have been killed!”
Emoonah winced at the sound of that name. She still blamed
HaShem for all the bad that happened in their lives. She wondered where
Mara got her faith…she wasn’t even a Hebrew!
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60
“Allies”
It was an unseasonably warm night and the boys were on the hunt.
There was dust in the air and everything smelled old and dirty. The moon
hung lazily in a faded sky as night sounds echoed faintly though the
tainted atmosphere.
It took a while to find him, but there he was; standing guard
outside a door to the Roman armory. He was tall, lean and muscular. Every
part of him looked fierce; all except his sad eyes. He was the soldier at
Patch’s cross who had showed them kindness.
Seeing the boys come toward him he uttered, “Halt,” in a less than
forceful manner. He looked around to see if anyone was in earshot. A small
sad smile crept onto his lips as he watched them approach.
It took a moment of silence between them before anyone spoke.
Finally, the guard muttered, “I’m sorry about your father; it was rumored
that he was innocent…” his voice trailed off, and his eyes looked even
sadder.
Elkanah just nodded as Jori uttered, “Yes, he was, but is not why
we are here; we came to apologize to you. You were trying to be merciful
and I called you a Roman —————. I am sorry.”
The Roman’s sad smile became a cynical smirk as his eyes became
wary. “What did you two really come here about?” There was slyness in his
voice and caution in his manner.

“So,” Jori commented as he turned to his cousin, “he is smarter
than we thought.”
He turned his attention back to the Roman and asked, “What is
your name?”
The soldier looked both boys over for a long minute, then he
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answered, “I am Antonius.”

“I am Jori and this is my cousin Elkanah. We must now provide for
my mother and her friend now that father is dead.” He paused a moment
to paste a phony look of sadness onto his young face and then offered, “Let
us get down to business. How much does a soldier of your rank make?”

Joram was one of the minor‐league moneylenders in Nazareth and
was very busy trying to become larger. He was not eager to listen to the
boys at first; that is, until they sent him a few gold coins.
Standing in the their cluttered yard, he looked out of place in his
old but fancy robes and his deceased father’s out‐of‐date turban. His father
had been a small man and so was he. The black beard he wore was so big it
looked like he was hiding behind a shrub. His eyes were wet and cow‐like.
He had almost no nose. His oversized hands were smooth and without
calluses; he worked with his mind instead.
He climbed the ladder into Patch’s old house along with two of his
men, a pair of big but fat galoots who looked as if they would only get in
each other’s way.
Joram motioned to one of his men and he knocked on the
doorframe. A voice behind the threadbare curtain echoed, “Come in.” The
other man pulled it aside and Joram walked through it and into the room as
if he were some kind of royalty.
The boys were seated behind a table near a woven freestanding
screen. Stacks of gold coins covered the tabletop. There was also a large
leather bag that had coins almost falling out of it. On the bench near the
window sat Emoonah with a scroll and a quill pen. An inkwell sat on the
windowsill at her right hand. Her face was pale and she did not feel very
well. Her discomfort was disguised by a wry, distant smile and a firm
manner.
An evil smile washed across Joram’s face as his eyes locked on the
table. “This is not a business for a couple of boys and their mommy,” he
sneered. “Thank you for helping me to expand my operation so quickly!”
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He motioned to his men and they each started forward.
Jori clapped his hands twice and a large man stepped out from
behind the screen and stood in front of the table between it and Joram’s
oncoming help.
He was dressed in heavy boots, linen pants and knee‐length robes.
A heavy leather belt held an immense Arab scimitar on which a strong,
veiny hand rested. He wore a dark‐colored turban and his darkened face
was veiled so that only hard, angry eyes were visible.
Joram’s men stopped short. One of them looked over his shoulder
at his boss. There was a fearful expression on his face. Joram barked,
“WHAT DO I PAY YOU FOR? THERE IS ONLY ONE OF HIM AND TWO
OF YOU…BRING ME THAT GOLD!”
The sound of a heavy steel blade leaving a brass scabbard filled the
air as a glittering flash ran a thin cut across chest of one of Joram’s men and
stopped at the throat of the other. Footsteps echoed fast across the floor as
the moneylender suddenly found himself alone.
Jori offered in an amused tone, “It looks like you need to hire some
better men.” He, Elkanah and Emoonah broke out in laughter. The veiled
man stood silently; his sword now pointing toward Joram.
The laughter ended abruptly as Jori commanded, “Sit down!” in a
cold, angry voice.
For a moment Joram didn’t move; he just stood their like a statue,
then all at once he took a few steps forward and plopped down on the hard
wooden chair that was set out for him.
Jori’s voice was firm and a little hard as he spoke, saying, “Let us
get down to business. We have money that you can use to build your
operation. I have heard your interest rate is 100 percent a month. We will
give you a rate of 75 percent a month. How much shall we put you down
for?”
At first Joram said nothing. His wet eyes darted back and forth
between the two boys, Emoonah and their man. After a moment his eyes
locked on the gold‐covered table. As he slowly stood up the veiled man
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took a step backward still pointing the scimitar at the small moneylender.
As he reached inside his robe, the veiled man looked at him and
shook his head. Joram’s eyes met the man’s and he shook his head back at
him. He slowly drew his hand back out of his robe and came out with a
grimy charcoal pencil along with a piece of heavy paper rolled around a
small abacus. He grasped the pencil and paper in his right hand as he held
the abacus with his left.
Looking down on the stacks of coins, Joram’s long, smooth finger
started moving beads around on the little adding machine. He got a
thoughtful look on his face as he scribbled on the paper and went through
the process again.
This went on for several minutes. Finally Joram looked up and said
with a firm tone and a cunning smile, “For 50 percent, I can work with
you!”
Jori and Elkanah looked at each other and then back at Emoonah.
She shook her head. Jori glared at him and answered “70 percent” to which
Joram replied “55…”
Jori’s and Joram’s eyes locked. Neither of them flinched or blinked.
At last Jori forcefully answered, “We will split the difference…65 percent
and that is my final offer!” He looked at Joram with a defiant grin and
added, “After all, there are other money lenders in town we can deal with!”
Joram continued to try and stare the boy down. It wasn’t working,
so he broke his glare and said to Jori, “Agreed.” Within twenty minutes he
was gone with two large sacks of gold.
Their man removed the turban and veil to reveal the smooth,
Roman face of Antonius changed only by some burnt umber smoothed into
the area around his eyes and the bridge of his nose.
He sat down in the chair Joram had occupied and grunted as he
kneaded the muscles in his arms. He winced as he uttered, “These swords
are too heavy to be effective in close combat. No wonder we are able to
keep the Arab tribes at bay…” He held it up and looked at the long curving
blade as a grin broke out on his face. “They do scare the ———— out of
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people, though!” he said, chuckling.
Over the next several months the boys approached some of the
other moneylenders and made similar deals. They were able to recruit
other soldiers through Antonius and soon their secret business grew to
large proportions. Within the next eight years the material wealth of the
family grew by leaps and bounds.
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61
“Greed”
Using the weavers’ shop and the strong‐drink business for a cover,
the boys began their own money‐lending business after only five years into
supplying cash at interest to the citizens as well as other lenders in town.
Jori, now twenty‐four, had indeed taken over where Patch left off.
He looked very much like him; wide and stocky with a shock of black hair
and a twisted grin. Unlike his father, he rarely drank, but preferred to sell
strong‐drink to those who did. He spent a lot of time alone, just thinking—
mainly of ways to make more money. It had become the most important
thing in his life and he would go to any lengths to protect what he had.
There was an outbreak of disease that swept through the town,
taking many of the poorer people that could not afford the potions it took
to cure them. A small‐time moneylender named Phinehas, because of
uncollected loans to some of the dead, fell into debt with him.
Jori sent several of his men over to the house of the man, took
everything he had, and sold it. When it wasn’t enough to cover the debt, he
sold the entire family into slavery.
Phinehas tearfully begged him not to do it, but all Jori had to say
was, “A debt is a debt!”
Elkanah was a tall, grizzled twenty‐one‐year‐old with a mean
streak. Although Jori was much heavier, his cousin was strong and fast,
good with weapons and his fists. Much of what he knew came from
watching their Roman guard employees handle themselves in their own
brawls.
Elkanah had no more compassion than his cousin and was much
more brutal. If there was no money to be collected from a debtor, he would
beat them senseless time and again, or many times take a woman for his
“personal use” until the debt was paid. It could be a wife or a daughter—it
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really didn’t matter to him at all. For this practice of taking wives and
“spoiling” daughters, he was hated and feared in all quarters.
An angry young man, he would explode in unpredictable violence
that resulted in the injury of those much bigger than himself. Although not
very good‐looking, he was charismatic, witty and cynical. A born leader, he
had become the enforcer of the family. Backed by the Romans, they had
become the biggest moneylenders in town.
Emoonah wished she had never helped them with their business
venture. With all the money they made came much power, which they used
to evil effect; dabbling in extortion and “protection” as well as money
lending, they subjugated many of the business owners in Nazareth.
They had become more dangerous than anyone expected, going
from troublesome boys to deadly men. Emoonah had long since given up
any hope of controlling them. She was afraid of Elkanah’s temper and
because of his greed, she didn’t trust Jori.
Her hair was getting a little gray, but not because of age. She had
become ill over the last four or so years, sometime after the boys began
their money‐lending business. No one but Mara knew it. The money the
women made went out nearly as fast as it came in because they spent most
of it going from one doctor to another hoping to bring her some kind of
relief.
She and Mara had become inseparable. Two common interests kept
them together: Emoonah’s affliction and fear of Elkanah and Jori. Both the
women kept out of their way.
In the spring the young men went to Emoonah and Mara with
news. They had a messenger go ahead of them. As the runner sat in the
kitchen sipping a cup of tea Emoonah had prepared for him, the two
women just waited.
Mara looked the widow over with inquiring eyes. She looked pale
and a little weak. “Are you alright, Emoonah?” Mara asked already
knowing the answer.

“I…I still have…my problem…” she whispered back, her eyes
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darting from the messenger and back to her friend.

“Are you going to another doctor to see what can be done about
this? You have had your ‘problem’ for,” Mara’s eyes moved toward the
ceiling and she looked like she was counting in her head. “Some four years
now,” she commented.

“I still have some of the medicine the last doctor gave me. I thought
I would give it a couple of more days to work. If it does not, there is an old
healer I heard about. I will go to her the day before Shabbat.”
Mara looked a little worried. “I hope you know what you are
doing…”
All at once the door swung open and the cousins came in. They
entered the shop with two large men, who carried a heavy chest between
them. As they all ambled through the building, they found the women back
in the kitchen.
Jori grinned his crooked grin and spoke first. “Well ladies, we have
big news, we are going to Jerusalem!” Elkanah just stood there with a
corrupt look in his eyes and a smirk on his face. The two women just
looked at each other in a combination of disbelief and relief.
Jori continued, “This town is too small to squeeze any real money
from it. It is time to move on! After all, we have our futures to think about.”
Emoonah was torn. She didn’t want to see Elkanah go, but she was
tired of living life in fear of his violent outbursts. Besides, her affliction
made life difficult enough. She was sorry for all the pain that life brought
him, and what he had become, but it was well past the time where she
could do anything to change him.
Jori kept on talking. “We leave at the end of the week. We have
wagons being packed as we speak and a contingent of Roman soldiers who
will be ‘retiring’ from military duty.” An arrogant smirk twisted his face
and a small chuckle issued from his mouth. He looked at Elkanah and
nodded.
Elkanah looked squarely at the two women and spoke. “We
wanted to thank you for all the help you have given us over the years. This
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will take care of you for the rest of your lives; you will never have to work
again!” He motioned to the men with the chest and they brought it
forward, grunting as they hefted it onto the table and opened it.
Emoonah and Mara just stared. There was more gold in it than
either of them had ever seen—more than ten times the gold that had come
from the temple so many years ago.
Emoonah drew a breath to start to contest the gift, but Mara knew
what she was thinking and nudged her under the table. She smiled a warm
but imitation smile at the men and purred, “Oh, you two…We love you
both for your generosity, but this is far too much money for a couple of old
women like us.”
Elkanah’s eyes narrowed as his temper started to flare. Emoonah
saw it coming and looking toward her friend, spoke in a soothing tone
saying, “Nonsense, Mara…I am sure we can put this to good use!” She
smiled sweetly at her son and murmured, “You boys are so thoughtful!”
Jori and Elkanah looked at each other with pride. Jori spoke loudly
to no one in particular. “Let us go…we have much to do before the week is
out!” They turned to go and five sets of footsteps sounded on the floors as
the large front doors opened and then shut.
There was silence for a moment and then Emoonah spoke. “They
seek to make me a lady of leisure, but they do not know that much of this
money will most likely be spent on doctors.”
Mara nodded and was quiet for a time, just looking at the gold
coins nearly falling out of the chest. She shook her head in small motions as
she muttered, “I wonder that maybe we are going about your healing the
wrong way…”
Emoonah looked at her in confusion. After a long pause, she
uttered, “How do you mean?”
Mara looked her full in the face and answered, “We would have
certainly been killed if we tried at the time, but I have always felt guilty
about not being able to return the money to the temple. I thought that it
might have something to do with your disease. I wonder if giving back
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what was stolen might heal you. After all, you have been ‘unclean’ for most
of eight years now … perhaps HaShem would have mercy on you if you
gave back his gold.”
Emoonah looked at her in surprise. “I did not know you felt that
way … I felt guilty too—I wanted so badly to find some way to get that
money back, but do you really think that returning it might heal me?”
Mara’s voice became smooth as she put a hand on the Emoonah’s
and said, “I do not know—but how could it hurt to try it?” She smiled
widely and offered, “We could give HaShem all that was stolen and some
more for interest and see what happens. We would still have plenty left to
spend on healers if need be…”
Emoonah shot her a cynical look and answered, “In order to give
the money back to HaShem we would have to give it to the Pharisees. You
know I have no use for them.”
Her friend replied, “Neither have I, but we must remember that we
would be giving the money to HaShem, not to them. Perhaps He would
heal you. Does not His mercy endure forever?”
A look of desperation broke the surface of the widow’s face as she
cried in a voice filled with misery, “I am so frightened Mara… I have to be
healed—I have to be!” Emoonah broke down into sobs of anguish as she
fell into Mara’s arms. Her friend held her tightly and rocked her back and
forth, stroking her long, dark hair.
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62
“Leaving”
It was early in the day just after sunrise. A warm, light breeze
whispered through the air blowing dust along the ground and around the
wheels of a small caravan of wagons that sat at the outskirts of town. Many
of the wagons, though small, were heavily built to carry the weight of all
the gold and other treasure the cousins had accumulated throughout the
years.
At the front of the line Jori sat in the plush rear seat of an old but
ornate horse‐drawn carriage behind his driver. He did not drive partly
because his right hand did not have the strength to handle the reigns of a
team of oxen, but mostly because, in his mind, driving was for the lower
classes. He was now a rich man, well above such labor. His nose was in the
air and he acted as if he was better than everyone else.
There was a long, fancily carved staff in his hand and he watched
its golden head glint in the morning sun. Overdressed in gaudy robes and a
gilt‐trimmed turban, he looked like some sort of middle‐class potentate. He
had money, but inside he was still the same poor thief and a son of a thief.
Elkanah wore traveling clothes that were more appropriate for the
day, but looked as if they could have been worn by a soldier; heavy
enclosed boots, leather armor under loose robes and a padded leather
helmet that was wrapped in cloth to look like a turban. His wary eyes
darted around as if he was afraid he was missing something.
As a crew of workers scurried around adding bundles and boxes to
the load, he was in motion through the line, checking the parcels. His
movements were taut and fidgety. He hastened about pulling on the ropes
used as tie‐downs to see if any were loose or frayed. He seemed very
preoccupied.
Emoonah and Mara walked up and stood nearby. Both of them had
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mixed feelings. As her friend gazed up and down the line of wagons, the
widow walked over to Elkanah.
Hearing the sound of footsteps on the gravel under her feet, he
spun around with a dagger in his hand as if he was being attacked. She
gasped and hopped back a few steps; her eyes wide with fright.
Seeing it was his mother, Elkanah lowered the knife and a weak
smile came to his face. “Oh, it is you,” he uttered. “Sorry,” he said glancing
at the dagger as he returned it to its sheath. “What is it you want?” he
asked as he looked back at her.

“I came to see you both off,” she said as her breathing returned to
normal. Glancing around, she asked, “Did you not say that some of the
Roman soldiers were coming with you? Where are they?”
A sly grin pushed its way through Elkanah’s nervousness as he
responded, “Roman soldiers enlist for many years—some for life. They
cannot just leave if they no longer want to serve in the armies. A few days
ago a couple of the ones who work for us ‘disappeared.’ Then more soldiers
were assigned to go and look for them. Any of those in the search parties
who were not working for us were killed by the others. More were sent
after them and more after that. This went on until all our soldiers were out
‘searching’ for the others. They are all camped about ten miles from here on
the road to Jerusalem.”

“You boys seem to have thought of everything…”
His chest puffed out and his grin grew slyer still as Elkanah stated
confidently, “We have!”
The widow looked him in the face asking, “Then why are you so
nervous?” She shifted her gaze to the dagger on her son’s belt.
The broad, sly grin quickly became an angry, narrow‐eyed grimace.
Elkanah spun around and went back to his work, saying nothing.
She moved forward and put her hand warmly on her son’s
shoulder as he again turned around. Her small hand touched his cheek as
she looked into his troubled eyes.
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“I do not know why you are so worried, but let me give you
something that has brought me luck over the years.” She reached into her
cloak and brought out a tiny sack, which she opened, spilling the contents
into her hand: six old silver coins.

“This small bit of money?” Elkanah was stunned. There was an
incredulous look on his face. “What could anyone buy with that?”

“What you could buy with it is not the point. These are the
remaining six of the eight coins that Nicodemus gave to us on the night we
fled Jerusalem. We never needed them because HaShem brought us to
Nazareth without paying for our fare.” She put the coins back in the sack
and tucked it into her son’s belt.
The angry look returned to Elkanah’s face as he yanked the bag out
of his belt. “WE PAID NO FARE IN MONEY…BUT WE PAID! AND I AM
STILL PAYING! ‘HASHEM’!” He bellowed as he spit on the ground. He
looked at the small bag and threw as hard as he could without looking
where it went and spun back around to go back to work. A feeble “Good‐
bye, Mother,” ushered from his lips.
A sad, darkened expression clouded the widow’s face. Seeing there
was no point in trying to continue any further conversation, Emoonah
slowly turned and walked back over to her friend.
Jori called over to Elkanah, “Are we leaving soon, Cousin? We have
far to go!”
Still annoyed at his mother, Elkanah snapped loudly over his
shoulder, “We leave when we leave—not sooner!”
Jori picked himself up off the seat and with a bogus grace strolled
over to where his cousin worked.
He stood glaring at Elkanah’s back, then ordered, “Turn around!”
Elkanah turned slowly to face him.
Jori sneered, “I do not know who you think you are talking to, but
it had better not be me. We have long to go and we will not spend the time
at each other’s throats.”
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At first Elkanah just looked at his feet like a small boy who was
caught doing something he shouldn’t. When he looked up, Jori saw that his
cousin wore a tired, confused look that made him uneasy.

“What is bothering you, Cousin? I have never seen you act this way
before. Are you unsure about leaving?” A sympathetic smile slowly pulled
up one side of his mouth as Jori put a hand on Elkanah’s shoulder. He
continued, “I know it is hard to leave everything that you know, but… “
Elkanah cut him off. “No, it is not that…” His voice trailed off.

“What then?” Jori asked.
Looking around at nothing in particular, his cousin answered, “I do
not know… something is just wrong! I have a bad feeling—about
everything!”
Jori felt bad for his cousin, but, in his mind, he just brushed it off as
a case of nerves. He took Elkanah by both shoulders, turned him toward
himself and looked him in the face. His crooked grin twisted one side of his
face as he exclaimed, “We have a strong army, much provision and plenty
of gold! We have nothing to worry about. Everything will fine—just fine!”
He playfully slapped Elkanah lightly on the face a couple of times
and said, “Cheer up, Cousin!” As Jori turned and walked away, he called
over his shoulder, “This is the beginning of a great adventure—you will
see!” Jori briskly strolled back over and hopped into his carriage, never
seeing the small leather bag that lay crumpled in the corner of its floor.
Elkanah went back to his work as a few hours went by. Mara and
Emoonah never left until the caravan started up and rolled out of town, Jori
in his carriage and Elkanah on a camel riding alongside. Elkanah looked
back from time to time as Nazareth slowly dropped from view. When it
finally was no more than a memory, he looked ahead to the trip to
Jerusalem, but the sense of dread never left him.
The caravan moved ceaselessly, not stopping all day. As sunset
turned to dusk, the glow from a large fire just over the next rise caught
their eyes.
Coming up over the small hill, the procession came upon the camp
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of the deserting Roman guards. Antonius was the first to come over to greet
them. Gone was his military clothing and in its place were traveling clothes
that looked as though Bedouin tribesmen had made them. His face was tan
and no longer shaven but now had several days’ growth of beard. He was
starting to appear as if he was native to the Middle East. Jori looked around
to see that all the troops were dressed in a similar way and had half grown‐
beards.

“Good evening, gentlemen!” Antonius called to the cousins. “I
hope your trip was not tiring. You had better get some food and rest; we
leave at daybreak.”
Elkanah guided his camel to within an uncomfortable distance to
the Roman and hissed, “Do not forget who is in charge here, Roman. We
give the orders—not you!”
An insolent grin sneaked onto Antonius’ face as he retorted, “There
are still troops out looking for us. If you would like to stay and greet them,
you are more than free to do so, but my men and I face a slow, painful
death if we are caught. We leave at dawn…you can do as you like!”
As Elkanah and the Roman both tried to stare each other down, Jori
spoke up. “It is important that we stay ahead of any troops. I, too, say we
leave at dawn.”
Elkanah turned his belligerent stare toward his cousin, but Jori just
gave it back. After a very long moment Elkanah turned his camel and rode
off, fuming. Jori turned back to Antonius and apologetically offered, “I do
not know what has gotten into him. He has been acting strangely since
before we left Nazareth.”
Antonius just nodded and smiled a strange little smile. He turned
and looked at Elkanah’s back as he rode his camel abruptly out of camp
and into the darkness.
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63
“The Journey”
Dawn came too quickly for Jori and Elkanah. As the caravan
lurched across the desert landscape the smell of dust stung their nostrils
and made their eyes tear. Elkanah sat with Jori in the open coach as his
camel trudged along tied to its side. Jori looked as tired as he felt and
Elkanah tried to fight sleep, but dozed on and off just the same.
They were moving fast because the Romans were intent on putting
as much distance between Nazareth and the caravan as possible. There was
not even time to stop and eat, so everyone snacked on what was in their
saddlebag or whatever they had left over from the cold breakfast of the
early morning.
After a couple hours of catnapping, Elkanah sat up in the coach.
His eyes darted around and his face held the same anxious expression he
had worn since before they left.
Jori studied him for a long time. He had known his cousin since he
was five and had seem him go through many changes, but he had never
seen him so on edge. Finally, he blurted out with great compassion,
“Cousin, I want you to tell me what is bothering you.”
Elkanah turned to Jori and looked at him long and hard. His face
was a picture of worry. He turned his eyes away from his cousin shook his
head slightly from side to side, and he muttered, “I do not know, but
something is wrong…very wrong. I feel as though we might die on this
trip.”
Jori smiled at Elkanah warmly and asked in his most amiable voice,
“Why would you think that? We travel with a large band of professional
soldiers. We could defend ourselves against any outside force!”
Elkanah’s face changed from worry to confusion. He was quiet for
a moment and then he just muttered, “I cannot put my finger on ‘why.’ The
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uneasiness is not coming from here,” he said pointing to his head, “but in
here!” He put a hand over his heart.
Jori looked hard at him and carefully thought about his cousin’s
words. Elkanah wasn’t the nervous type and it wasn’t like him to be afraid
for no reason, so Jori sat back and did what he did best—think.
Elkanah reached outside the coach to untie the reigns of his camel.
As he stood up and prepared to climb onto the beast, he said, “I need to
ride alone for a while.” Looking back over his shoulder to his cousin, a
weak smile formed on his mouth. He turned, mounted up and rode off.
Jori looked out over the desert landscape. Heat lifted from the
ground in waves, distorting the mountains far off in the distance. Nothing
else moved. It was as if the caravan was completely alone in the world and
that they were the only people in it. He looked down for only half a second,
but that was long enough for him to notice a small leather sack that lay on
the floor near a corner. He bent down to pick it up and felt the coins in it.
He opened it up and poured them into his palm. “I guess Elkanah must
have dropped this,” he muttered, but he really didn’t think so. He put the
coins back in the sack, tucked it into his belt and went back to thinking.
Lost in thought, he didn’t notice that the light breeze was turning
into a wind. Also unnoticed was Antonius riding up until he was almost on
top of the coach. When the Roman called to him, Jori jumped with a start.

“You two are the most nervous men I have ever known!” the
Roman quipped with a grin then said, “It looks a sandstorm might be on
the way. We should camp here and tie down for the night. Where is your
cousin?”

“I do not know; he rode off a little while ago. Are you sure we can
afford to stop? What about the troops that are looking for you?”

“We cannot travel in a sandstorm and they will not find us in one.
When it is over all our tracks will be gone. We will be able to travel at a
much more leisurely pace! I will go and find Elkanah.” The Roman offered
as his grin turned into a smile. The Roman’s words and manner were
comforting to Jori, but now he also was a little uneasy as his cousin’s words

282

TWO THIEVES

sunk into his mind.
The caravan rolled to a stop and a flurry of activity started as
soldiers and workmen went about securing everything down. Jori busied
himself with some of the work and then hid from the coming storm in an
enclosed wagon. Elkanah came riding up with Antonius next to him and
went inside the wagon with his cousin.
As they made themselves comfortable both the men now had that
same nagging doubt. Was there really more wrong than either one of them
knew?
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64
“Betrayal”
Over the next few days the cousin’s apprehension grew steadily.
The Romans looked at them as though they were greatly amused. They
spoke among themselves in Latin and laughed in a way that made Jori and
Elkanah even more uncomfortable.
On the sixth day of the trip, they came face to face with the reason
for their uneasiness as they walked out of their sleeping quarters.
Surrounding their wagon was nearly every Roman in the camp. They all
wore cheery, cynical smiles and each one had a weapon in his hand.
Antonius stood in the center of the crowd. He spoke first.

“Good morning gentlemen!” His tone was mocking. “I hope you
will not be too disturbed, but there is to be a change of plans.”
Jori interrupted him in a cynical, mocking tone. “You intend to take
over this caravan and leave us here in the desert…am I correct?”
A satisfied grin spread itself across the Roman‘s face as he
answered Jori. “I always said you were a smart man, but unfortunately, just
a little too trusting.”

“I prefer to call it optimistic,” Jori sneered, “but that is a mistake I
will not make again!”
He was quiet for a moment, but abruptly, Jori’s face became
grieved—almost sorrowful. He looked at Antonius and asked, “Why is it
that you do this to us? I thought we treated you well all these years. You,
“Jori stated as he looked at all the faces in the crowd, “ALL of you, have
become wealthy men working for us. Have you no gratitude?”
The smile left Antonius’ face, but the cynicism stayed. “You have
no idea what we were forced to put up with; you stayed in your counting
house while we had to take orders from that arrogant dolt!” he said,
pointing to Elkanah.
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The Roman’s face twisted into an ugly sneer as he continued, “Day
in and day out for years, we watched him swagger around like a moronic
general…talking to us like we were dirt…or less! We spent most of our
time babysitting him, bailing him out of trouble because he could not keep
his stupid mouth shut! It is because of him that none us have any respect or
caring for either of you!”
Jori asked him, “Then why did you not come to me?”
The Roman simply replied, “Would you have listened?”
As the two men bantered back and forth, Elkanah just stood
there—his face painted with a look of astonishment. All at once, an
unintelligible grunt of rage flew from his lips as a quick movement sent his
dagger flying through the air toward to Roman’s robe‐covered chest.
Antonius saw it coming, but didn’t move a muscle. A metallic clank
sounded in the air as the dagger bounced away. A disgusted expression
twisted Antonius’ face as the blade hit the ground, a puff of dust rising
from where it fell.
Several soldiers reared back ready to hurl their spears, but
Antonius shouted, “Hold!” The look of astonishment on Elkanah’s face
became complete surprise and shock. His eyes were wild with rage. He
spat on the ground and railed at the Roman, “You had better finish us now,
you Roman —————, or I will find you and cut your black heart from
under that breastplate!”
Jori looked at Elkanah and then to Antonius. Sadness overcame
him as he realized the Roman was right.

“The smile returned to Antonius’ face as he responded. “We will
not have to ‘finish’ you; the desert will do that for us!”
Jori looked hard at Antonius and then, with a pleasant lilt in his
voice asked, “Can we not make a deal of some sort? After all, there is
plenty of gold. If we gave you half of it, could you not take us to Jerusalem?
You could leave us after that and you would never see us again.”
The Roman stared through narrow eyes at the two cousins for what
seemed like a very long time before he answered. As he did a cynical smile
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twisted his lips as he spoke. “YOU have nothing to bargain with. This gold
is now ours—ALL OF IT! We did ALL of your dirty work plus babysitting
your cousin while you sat around counting the spoils. We have earned it
and we are taking it—every last coin!
Jori swallowed hard as he asked in a fearful voice, “So you really
mean to leave us here with no food or water?”
Antonius’ face and manner softened as he answered him, saying
“Of course not! Things have not been all bad between us. We owe you
better treatment than that…”
He made a motion in the air and the crowd parted to reveal two
chairs around a beautifully set table covered with a thick linen tablecloth.
Bronze place settings sat alongside platters of food. Several skins of water
hung on the chairs. There was Turkish coffee, and even a jug of wine or
two.

“These provisions should keep you for at least three days.”
Antonius said with a grin in his voice. “Unfortunately, we are at least ten
days by foot from any town or village…”
Again Jori spoke asking, “But how will we protect ourselves
against any beasts that may be out here? Would you not leave us a weapon
of SOME sort?”
A thin smile came to Antonius’ lips as he answered. “His dagger
lies over there…” he said pointing at the dusty knife, “and I have been
meaning to give this to you!” The Roman reached under his cloak, brought
out something wrapped in leather and tossed it at Jori’s feet.
He picked it up and unwrapped it as old memories came rushing
back to him. It was the crude hooked knife his father had made for him
when he was still a boy. The leather thong that had used to strap it to his
wrist was still hanging from it. He stared at it for a long time as thoughts of
his father and picking pockets with him and young Elkanah brought a
lonely sadness to him. Even after all the years, he still hurt for Patch.
Antonius proclaimed in a loud voice, “It is time for us to leave!” He
called to a pair of soldiers, “Please escort these gentlemen to their table!”
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The soldiers walked around the back of the two men and started to
walk them toward it. Elkanah spun and tried to punch one of them, but
with a quick movement by one of the soldier‘s spears, he was struck to the
ground unconscious.
Antonius just shook his head. He pointed to Elkanah as he
appealed to Jori, “You see? This is what we have spent years doing—
protecting him from himself! I give him and the rest of your lives, as short
as they may to be, to you! May your Hebrew God have mercy on you
both!”
With a shouted order by Antonius, the caravan started off toward
the west and the coast. It quickly moved into the distance. Jori looked at
Elkanah, still crumpled on the ground and said wistfully, “Ah, Cousin …
you were never so much trouble when you were small.” He walked over to
the table, plopped down in one of the chairs and poured himself some of
the coffee.
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65
“A Disagreement”
Elkanah awoke with a dizzy headache as he found his way to a
semi‐upright position. He continued to try to sit and he held his fragile
head in his hands groaning. Hearing movement, he slowly opened his eyes,
squinting up at the imposing figure looming over him.
A large hand reached down and took him from under the armpit
and lifted him to his feet as the sympathetic voice of Jori asked, “Are you
alright, Cousin?”
Elkanah smiled weakly at Jori and responded, “Yes…I think so…”
Jori, in a smiling voice, answered, “Good!” as a hard, open right
hand smashed against Elkanah’s face, once again knocking him to the
ground.
Elkanah howled in pain and surprise, “Why do you hit ME? Those
Romans are our enemy! What is wrong with you?”
Jori bellowed, “If you had not treated them like filth this never
would have happened! We would still be riding to Jerusalem and not on
our way to a slow death!”
His cousin shouted at him, “They ARE filth! Look at what they
have done! And you blame it on me?”

“You are the reason for they have done this to us!” Jori hollered at
him. “Do you not remember how we met Antonius? How kind he was to
us? But you treated him and all the soldiers he brought to us like dogs…it
is no wonder they abandoned us here. You returned evil for good, and for a
very long time. You IDIOT!”
Rage filled Elkanah’s eyes and twisted his face. He jumped up and
charged his cousin. Jori swung at him again, but Elkanah ducked the blow
and hit him hard in the midsection. Jori grunted and fell on his rump
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holding his gut.
Elkanah smiled grimly as he chided, “You have spent too many
years sitting and counting money, Cousin! I never would have been able to
knock you down like that ten years ago!” His head went back as a hearty
laugh bellowed out of his mouth.
Jori took that opportunity to pitch forward and grab Elkanah by the
front of his robe at the belt line. He pulled him down and grabbed him at
the neck. He then lifted his cousin over his head as he stood up and threw
him like a rag doll about seven feet away. He landed on his back with a
thud, a heavy grunt and a cloud of dust.
Jori put his hands on his knees as he bent over. He breathed hard as
he belittled Elkanah saying, “I am not too weak to throw you around, you
little ————!”
Jori fell back on his butt again and sat there gasping for breath.
After a few moments resting, he stated blandly, “I am out of shape…but it
looks like we will get plenty of exercise trying to get out of this fix!”
Elkanah grunted as he rolled over. He grumbled, “Where do think
we are?”

“We are six days out of Nazareth and not yet to Nain.” Jori looked
to the East and saw the mountains in the distance. He looked to the west
and saw nothing but the vast expanse of desert. “I say we head Southeast
and try to make it there.”
Elkanah thought for a brief moment of going after the caravan, but
shrugged off the idea in favor of trying to survive. “Do you think we can
make it?” he asked with an unsure tone in his voice. “The Romans said we
were ten days from anywhere.”
Jori looked at him and smiled in a reassuring manner. He grinned
as he answered. “I do not think they know about Nain; it is such a small
place.” He looked up at the sun and back at Elkanah. “Shortly it will be too
hot to travel by day on foot. Let us get out of the sun and we will start for
Nain tonight when it cools down!”
Elkanah looked confused. “Get out of the sun?” He looked around.
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“Where?”
Jori grinned wider and said in a confident tone, “Why, under the
table, of course!” With that he stood up and walked over to it. He took off
his cloak, laid it on top of the table and gathered some of the food into it.
Elkanah followed him over and did the same. When they had everything
off the top of the table they both bent down and crawled under the heavy
linen tablecloth.
As they lay down, Jori commented, “We had better get some rest;
we have a long way to go come sundown. They tossed and turned for quite
a while before falling into a badly broken sleep. Anger and anxiety made
them restless and uneasy. They awoke tired as they packed up and started
across the wilderness.
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66
“The Desert”
The cold night sent a chill through the cousins as they hiked in
silence along the dark desert landscape toward the distant hills. Looking up
at the night sky, they saw that the moon was only a sliver, but the stars
shed more light than either thought was possible. Rocks and scrub stood
out as if they were trying to be seen. They seemed to be making good time.
Jori walked along thinking, as usual. Every now and then a desert
sound would snap him out of the deepness of his thought, but he would
sink back into it just as fast. He felt the weight of his old wrist knife slap
against his thigh, which made him think of Patch and how much he missed
him.
He thought about Elkanah—how angry and timid he was before
Patch built him the dummy and helped him to conquer his fears. He
thought about Emoonah and Mara; they were really the only mothers he
had ever known. He thought about how kind they had been to him and
how indifferent he had been to them. He felt bad about it. He thought
about lots of things, but mostly how they might be able to start over; where
they would get money to start the strong‐drink business again, or what else
they might do to start rebuilding their fortune. One thing he was sure of;
unless something happened to bring in a lot of money at once, they would
be poor for the rest of their lives.
Elkanah just thought about how they might get revenge on the
Romans. He fantasized about finding them and killing them one by one. He
could almost feel the flesh give way and smell the blood as he plunged his
imaginary dagger into Antonius’ chest. It was then that he decided he
would do anything to live in order to get his vengeance.
The night went fast. Just before dawn the cousins came upon a field
of stones of various sizes. Elkanah looked around and saw that many of
them could be used to make a shade. He offered, “This would be a good
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place to spend the day,” and explained his idea to Jori. His cousin nodded
in agreement and they went to work.
When they were almost done Jori unfolded the thick linen
tablecloth and covered the stone den they made as Elkanah got out some of
the food.

“How are we doing for water?” Jori asked.
“Pretty good, I think. We did not use much last night, but we
should drink some today before it gets too hot and we get overly thirsty!”
It is getting hot already. Let us take off our cloaks and cover the
tablecloth with them; it will make it cooler in there during the day.”
Elkanah nodded in agreement and both men added their garments
to the makeshift roof. They both had some food and water and crawled into
the den to get some rest.
Jori lay back and tried to close his eyes, but they wouldn’t stay
shut. His mind raced vainly as thoughts of remaking their lifestyle bounced
around in his head.
Elkanah noticed his cousin’s restlessness and commented, “You
had better turn off your brain, Cousin, if you want to get any rest at all!”

“Easier said than done,” Jori retorted with the one‐sided grin on his
lips.

“What are you thinking about, anyway?”
“Lots of things, but mostly how to rebuild our fortune.”
“I say that once we get to Nain, we spend a year making enough
money to buy arms and hire a few good men. Then we go after that Roman
————, Antonius! Once we find him, we kill him and the rest of those —
————, and take our fortune back!”
Jori turned his crooked grin toward Elkanah. “A brave plan, but
one that is sure to get us killed. What could a handful of even the hardest
men do against some fifty‐odd, well‐trained soldiers? And after a year, how
would we find them? No, cousin. We must start over…”
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“With what? Even if we tried to sell what the Romans left on the
table, we would be lucky to get a few copper coins from the lot of it!”
The word “coins” rang through Jori’s head. “COINS!” he almost
shouted out. “I found these on the floor of the carriage a couple of days
ago!” he pulled the small leather bag out of his belt and poured them into
his hand. “Are they yours?”
Elkanah looked at them and a sick expression twisted his face.
“They were my mother’s. A Pharisee gave them to her to help get us out of
Jerusalem after my father was killed. We never used them because we were
captured by … the slavers.”
Jori looked with sorrow at his cousin. He understood what those
coins represented to him and knew why the nauseated look covered his
face. “I am truly sorry for everything that happened to you, Cousin, but
these few silver coins are our only way of taking control of our future. With
them, we can find lodging, get all the supplies we need to start up the
strong‐drink business again and still have most of it left over. Nain is a
small, poor town, but I am sure we could make enough to move on to a
bigger place after a while. I have always wanted to live near the Sea of
Galilee and we could really grow rich there. Lots of wealthy people live in
that area!”
Elkanah still looked nauseous and now he looked depressed as
well. He stuffed the sack into the ephod he wore as underclothes as he
grumbled, “It will take years to regain what we had—if we ever do!”

“Let us now work on getting out of this wilderness before we
concern ourselves with that. It will take us at least five more nights to make
it to Nain. If we are not careful, we will run out of food and water before
then.”
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67
“Hardship”
The cousins were not so lucky on the next two nights of travel. The
hardscrabble dirt and scrub gave way to thick, fine sand. Their feet sunk
into it, making walking slower and more tiring. Their legs ached and they
went through more food and water than they wanted to. When day came
there was nothing to build a shelter with, so they had to dig a hole with
their hands and cover themselves again with their cloaks and the tablecloth.
The sun seemed hotter than ever. They got little rest.
Night was falling on the fourth day and they were packing up to
start walking again. Elkanah was pale and exhausted. He looked over at
Jori and saw he looked about the same.

“How much further to Nain, Cousin?”
Jori looked over at him and answered, “Right now I am more
concerned with getting out of this sand!” He spoke in an exasperated tone.
His expression was one of despair.
A minor frenzy seemed to overtake Jori as he looked around at the
desert nightscape. “I heard that there was a finger of desert sand that ran
across the valley near Nain, but I never thought it would be so wide!” Panic
ran through his voice as he spoke. His head spun toward Elkanah as he
asked, “How much water do we have left?”
Elkanah had never seen Jori look as frightened as this and it scared
him. He looked in the water skin and saw that there was little left; about
enough for one more night—maybe a little more. With every ounce of
courage he had left, he put a relaxed smile on his face and said “Do not
worry, Cousin; we have plenty!”
Seeing his cousin look so calm made Jori feel better and he smiled
back. They packed up what little they had left and started out again toward
the East. As they walked, they did not speak, but concentrated on walking
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in the sand. Jori’s usually active mind was concerned with only one
thought: Would they ever get out of this desert?
Around the third watch of the night, Elkanah thought he saw some
boulders and ratty trees off in the distance. He squinted in their direction,
but was unsure. He asked Jori, who was looking down at his feet and
trudging forward lost in thought, “Cousin, are those trees out there?”
Jori’s head snapped up and swung quickly from side to side as his
eyes reached as far as they could into the night. “Where…where??”
Elkanah pointed toward the southeast and answered, “Over there;
see it?”
Jori continued to strain in the direction that Elkanah pointed until
finally, in a voice filled with excitement, he bellowed out, “Yes…yes…I
think they are! We are finally free of this cursed sand!”
As they turned and smiled at each other, Elkanah asked Jori, “How
long until get to Nain, Cousin?”

“Two more nights…maybe three and we will be there!”
Jori’s voice was jubilant, but Elkanah felt sick. His cousin noticed
the expression on his face and asked, “What is wrong cousin? Are you
alright?”
Elkanah looked down and confessed, “I lied before, so you would
not worry; there is very little water left. Only enough for tonight—maybe a
little more.”
At first, Jori looked distressed; his mouth dropped open and panic
colored his expression. Then all at once he picked up, puffed his chest out
and proclaimed, “We will make it to Nain, water or no water! In a couple of
hours we will be out of this sand and make up for all the time we lost. We
are both too strong for this desert; it will NOT beat us!”
Elkanah smiled confidently and bellowed out, “NO … It will
NOT!”
They kept walking, but now they headed for the trees. Three hours
later they were on hard ground again. In two more hours, dawn was
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breaking in front of them.
They were a couple miles out past the finger of sand and the
mountains loomed larger in front of them. They built a shelter with some
rocks, some branches from the scrubby trees scattered around them, the
tablecloth and cloaks. Then they crawled inside to wait out the day.
As the cousins settled in, they both had a small amount of the
water. Elkanah suggested, “We should save the rest for tonight.”

“Agreed,” Jori responded.
They both tried to sleep, but it was amazing to them how, even
though there seemed to be nothing around, the desert sounds were so
different from night to day. It was nothing either one of them could put
their finger on. It was as if invisible forces sprung into action the minute the
sun came up and it definitely got louder. Rest was harder to get.
Although he made a good show of confidence, Elkanah was
worried. Two or three more nights without water? he thought. Can we
make it?
Jori’s false bravery hid a near terror. He was panic stricken and was
sure that soon they would be dead. He could almost imagine the vultures
circling.
The restless day was followed by a hard night. The two men
plodded along in near silence. Elkanah looked straight ahead with a blank
expression. He thought about his mother and the six silver coins. He
thought about the Romans and how he wanted to hunt them down and
deal with them in the same way he dealt with the dummy of Osama so long
ago. He thought about the unjust deaths of his father and his uncle. He
thought about all those who wronged him and his family. As he thought,
his mind filled with anger. There were too many people to whom he owed
retribution for him to die just yet. Worry was replaced by a determination
he never had before. It was then that he decided that they were going to
make it to Nain, period.
Jori looked down at the ground as he put one foot ahead of the
other. Dread and regret filled his mind. He was tired and thirsty. His
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mouth was dry and his pulse pounded. He felt as if his head would
explode. He looked up to see if the mountains looked any closer, but they
didn’t. There was nothing to do but to keep walking and try not to think
too much. If he couldn’t do the last one, he would not be able to do the first
for very much longer.
Day came much too quickly. Again they put together a makeshift
shelter and settled in. Neither one spoke hardly at all, or slept much either.
At sunset they finished the last of the water and moved on again. They both
felt tired and weak and they moved a lot slower.
They traveled like this for two more nights, wondering if maybe
they were far enough off course to have missed the small town altogether.
On the third night the moon was half full and it illuminated the
desert landscape in an eerie light as they started out for another night of
walking. The cousins looked at each other and both saw faces that were
gaunt and empty‐eyed. Elkanah still had anger in his heart, but his legs
ached and felt rubbery.
Fear had, for the most part, overrun Jori. His thoughts were of
nothing but the untimely death of his cousin and himself. He trembled as
he trudged forward.
All at once he started to shake. He fell to his knees and began
convulsing as he tried to vomit. Nothing came out but a violent retching
sound.
Elkanah dropped down next to him and put a hand on his back
and side to try and comfort him, but suddenly Jori sprung upright. The
back of his head smacked Elkanah’s jaw with a resounding crack and a
trickle of blood ran from the side of his mouth. He was knocked back on his
right hip and thigh as he grunted and groaned in shock and pain.
Jori’s eyes went wide with madness as he found his feet and
lurched up. He started running around screaming, “WE ARE DYING…WE
ARE DYING!!!” Looking at the night sky he howled at nothing but his own
demons and shouted, “THE VULTURES CIRCLE…SEE THEM? YOU SEE
THEM? THEY WAIT FOR US TO DIE!”
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Elkanah gingerly picked himself off the ground and up on one
knee. With significantly more effort, he got on his feet and holding his
head, stumbled after Jori, gently calling, “COUSIN…COUSIN…IT IS
ALRIGHT! THERE ARE NO VULTURES…WE ARE NOT DYING!”
All of a sudden Elkanah’s head started to spin. His eyes rolled back
into his head and he fell into an ocean of blackness.
Jori saw him fall and screeched, “DEATH…DEATH IS ALL
AROUND US!” He fell forward onto his face. The ground was dry and
hard and he was knocked out when he hit it.
Over the next several hours, as the sun came up and sat high in the
sky, the cousins drifted in and out of consciousness. They both dreamed of
being rolled around…of many hands on them…of the smell of filthy
men…of voices mocking them in a different language and laughing at
them.
When they fully awoke, they found themselves surrounded by
camel tracks and nearly stripped of all their clothing. The tablecloth, what
was left of the small amount of food and tableware they carried, even the
empty water skin, were all gone. The only things of theirs remaining were
Elkanah’s dagger and Jori’s old wrist knife left there to ridicule them.
Around them were strewn the smelly, shabby clothes of a band of nomads.
Elkanah lifted his aching head and groaned. Looking down and
seeing he wore almost no clothing, he reached for a threadbare cloak a few
feet away. As he slowly moved toward the small piles of garments, he felt
something heavy move inside his ephod against his thigh. It was the bag of
six silver coins.
He looked over at Jori, who lay there half naked and covered in
dust, just as Elkanah was. He was moaning and sniveling, “Now we have
nothing … why do we remain alive? Death would be welcome! Why do we
not DIE?”
Elkanah looked at him savagely. His anger burst forth and dry
spittle shot from his mouth as he snarled, “Shut up, you coward! I am tired
of your whining!”
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Holding up the small bag of coins he proclaimed, “Look! Those —
——— did not get everything! We still have our future! We will make it
through this wilderness, we will regain our fortune and I will find those
Romans and kill them if it is the last thing I do!”
Jori looked at him in shock. His cousin had never spoken to him
like that before, but hearing Elkanah’s determination stirred something in
him. All of a sudden his fear was gone and in its place was now the same
resolve. Maybe, he thought to himself, they could get to civilization after
all.
The cousins spent the next few moment unhappily dressing
themselves in the stinking, threadbare rags left by the nomads. Elkanah
thought to himself as the disgusting odor drifted from the garments to his
nose, It looks like I will have to find and kill those ———— nomads too!
Jori just looked queasy. He spat dry spittle on the ground as he
finished dressing.
The sun beat down on them as they looked around for someplace
to get out of the heat. Through the thermal waves rising from the ground
they saw a large rock formation climbing out of the landscape about a mile
away and started toward it. By the time they got there they were exhausted
from exposure and lack of water. They both collapsed into a small strip of
shade away from the sun and fell asleep.
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68
“Lost”
Again it was dark when the cousins awoke. The cool night breeze
of the desert washed over them and made them feel a little better, but their
thirst made them tired and headachy.
Elkanah looked up at the stars and commented, “The sun only
went down about an hour ago…we should get going again.”
Jori looked up too and wondered aloud, “I do not know if we are
still going in the direction of Nain or not; the stars tell me nothing.”

“What should we do, then? We cannot stay here or we will die.
Our only choice is to keep going!”

“But in what way do we walk? If we choose wrong, we will miss it
and there is no other town around for at least twenty miles.”
The cousins were both silent for a long moment. Finally, Elkanah
looked at his cousin and offered, “I say we draw lots!”
Jori looked at him with confusion on his face.
Seeing his cousin was puzzled, Elkanah explained, “Like this.” He
picked up a piece of a twig from the dusty ground and broke it into four
small, uneven pieces. Holding them in his hand, he turned to Jori and said,
“The longest one is north, the second longest south, the next shorter East
and the smallest will be west!”
Jori winced as he looked at Elkanah and said, “We should not go
west…we could wind up going back the way we came… And south would
put us way off!”

“You might be right,” his cousin muttered, a frown pulling his
forehead into a tight knot. He looked down for a moment, then he gazed
toward the distant hills and offered, “You see those stars hanging above the
hills? Let us draw lots for the brightest of each of them…then we walk
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toward the winner of the draw.”
Jori smiled weakly and said, “Agreed!”
Elkanah put the pieces of twig into his hand and rolled them
around. He made a fist so that the twigs stick out and looked about the
same size. He pointed his hand toward Jori and said, “Choose.”
Thoughtful but panicky eyes stared for a long time at the
outstretched fist. If Jori could have sweated, there would have been large
drops running down his forehead.
Finally, trembling fingers made their way to the four protruding
twigs and pulled one. The decision had been made—the second star from
the left was now their direction. They both desperately hoped it was the
right way. They picked themselves up and walked into the darkness.
Night ended and the blistering heat of the day came and went. The
cousins trudged along as the cycle repeated itself. After two more nights of
walking it didn’t seem they were closer to anything but death.
Jori was the first to fall into the deep pit of unconsciousness.
Elkanah pulled on his cousin’s clothing and slapped his face as he weakly
called, “Cousin…Cousin…wake up! We have to go on…we cannot let the
desert beat us…wake up!” It was no use. Elkanah sat down next to Jori and
cried out in an anguish and misery as black as the night.
His weakened mind raced with a thousand thoughts. He knew if
he could not wake his cousin Jori would die a slow death now rather than
later. He also knew that in his own weakened condition, he would not be
able to move him himself. Anxiety tore at him. He could not leave Jori to
die, but if he didn’t keep moving, he would die as well. Torment jarred him
to the point where he shook and hyperventilated. His head felt as if it
would explode. It didn’t take long for him to pass out as well.
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69
“Rescue”
The constant rolling of wheels and a rocking side to side and back
and forth slowly dragged Elkanah out of the fog. Something wet and cool
swabbed his face as he drifted in and out of consciousness.
Water touched his lips and dribbled into his thirsty mouth. He lay
there half awake; not really knowing what was going on, and too weak to
try to find out.
This went on for what seemed like weeks, but was actually just a
couple of days. In one of his more lucid periods, he thought he heard Jori
calling him, but it wasn’t really clear.
More motion, more rest and more water on his face and in his
mouth. In time Elkanah’s head started to clear. His eyes stayed open a little
more and a little longer. He started to take vague notice of his surroundings
and things didn’t seem so hazy, but he still drifted in and out of
consciousness.
In the half‐light of evening, he noticed that the movement had
stopped. He slowly opened his eyes and without moving his head, looked
sluggishly around at rough wooden walls that climbed on his left to meet
beams over him that were fit with simple pegs.
He lay on a bed as hard the desert ground and as coarse as the
scrub he had walked through for night upon night. He was covered by a
thin blanket and under him was a mattress that was not much thicker. A
lumpy, only slightly more ample pillow was under his head.
As his weary eyes continued to scan the immediate area, they
locked upon a water skin hanging at the foot of his bed. He bolted upright
as he reached for it only to be brought back down to the thin pillow by a
searing pain that stabbed through his head. All at once he felt as if he
would vomit, but he held it back by sheer will and by gritting his teeth
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together as hard as he could. A cold sweat ran in droplets down his
forehead and stung his eyes.
When the nausea passed and the pain in his head subsided, he
cautiously picked himself up and once again reached for the water skin. He
fell against the wall of the wagon and rocked forward and back as he
slowly fed himself the water. He hugged the skin to his chest as a
frightened child clings to his mother and as it became gradually darker, he
slowly fell asleep.
Many hours later noises made their way through the haze inside
his head. There was light coming through his closed eyelids when Elkanah
heard a jovial and familiar voice. “Well…look who is back from the dead!”
it laughed.
His eyes snapped open and as they focused, Elkanah whispered
out of haggard lips, “Jori? I thought you were dead!”
His cousin put a couple of hands on his wide midsection and
declared, laughing, “I am like a camel; I pack water in my fat!”
Grinning, Elkanah weakly struggled off of the bed and reached out
for his cousin. The two hugged each other for a long time.
Finally they broke away and with tears in his eyes and a smile on
his face, Jori exclaimed, “You stink like a line of camels, Cousin! We are at
an oasis—let us get you some food and then you will bathe.” He put a thick
arm around Elkanah to steady him as they started for the door.
As they slowly ambled outside the wagon and climbed down the
short ladder to the ground, Elkanah looked around at the men all working
at various tasks. He asked, “Whose wagons are these? Where are we?”
Jori smiled as he answered, “These good men are a band of Persian
traders. They found us in the desert a few days ago, mostly dead. They
have brought us back to health and now we travel toward Galilee.”
Elkanah thought for a moment and then asked, “How far were we
from Nain?”
Jori answered somberly, “I asked that question too. The lots failed
us. We were three days north, so we missed it altogether. If the lot fell on
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the third or fourth star we would have found Nain, or at least been closer.
As it was, we would have died had this caravan not found us.”
A broad smile split his face as Jori’s tone became jovial again. He
continued, “But that is in the past now, Cousin! Let us eat, then get you a
bath and some decent clothing.” It was then that Elkanah noticed that Jori
was no longer dressed in the stinking rags of the Bedouins. He wore used
but respectable clothing that were Persian in style.
The two men wandered over to a small cook fire and a happy,
rotund man handed Elkanah a bowl of soup ladled from a large pot. He
smiled as he handed him a spoon. His smile grew bigger as he motioned
for Elkanah to taste it. As the warm broth hit his tongue, Elkanah smiled
too and the rotund man started to laugh as he handed him a piece of
flatbread and slapped him on the shoulder.

“This is Farshad; he does the cooking here!” Jori exclaimed, as
Elkanah took another spoonful of soup.
Farshad laughed heartily as he loudly exclaimed “Be careful this
one does not pollute the oasis—he smells worse than you did!”
Elkanah started to take offense, but then he got a whiff of himself.
He began to see the rotund man’s point. He smiled as they wandered back
toward the wagon. He asked Jori, “When can I bathe and get a change of
clothes?”

“You sit here and eat. I will go find out!”
Jori walked away but was back before Elkanah finished his soup. A
man in his late twenties walked with him. He had a smooth, dark face with
a full black beard and large, soft brown eyes. He was of average build, tall
and strong looking. There was a regal manner to him, but he didn’t dress
the part; his clothes were no finer than anyone else’s.
There was a twinge far back in Elkanah’s mind. This man looks
familiar… The twinge intruded with a mist of a memory, an obscure image
that was gone as fast as it came. He shrugged his shoulders and passed it
off as this man just having “one of those faces.”

“Hami,” Jori offered as he held out an open palm toward Elkanah,
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“this is my cousin, Elkanah. Looking toward his cousin, Jori continued,
“Hami is the leader of this caravan.”
A slight bow and a friendly smile preceded an amiable greeting as
Hami offered, “A pleasure,” in a voice that Elkanah seemed to have heard
before. A knot of confusion twisted his forehead as he sat in silence staring
at the man’s face.
Apprehension gathered on Jori’s face as he stared at his cousin.
Finally Jori muttered, “Elkanah…greet our host!”
Elkanah shook his head slightly as he came out of his trance and
commented, “Please excuse me, but have we met?”
His friendly smile turned whimsical as Hami looked at Elkanah
and asked, “Have you known many Persians?”

“When I was very small, I traveled with a caravan of magi for
several months, but I do not remember much about them…”

“Magi!” Hami responded with apparent surprise in his voice. “I am
truly impressed! In time, you will have to tell me as much as you can
remember of this excursion!”
He took a step back and exclaimed, “We are heating water for your
bath as we speak. Eat as much as you want, and when you finish, you may
bathe. Then you may change into some fresh clothing. After that you
should rest again—both of you!” he said as his eyes scanned back and forth
between the pair. “You have been through quite an ordeal!” With a smile
and a quick, shallow bow, he turned and was gone.
Elkanah just sat there lost in thought, his forehead still twisted into
a knot. Jori turned to him and looking at the weird expression on his face,
asked, “What is wrong with you?”
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70
“The Campfire”
The blue of the day gave way to evening as the sky slowly turned
the color of old brass, then to deep blue, and finally, to black. The stars
were large and bright. Farshad’s cook fire nearly grew into a bonfire as
more wood was added until the stars became dim and hard to see.
Some of the Persians stayed at the perimeter of the camp and kept
watch, but most of them filtered in, sat down around the flaming logs and
started talking. The wood smell of the fire fought fiercely with the strong
odor of many types of tobacco. Jori and Elkanah came out of the wagon
they were staying in and after a time, wandered over to join the Persians.
The cousins looked around for a clear space in the circle. Finding
none, they took a few steps back and leaned against one of the wagons. A
voice from around the corner of the wagon and behind them asked, “How
are you two feeling? Better, I hope?”
Hami stepped out of the shadows and into the flickering half‐light
of the flames. There was a small smile on his lips and a twinkle in his eye.
He looked concerned and amused at the same time. He carried a thick,
brightly colored, rolled‐up rug.
Turning in Hami’s direction, Elkanah saw who it was, and the knot
returned to his forehead. He said nothing; all he did was stare.
Jori looked at Hami and smiled, saying, “We are feeling much
better after some food and a nap. You have been very kind.”
He elbowed Elkanah who winced, shot his cousin an irritated
glance and added with a start, “Yes, much better. Thank you.”
The Persian’s smile widened slightly as he offered, “Come, sit with
me.”
The three meandered around the circle of men to an area across
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from the wagons. As he slowed to a stop next to an older man who was
talking to a much younger one, a spot opened as if by command.
Hami spread out his rug and sat down as Jori and Elkanah joined
him on it. “Now,” he said to Elkanah, “tell me about your travels with the
magi. That must have been very exciting!” He looked at Jori and asked,
“Were you on this trip as well?”
Jori smiled as he answered, said, “No…no! The magi brought him
and his mother to stay with me and my late father.”
Inquisitive eyes moved to Elkanah’s face as Hami continued to
make sense out of the few facts given him. “How is it that the Magi brought
you and your mother to Israel? Had you lived in Persia?”
It was then that Jori noticed how Hami phrased his questions; not
as a simple man would speak, but as someone who was learned. He was
about to ask about it, but decided to wait. Instead he said to Elkanah, “Our
benefactor seems to be in need of entertainment out in this lonely desert!
Why not tell him the whole story, Cousin?”
Elkanah sighed and with a look of resignation, started from the
beginning of the tale; the whipping death of his father and the escape from
Jerusalem, the capture by the slave traders (leaving out the abuse by
Osama), their rescue by the magi and delivery to Nazareth, even the
construction of the palatial weavers shop.
From the moment the story started, Hami’s was engrossed. His
eyes never left Elkanah’s face as he listened with rapt attention. As each
new event unfolded, he seemed to go through a gamut of emotion just as if
it had happened to him. But there were times when it seemed, from a nod
of the head or a look in his eyes, that Hami knew what was going to
happen before Elkanah told it.
The only one paying more attention was Jori, but his eyes were on
Hami. This was truly strange and he never saw anything like it. He started
to get suspicious.
After Elkanah got to a part of the story where he could be stopped
without ending it up in the air, Jori stretched his arms wide and with a
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huge yawn, said in a tone Elkanah knew, “Cousin, I am still tired…let us
retire now. You can continue in the morning over breakfast!”
Elkanah, knowing that Jori wanted to speak with him in private,
put a hand over his mouth and yawned as well. “It is getting late, and I do
not think I have completely recovered from the last few days.”
Hami looked sheepishly at Jori and Elkanah and said in an
apologetic tone, “I am sorry. I just cannot resist a good story. I hope this has
not wearied either of you too much.”
Elkanah grinned a half‐hearted grin and stood up, saying, “Not at
all—but we will say good night.”
Jori stood up next to him as Hami bowed slightly and answered,
“Of course. Good night then.”
The cousins meandered back to their sleeping quarters as Jori
whispered, “Something strange is going on here. Did you see his face while
you were talking? It was as if a lot of your story was no secret to him.”
Elkanah just nodded. A deep, thoughtful silence surrounded them
as they walked.
The small caravan was two weeks on the road before they reached
Galilee. When they were moving the cousins rested, but when they
stopped, there was always enough work to do to keep everyone busy;
animals to be fed and watered, wagons and harnessing that needed
maintenance and food to be prepared.
After they regained their strength, Jori and Elkanah pitched in, but
not before Hami made sure they were ready and even then he made sure
that the cousins did not work past what they were capable of at the time.
Everyone was cordial to Jori and Elkanah, but there always seemed
to be just a hint of mystery; a peculiar smile between a couple of the men,
an odd, knowing look from Hami and other things didn’t seem quite right.
Yet neither cousin felt nervous or in danger, unlike how they felt when they
traveled with the Romans.
Around the campfire on the last night of travel before they got into
Galilee, Hami sat between Jori and Elkanah. “We will be in Magdala of
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Galilee by midday tomorrow. It has been a pleasure having you with us! I
have something for you!” With that he reached into the pocket of his vest
and took out six silver coins. He handed three to each of them.
Elkanah’s face became confused and irritated. He was the first to
speak. “You saved our lives, fed us, gave us clothing and are taking us to
where we can start our lives over. We cannot take this money from you!”
Jori looked at Hami and firmly stated, “My cousin is right—you
have done enough for us already.”
Hami swung his head from side to side looking at each of the
cousins in dismay and stated, “I understand that it is said in your country
that when you refuse to allow someone to bless you that you steal their
blessing—is that not true?”
Jori nodded first and Elkanah followed.
His eyes became a little sad as a small, fragile smile came to Hami’s
lips as he asked, “After all this time we have spent together, would you
steal this blessing from us?”
Both cousins shook their heads. They looked sheepish as they
shrugged their shoulders and both put the coins in their pockets.
His eyes went from sad to joyous as Hami’s fragile smile became a
broad grin. He put an arm around both of the men and laughed out,
“Good! Now we are all blessed!”
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71
“Magdala”
It was a little after noon as the wagons bounced along the rutted
road, when off in the distance the outline of a fair‐sized town appeared on
the horizon. Within a short time, the smell of water took the dust out of the
desert air and the clean odor filled the cousins’ nostrils.
Bare dirt and scrub gave way little by little as green grass and
bushes took over the wasteland, turning it gradually into miles of lush
meadow. Trees in which happy birds flitted and chirped shared the bright
terrain with small houses that dotted the landscape. As the cousins
marveled at the change, the desert was fast becoming a fading memory.
Those who dwelt in the outskirts of the city called to them along
the road, waving fresh produce. Children ran alongside the caravan
shouting and laughing, but it was at least an hour longer before the distant
sounds of the city filtered into their ears.
As the caravan moved briskly along, Magdala began to loom large;
its buildings groped at the puffy white clouds that almost filled the
turquoise sky. They entered the city and drove along a wide thoroughfare
for quite some time. The cousins saw an affluent people walking the streets
of a prosperous town. The plainest building was that of the tax collector
and even that was almost ornate. Uniformed tax gatherers sat at a booth
and glared menacingly at passersby, but no one seemed to notice them or
be intimidated.
Glee filled Elkanah as he saw opportunity for great gain selling
strong‐drink and burglarizing houses, just like in the old days with Jori and
Patch.
There are great riches here, he thought to himself. We have been
traveling through this city for a while now and I have not seen one person
wearing shabby clothes…there has not even been a beggar! His forehead
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crinkled as he wondered, Is there a bad part of this town at all? He was
filled with confidence and anticipation. A small corrupt grin worked at the
corners of his mouth as he sat back in the coach. He felt good about life
again.
Jori wasn’t so sure. He scanned the townsfolk as he wondered if
people such as these would buy strong‐drink . Back in Nazareth, the poor
or miserly had been their customers. The affluent usually drank wine or
grog. Not only that, but their strong‐drink business gave them a “cover,” a
reason to have money so that no one could accuse them of being thieves.
They were merchants that sold a product.
Being new in town and without a way to mislead the authorities
and launder their proceeds, the law would come looking for them shortly
after they started into burglary. He was nervous and he started to fidget as
he wondered what they would do.
Street after street came and went as the caravan rolled along. The
buildings started to look a little plainer and the people a little more
common. They were traveling at a slight downgrade now and you could
see the harbor. As it is with most waterfronts, the area went from clean but
common to shabby and unkempt.
Workers swarmed around the docks like angry ants whose hill had
been kicked over. The smell of sweat and of fish—rotting and otherwise—
filled the air. As the cousins looked around they saw that most of those
who worked or loitered in the area were as shabby and unkempt as their
surroundings. They looked at each other and grinned. It looked like they
were “home!”
Boats of all kinds bobbed up and down in the green, murky water.
Most of them were fishing boats. Tanned, grizzled men rowed out to where
schools of fish swam, or washed and mended their nets. Many cut bait or
gutted fish. It was hot, dirty work and most everyone was dressed in short
robes. Others wore little more than ephods.
There was one boat moored in the harbor that was more like a ship.
It was large and had an area below deck for holding cargo that must have
run nearly its full length.
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There was a tall mast in its center and the sail was a colorful canvas
that was rolled up around the mizzen. Three rich‐looking men on the dock
stood speaking with their hands as they pointed to it and to small boats
rowing out to and back from it. There were many parcels going in both
directions. They seemed to be local merchants or traders.
The cousins watched gold and silver coins changing hands
between the men. Jori was the first to speak. “That must be some sort of a
transport ship!”
Elkanah speculated, “Or a trading vessel—look at all the money
they have! We may have stumbled into a very lucrative situation here.” Jori
nodded and both the men smiled shadily.
The caravan pulled up to the dock where the boats rowed out to
the ship and rolled to a stop. Hami got out of the wagon and walked
toward the trio on the landing. Two of the men looked like rich merchants.
The other looked to be the captain of the vessel. Hami bowed to the men,
and, as he was speaking, he motioned to the caravan. The merchants, and
the captain looked interested as Hami spoke with large gestures and a
broad smile.
The cousins tried hard to hear the conversation, but they were too
far away. Scowls twisted their faces. “Do you think we should try to get a
little closer?” Elkanah asked as he stepped out of the wagon.

“Not yet. They may come to us!” Jori answered as he followed his
cousin outside. They both leaned against the wagon and tried to look
uninterested, but without much success.
Hami bowed again and waved a hand across his body as if to direct
them. They crossed in front of them as he turned and followed. As they got
closer, their dialogue became loud enough to be heard.
One of the merchants showed great excitement as he stated, “Silks
from the East are very rare! If they are of good quality and I can get them at
the right price, I will take all that you have!”
The other merchant looked annoyed. He inquired gruffly, “I am
your partner, Ishmael. Do you not think I should be included in these
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dealings?”
The man called Ishmael looked at his partner and in an
embarrassed tone, he apologized. “Please forgive me. I get too excited at
times.”
His partner glared at him with a meager grin on his face, but said
nothing. The captain looked on with some interest, but said nothing until
he was sure everyone was finished talking.
Finally he inquired of Hami, “Do you have any Persian spices?
Those are very popular in some of the areas where I trade.”
Hami smiled politely and answered, “I think I can help you,
Captain. If you gentlemen will follow me…” They turned and walked off
along the caravan towards its head and out of sight of the cousins.
The cousins looked at each other as Jori pointed with a quick jerk of
his head. They left the caravan and walked along the water, making plans
in hushed tones as they looked for a place to set up shop. It was a few
hours later when they returned.
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72
“The New Business”
Hami looked at the cousins with disappointment. “I was hoping
you two would continue on with us, but I understand your desire to be
among your own people.” He paused for a moment and then spoke again,
saying, “We leave in three days; is there anything we can do to help you
further before we go?”
Jori and Elkanah looked at each other with questioning faces.
Elkanah just grimaced and shrugged his shoulders. He thought of the last
time he was helped by Persians. They surely seemed to be a generous
people. As he looked at Hami, a flash of memory lit up his mind, but was
gone just as fast. A frustrated scowl wrinkled his face.
Jori saw Elkanah’s expression change as he turned to Hami and
with a big grin said, “Perhaps you could give us change for one of these
silver coins you gave us. We cannot think of anything else right now, but if
we do, we know where to find you.”
Hami grinned widely and stuck his hand in his pocket, drawing
out a fist full of copper coins. “Here…just take these!” he stated in a jovial
voice, “And do not forget to visit us before we leave!” He then turned and
walked back in the direction of the caravans to the cargo wagons.
As he walked, he turned back to wave to Elkanah and Jori. They
thanked him again over his shoulder as he turned and walked the toward
the docks.
The cousins started to move along the waterfront again. The sky
had fewer clouds today and the water seemed bluer. Sunlight glittered and
glistened off small waves as some gulls banked on the breeze, then
dropped like a stone to the surface, looking for fish.
Jori turned to Elkanah and asked, “I saw your face back there; what
was that about? Did you remember something?”
Elkanah let out a slow sigh. “I was thinking about the caravan that

314

TWO THIEVES

brought mother and me to Nazareth all those years ago. Something keeps
coming to my mind, but does not stick. It torments me!”
Jori said nonchalantly, “Do not try to bring it to your mind and
perhaps it will just come to you.”
They took a few more steps as Jori continued, “Let us again try to
find quarters here. With eight silver coins, we could buy a small house and
we have twelve—we should do well!”

“If we can find something. So far we have not had much luck!” He
looked toward his left and said, “Let us try down here.”
They took a few steps onto a narrow, run‐down street that was
only a little wider than an alley with slimy, nasty looking structures on
either side. Trash was strewn around. The air was oppressive and the stink
was brutal. Mean‐looking cats hissed and ran for cover. They heard rats
and other vermin squeak and squeal as they passed by piles of rotting
garbage.
A gaunt, filthy man of no distinguishable age sat along the wall of a
building made mostly of old and crumbling bricks near the end of the
alleyway. He was barefooted and wore what was left of a torn, threadbare
knee‐length robe. The color was as obscure as his age.
Stringy, unwashed hair that had the color of mud—or it might have
been mud, there was no way of telling—stuck out in shards from his
narrow head. His eyes were empty and glazed over. Next to him, lying on
its side, was an empty crockery vessel that undoubtedly held some sort of
intoxicating drink, but of what kind, they didn’t know. Jori nudged
Elkanah and they walked over toward him.

“Brother,” Jori asked in a smooth tone laced with phony
compassion, “are you alright?”
Glassy eyes started to blink as a wobbly head labored to look up
toward the voice. A toothless grin slowly pulled at the man’s mouth as he
finally made eye contact with the pair.

“What are you drinking, friend?” Elkanah asked.
The man’s smile vanished as a weak trembling hand snatched for
the vessel as if it was life itself, missed the first time, tried again and finally
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clutched it to his chest.
Jori’s tone became even smoother as he spoke again. “Brother, we
do not wish to steal from you. We just want to know what it is and where
to get some. Besides, your vessel is empty…is it not?”
The man looked down at the jar with startled eyes. He used both
shaky hands to lift it over his mouth. When only a few drops came out,
tears started to run down his cheek as his lips trembled and a weak sobbing
started deep in his throat.
Elkanah felt a twinge of pity for him that was gone as quickly as it
came. His normal shady self came to the surface as he offered, “Friend,
friend, do not cry. We will buy you more. You just have to show us where.”
Upon hearing Elkanah’s offer it was as if the man had seen the sun
for the first time. A look of unimaginable happiness distorted his face. More
tears came but, they were tears of joy.
Jori bent down to help the man up. His nose wrinkled from the
smell of filth that permeated their “new friend.”
Jori let go as the man slowly stumbled toward the end of the alley,
his vessel still clutched to his chest. Daylight hit him and he worked hard to
lift a shuddering arm to his head to shade it from the hot sun that glared in
the sky and bounced off the water. It made him squint blindly.
Jori and Elkanah stayed back a few paces and whispered amongst
themselves. “Do you think he knows where he is going?” Elkanah asked.
Jori looked at the wobbling, faltering man and said, “He knows…it
might take some time for him to get there, but he knows.”
For about thirty minutes they followed him through the streets and
alleys until they came to a house that was little more than a shack. As they
approached, they heard noises of a fight.
Jori reached for the door handle as a large, fat sloppy man stepped
from around the corner to block it. “This is PRIVATE business!” he said
through clenched teeth, trying to look vicious.
Elkanah looked at Jori and with a bow and a smile said, “If you will
excuse me …” The fat man looked at the cousins in confusion.
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Jori smiled and bowed back as a cordial “Of course,” escaped
through his grinning lips.
Jori took a step back as Elkanah hit the fat man in the gut as hard as
he could. The man gasped and dropped like a rock to the slimy stone
pavement. Elkanah dropped down to one knee and pulled his dagger from
under his robe. Pointing it at the gasping man’s throat. He put as much
menace into his voice as possible saying, “If you are still here when we
come out, I will cut…your…throat!” As he got back up, Jori was fastening
on his wrist knife.
Elkanah looked at this cousin and with a pleasant cordiality in his
voice said, “After you…”
Jori smiled as he said in a pleased tone, “Thank you!” and kicked
the door in just in time to see a big, burly man throw a smaller one head
first into a large cast‐iron kettle filled with strong‐drink. A sickening crunch
resounded as blood streamed from the small man’s ears. His eyes rolled
back in his now‐misshapen head and he was still.
The big man was breathing hard. He grinned sadistically as he
looked around, not seeming to hear the door crashing in or notice the
cousins standing there. There was another man near him on the floor with a
knife sticking out of his back.
All of a sudden he spotted Jori and Elkanah and jumped slightly as
if they just materialized out of thin air. He bellowed out, “WHO ARE YOU?
THIS IS MY RACKET NOW!” He kneeled down and grabbed the knife out
of the back of the dead man near him and came up, rearing back to throw
it.
Elkanah was faster. His dagger flew into the man’s heart and a
trickle of blood ran out of the corner of his mouth. There was a look of
surprise on his face as he fell forward, crashing to the floor.
The filthy drunken man came wobbling into the room and looked
at the big pot with love in his eyes. He stepped over bodies and went
straight for it, filling his vessel. He drank it down as a relieved smile
brightened his dirty face.
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73
“The Authorities”
Many hours later Jori, Elkanah and their drunken friend sat on a
plain bench along the back wall in the headquarters of the Roman prefect,
Claudius Justus. He wore the typical Roman uniform as he sat on the
typical throne‐like chair on the typical raised platform. The room was
decorated in typical Roman military fashion, with war‐tattered banners and
flags. He looked down his short nose at the back of the room and the men
sitting there.
Small, tight eyes attempted to stare them down. He was tall and
tan and his features were youthful. A smattering of gray in his short, dark
brown hair made it hard to tell his age. His body was the heavily muscled
physique of a career soldier who had seen much combat—unlike Flavius
Maximus.
There was a scar that ran down the side of his clean‐shaven face.
He was a cold man with a colossal ego. He made every effort to intimidate
and create fear in those in his charge, prisoners and soldiers alike.
He wore an annoyed expression and it was a long time before he
spoke. When he did there was suspicion in his voice. “So you just
happened to walk in when the owners of this ‘business’ were being killed
… and the only witness to any of this is … him.” he stated in a disgusted
tone, waving a hard palm up in the direction of the stinking drunk, who sat
a little away from the cousins, and now look a little sick.
The cousins sat silent as they shrugged their shoulders and looked
at Justus with expressions that said, “What can I say?” The drunk just sat
there staring at his feet with vacant eyes and no expression at all.
The prefect got up and walked down to about the center of the
room. He then paced back and forth in front of his guests. He continued his
silence for while longer as he kept pacing. He turned quickly, intending to
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startle the three of them. He only succeeded with the drunk, who gasped
and jumped as if he had been prodded with a sword. A look of pain
painted the poor man’s face.

“You have only been here since yesterday,” he bellowed. “Trouble
must be your constant companion!” Again the cousins just shrugged.
Justus drew breath to speak, but was stopped by a loud knocking
at the tall wooden door. Justus turned in its direction and spat out a loud
“COME!”
Two soldiers escorted Hami along a wide swath of ornate carpet to
where the prefect was standing and gave the fist to chest salute. “Here is
the trader you sent for, Prefect!” one of the soldiers uttered.
Justus nodded and ordered, “Leave us!” Both of them took a step
back, saluted once more, turned, and left the room.
He glared at the trader and in a shrill bark stated, “PERHAPS YOU
CAN VOUCH FOR THESE…THREE!”
Hami gave a respectful bow. “Only for these two, Prefect,” he said,
waving a hand at Jori and Elkanah. “I do not know this man.” He pointed
to the drunk who now was trembling.

“How do you know them, and for how long?” Justus sneered.
“I found them both in the dessert several weeks ago. I nursed them
back to health and they traveled with me to your beautiful city,” he
groveled. “I do not know how they managed to involve themselves in this
situation, only that they caused me no trouble in my caravan. I believe
them to be honorable men.”
A look of caustic amusement lit his eyes and tight smirk contorted
his face as Justus repeated, “Honorable men? What would a Persian trader
know of HONORABLE men?”
The fact that the prefect was purposely insulting him did not
escape Hami, but it only made him smile wider. His voice was jovial as he
went on. “Nonetheless, as I said, they caused me no trouble. They even
joined in the work of the caravan as soon as they were able. I believe them
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to be truthful and honest.”
Justus took a few steps toward the door and called, “Guard!” When
they came in, the prefect inquired in his usual ugly tone, “Where are those I
sent to the house of the murders?”
The soldier he was addressing swallowed hard and gulped out,
“I…I do not know, Prefect…”
Low icy words issued from the Prefect’s lips as his eyes became
narrow and even harder than usual. “Find out…NOW!”
Neither soldier said anything. They nearly fell over their feet trying
to get out of the chamber. A satisfied grin came to Justus’s lips, but was
gone as soon as he turned away from the door.

“Now we wait,” Justus said and walked back up the dais and sat
on his throne.
Hami walked to the back of the room and sat down next to the
trembling drunk. With his next breath, his face contorted into an expression
of disgust. He looked wide‐eyed at the vacant, now‐shaking drunk, got up,
and sat on the other side of the bench next to the cousins.
It was nearly an hour before the investigators reported in. A
stumpy, brown man came in first. He looked a little sloppy and erratic. His
expression was at least as ugly as the one Justus was wearing. He glared at
the prefect and steamed, “I do not know how you expect me to do a
thorough job, if you keep sending your lackeys to disturb me!” He was
followed by one of those men whose looks are so common, they are almost
invisible. He said nothing.
The prefect announced, “I send for who I like, when I like…” his
voice trailed off menacingly.
The brown man was unimpressed. “Then you get a half‐finished
job for your trouble!” he sneered. The two men attempted to stare the other
down for quite a while, but no one won.
The contest was abruptly ended when Hami broke the silence.
“Uh…Prefect?” He questioned. “Can either of these men cast any light on
the situation?”
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Justus glared at him as if he had just come into the room. He then
turned back to the two investigators and barked, “WELL?”
The brown man continued to steam. His companion stated matter‐
of‐factly, “It might have happened as these men said.” He waved a hand in
the direction of the bench were the men sat.

“The knife that had been in the back of the dead man came from
the scabbard on the belt of the man killed by his dagger…” he said pointing
to Elkanah. “But there is no way to tell who threw the owner of the
business into the side of the kettle.”
Hami interjected, “But these men had been gone from my caravan
for less than an hour… why would they team up with someone they did
not even know to kill two complete strangers? They were peaceful men the
whole time they traveled with my caravan. Did the man Elkanah killed not
attack them? Who was he, anyway?”
Everyone looked at Justus. His face became resigned. Finally, he
spoke. “He was a known enforcer for a local gang…” his voice trailed off.
Jori turned to Elkanah and said, “That would account for the fat
man who tried to stop us from going inside…”
Elkanah added, “We will have to watch our backs when we get out
of here.”
Justus looked at the cousins and coolly stated, “If you get out of
here!”
Hami smiled humbly and inquired, “Surely you will not hold these
men with so little evidence.”
It was a long while before Justus said anything. He just sat there,
appearing to gather his thoughts. After a time, he got up from the dais and
walked down to where his investigators were standing. He motioned them
over to a far corner and they huddled together and spoke softly. After a few
moments they broke and walked over to the bench.
Justus tried his icy glare on the men again. “None of you will leave
town. That includes you!” he uttered, pointing at Hami. “You will all report
back here a week from tomorrow at noon for the official findings of the
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investigation. Now get out!”
The men got up and filed out of the room in silence. When they got
outside it was getting dark, and the empty sky was pink and gold along the
dark, distant hills. There was a fragile smile on the drunk’s face and he was
shaking harder than he had inside. With need in his eyes and pain in his
voice, he said the only words he had spoken all day: “I need a
drink…please!”
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74
“The Partners”
The group split up at the door of the prefect’s headquarters. Hami
went back to the caravan and Elkanah and Jori took the drunk, who was
now almost convulsing, each of them by one of his scrawny arms, and
walked him over to a local tavern they spotted as they were being taken to
see Justus. They went inside and sat down at a table where their backs
could be to the wall.
A curvy but not very pretty barmaid ambled over to their table. She
was not tall, but not short either. Her shoulders were broad and her legs
were strong. She looked durable. Her hair was dark and wiry, parted down
the exact middle of her head and pulled back by a thick band of braided
leather. She wore plain clothes of no particular cut or fashion. A stained
apron was tied around her small waist and rested luxuriously on her full
hips.
A tiny smile of pity lifted one of the corners of her mouth as she
leaned forward and spoke in a kindly whisper. “You had better get him out
of here… If the owners find him smelling up the place, it will not go well
for any of you.”
Elkanah’s eyes became tight and hard. He was about to say
something rude when he saw his cousin shoot him a look. He remained
quiet.
Jori smiled warmly and replied, “This man needs a drink badly.
Can we buy something to take with us?”
The barmaid smiled back, and, looking at the drunk, said, “I know
Azuriah and I know you want to help him, but keeping him drunk is not
the way to do it.”
Elkanah looked at her and growled, “I have seen many men like
this in my time. Their insides are so twisted from alcohol they can hardly
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eat. Mostly they drink. If you withhold it from them, they die a prolonged,
painful death. It is too late to return him to health—all we can do is to help
him avoid that pain while he drinks himself to death, so just get us a large
vessel of whatever he usually has and mind your own ———— business!”
Dark, fiery eyes flared in anger as she spun around and took off in
the direction of the bar, a furious “Fine!” spitting from her lips. The cousins
watched her go, her hips swaying swiftly from side to side.
Jori sighed and remarked, “What a nice girl… you should have
been kinder to her.”
Elkanah just grumbled as a small smirk twisted his features. “She is
peppery…and well built.” He paused as if to gather his thoughts, then
quickly stated, “But I have no time for do‐gooders!” He turned to face his
cousin. “Since when do you care about what a woman thinks anyway?”
Jori just got red‐faced and muttered something about making a
good impression since they would be living here.
Azuriah was now groaning and weeping; at first quietly, but now it
got steadily louder. The sound was not lost to the barmaid. She moved
quickly across the floor to the table and poured a cup of strong‐drink from
a large leather skin into a chipped cup. He grabbed it and with both hands
violently shaking, attempted to bring it to his lips. Some of it got into his
mouth, but mostly it ran down his face and beard. One of his grimy hands
started to scoop some of what was lost off his filthy body in order to put it
into his mouth. He whimpered the whole time.
There was sorrow in the barmaid’s bright, bitter eyes as she took in
the scene with a disgusted expression painting her face. She looked at
angrily at Jori and Elkanah, shook her head, and said in an irritated tone,
“That will be four coppers—take the cup with you and leave!”
Jori looked sheepishly at her as he put five copper coins on the
table. He smiled minutely and said, “Thank you…you have been very kind.
We…”
She cut him off sharply. “Just go—please!”
Elkanah stepped between his cousin and the barmaid and
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grumbled, “I know you think we are wrong, but we know better than you.
My cousin and I have produced strong‐drink for nearly as long as I can
remember. We both have seen many men like this and they all die of
drink—some sooner, some later, but they all go the same way. It is an ugly,
painful death, but they have brought it upon themselves. It is better they
die drunk; they suffer less!”
There were two men at the next table who dawdled over an
expensive‐looking jug of wine, rolling it around in their cups, but not
drinking very much of it. They both looked as if they just lost their best
friend. Their ears perked up when they heard Elkanah’s story. They looked
first at the cousins arguing with the barmaid and then at each other. Wide,
perverse smiles twisted their faces.

“So,” she exclaimed loudly, “We can thank you and everyone like
you for people ending up like THIS!” She pointed to the drunk. Her eyes
narrowed to slits as she became red in the face and hollered, “GET
OUT…GET OUT! BOTH OF YOU!!!”
Jori and Elkanah took up Azuriah with an arm under each of his
and headed for the door, with the barmaid glowering at them as they went.
Jori looked over his shoulder at her and flashed a little grin. She looked
down at the table and saw the extra coin, picked it up, flung it at them and
missed. It sounded off the wall and it clattered on the worn plank flooring.
As it rolled along, two raggedy men jumped for it and tussled with each
other for ownership.
Jori turned over his shoulder once again and saw that the hot red
never left her face; her expression never changed. He felt bad as they all
pushed through the door.
Azuriah’s feet barely touched the ground as the cousins made
tracks away from the tavern. They were a block away when the two men
started to catch up with them.
An extremely excited voice called out, “Sirs…sirs! Wait…please
wait!” Jori looked behind him and recognized the two rich men from the
dock running up behind them. With a great deal of huffing and puffing
they finally caught up.
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The one who called out got there first. He was an older, paunchy
man with skinny arms and legs. His body was like a pear on stilts. He had
deep‐set, bulging eyes that gave him a froglike appearance. His salt‐and‐
pepper beard was thin, spotty, and patches of skin showed through it. He
was mostly bald except for a ribbon of curly gray hair that raced around the
sides and back of his head. His robes were colorful and fancy. His sandals
looked brand‐new.
His friend wore a dower look as a permanent expression. His body
was thick and about twenty pounds too heavy. His face was wrinkled
prematurely, his eyes were tiny and close‐set. His nose was hooked. His
hair was black, messy and receding, giving him a lot of forehead. His beard
was not quite long enough to hide a large Adam’s apple that bobbed when
he swallowed. His robes and sandals were of good quality, but not flashy.
The first one said, “My name is Ishmael and this is my partner,
Ruben.”

“Yes,” Jori said. “We saw you both on the docks yesterday. You are
merchants, are you not?”
They both looked surprised. “We are! You are very observant.”
Ruben commented. “Did we hear you right back in the tavern—that you
know how to make strong‐drink ? Can you make it in large amounts?”

“That is what we did back home,” Elkanah replied. “Why?”
Ruben and Ishmael looked at each other and smiled. They both
turned back toward the cousins as Ishmael asked, “How would you two
like to go to work for us?”
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75
“Negotiations”
Back at the house where the murders took place, Azuriah sat
fidgeting in a corner on a mound of smelly pillows. The chipped cup from
the tavern was in one hand and he struggled with the large skin of strong‐
drink as he tried to pour himself another cupful. He continued to grapple
with it until beads of sweat started to roll down his forehead and into his
eyes, making them tear.
A frustrated grimace soured his dirty face and he tossed the cup
across the floor. His weakened arms shuddered as he tried to lift the heavy
skin to his mouth. He lost his balance and rolled off the pillows and onto
the sticky planking.
All the while, Jori and Elkanah spoke to Ishmael and Ruben.
Elkanah had one eye on the two partners and one eye on Azuriah. He
walked over to the cup lying on its side near one of the walls and picked it
up, then walked it over to the struggling drunk. As he reached for the skin,
Azuriah was startled and jumped a little. Elkanah took it and poured a
healthy snort into the cup and handed it to Azuriah.
Feeble, shaking hands lunged for it, but Elkanah lifted it away,
saying “Wait.” He looked at the drunk and in voice tinged with kindness;
soft but firm, he said, “Slowly…we have plenty now, but if you spill it…”
his voice trailed off.
Azuriah nodded back and took the cup gently from Elkanah’s
hands and smiled a toothless smile. He settled back into the pillows and
took a long pull on the drink. A contented sigh issued from his lips.
Elkanah ambled back to where the three others spoke and attempted to
recover what he’d lost of the conversation.
He took a seat next to his cousin and listened. Both merchants
looked intently at Jori, sizing him up and looking for weakness. They were
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wasting their time.

“You say you have been making strong‐drink for years,” Ruben
disputed as he tried to stare Jori down. “But both of you are barely out of
childhood. How do we know you are being truthful?”
Elkanah interrupted in a strong tone. “We need not prove
ourselves to you. We have more than enough money to start our own
strong‐drink business. Then you will see that we know what we are doing.”
Jori looked at his cousin as a smirk curled the corners of his mouth.
He turned it toward the two partners.
Ruben and Ishmael looked as if the cousins had walked out of the
blue and deliberately stepped on their feet. There was pain in their eyes
and frustration all over their faces.
Ishmael blurted out, “We have great influence in this town! A word
from us and nobody will buy from you.”

“What do you think of that?” Ruben added arrogantly.
Jori looked them right in the eyes and said in a confidant tone,
“They will buy—there will be nowhere else they will be able to get it.”

“Besides,” Elkanah added chuckling, “neither of you will say
anything.”

“Is that a threat?” Ruben asked menacingly.
“Not at all…but you are rich men. Many of those in your circle of
friends would be very put off if they knew where your money came from. I
do not think that anyone knows that this is your business anyway, because
the man who murdered your crew thought that by killing them, he could
take it over. He thought it belonged to them.”
Both the men suddenly looked sick. They turned to each other and
grimaced as they turned back to the cousins. “Please…let us not be too
hasty,” Ishmael said as his eyes turned soft. “You are right, but this is only
a part of our business. If you go to work for us, we will pay you very
handsomely”
Jori looked hard at both Ruben and Ishmael. In a very strong tone
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he declared, “We WILL NOT work for a wage. IF…and I say IF… we
decide to do this, it will be as partners—NOT as hired hands!”
The partners gazed at each other with knowing looks and then
turned back to the cousins. “What are your terms?” Ruben asked.
Jori spoke first. “You pay for the ingredients, and we provide the
labor. We split the profits fifty‐fifty.”
Elkanah chimed in, “But first you pay to have this building
repaired. It is half falling down, and stinks to high heaven. When it is done,
we go to work.”
The partners looked around at the near shack they sat in and put
their heads together whispering. When they broke apart, Ishmael said, “We
will set you up elsewhere—someplace secret so no one will try and kill you.
Start looking tomorrow. We will buy you whatever place you want!”
Ruben scowled at Ishmael and added, “Within reason!”

“Yes…” Ishmael sheepishly agreed, “Within reason.”
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76
“The Setup”

The day after next, the cousins got a message from Ruben and
Ishmael. They were to meet that night at the same tavern where they had
the squabble with the barmaid.
She was there when they arrived and shot Jori and Elkanah the
same nasty, narrow‐eyed look that she wore on the night she kicked them
out, only her face wasn’t beet red.
Ruben waved from a small table in the corner. He wore his usual
dower expression. The cousins came over and sat down.
Jori smiled an arrogant smile and greeted Ruben with “Good
evening, partner.”
Elkanah eyes were bright with amusement as his tilted smile curled
the corner of his mouth. He sat down, saying nothing. Ruben just glared at
the two men—and to the cousins—it just reinforced their control over the
situation.
Elkanah asked, “Where is Ishmael?”
A sour, blank eyed grin twisted Ruben’s face as he sarcastically
replied, “Did you think that we are married? He has other business tonight.
We will go to meet him later!”
Jori grimaced and shrugged his shoulders. He stared back at Ruben
for a long minute and finally he asked, “Why did you call us here?”
Ruben’s face went dower again as he asked, “Have you two found
a place to set up yet?”

“No. It is a crowded town,” Jori replied in a frustrated tone.
“We are to go to meet Ishmael in about an hour. He said he might
have found something. We will find out when we see him.”
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Ruben shouted to the barmaid, “Wine—and be quick about it!” She
turned and scurried off returning with a large vessel and three fancy cups.
She left as fast as she came without asking for any money.
Ruben poured them all a large dose of the wine and sat back on his
pillow to drink his. He took a long pull and sighed contentedly. The
cousins also sat back and drank and as always, Elkanah consuming more
than Jori.
When it was time to go, they all got up and the cousins could feel
the wine go to their heads. It got worse as they hit the air outside. Both of
them felt a little tipsy as they walked down the dark, silent street. It had no
apparent effect on Ruben.

“This way,” he said in his low, dower voice as he turned down an
alley with the cousins following. They didn’t hear the soft, padding feet
that came up behind them or the swish of two short clubs. All they noticed
were two pools of darkness opening at their feet as they fell in.
It was still dark, but there was motion. A slow rise and fall as they
came to; Jori first, then in about another minute or so, Elkanah. The sound
of waves on a hull rang in their ears and the smell of water filled their
nostrils. They were in the hold of a boat at sea.
Waves of heat washed over Jori’s body. There was a cold sweat on
his forehead that ran down into his eyes. He tried to wipe it away, but
found his hands were tied. He tried to move his feet, but they were tied too.
He was scared and sick from being knocked unconscious. His stomach
churned, as all at once he turned on his side and threw up on the decking.
Stomach acid mixed with stale wine filled his nostrils and just
made him sicker. He vomited over and over until there was nothing left.
He lay there gasping, his stomach still doing somersaults.
He heard vomiting coming from behind him and turned to see
another figure in the darkness going through the same thing. It was
Elkanah.
Both cousins were too dizzy and sick to get out any more than low
moans in each other’s direction. After a while they both fell into a fitful
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sleep. When they awoke again it was getting light.
The creak of a door opening stirred them out of their stupor as
Ruben and Ishmael walked in with a couple of large, mean‐looking men.
Ruben looked at them and smiled contemptuously. “Well…good
morning, ‘partners!’ he quipped. There was a happy evil in his eyes.
Ishmael looked a little sad as he spoke, saying, “I am sorry it had to
come to this, but…”
Ruben cut him off laughing out loud, “Did you two young whelps
really think we would make you our partners?” His laugh was long and
sounded artificial.
Ishmael continued, “We would have paid you handsomely,” his
eyes were sad as he spoke, “but you put us in tight spot when you
threatened to expose our operation… and well, we had to make sure you
could not!”
Ruben’s eyes flared as he roared, “I wanted to kill you both, but
then we would still have no one to make strong‐drink for us. So Ishmael
here suggested making slaves out of you instead!”
Slaves! The words rang in the cousin’s ears. A shiver ran up their
spines as both their faces went a ghastly white. Rage filled their eyes. Both
Jori and Elkanah swore at the partners and their bodyguards as they
struggled to get free. It was no use.

“In a few hours we will be at an old Meado‐Persian fortress.”
Ishmael declared in a sorrowful, but matter‐of‐fact tone. “It is well hidden.
You will never be seen again, and since you are strangers in Magdala you
will not be missed.”
Ruben added, still laughing, “There you will work for us making
strong‐drink . If you refuse, you will be starved until you agree!”
Jori and Elkanah’s stomachs churned as realized how much trouble
they were in.
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77
“Eight Years Later”
Jori and Elkanah worked with leg irons on, from dusk to dawn six
days a week with only Shabbat off. They toted the slop that came in by boat
weekly, hauled water from the fresh‐water sea, chopped wood for the fire
to boil the brew—all without help.
When they slept, it was in the dungeon area of the cellar. It was a
rough life that gave them strong backs and hard muscles, but also filled
them with eight years’ worth of hate.
The fort was located in a thickly wooded area only a hundred
yards or so from the shore. It was not big by comparison to what the
Romans were used to building, but it was a strong fortress with massive
stones mortared together into high walls that sloped inward on the inside
and outward on the outside, making them impossible to climb without
hooks and ropes. The thick wooden gates that pointed toward the sea were
nearly always closed, and lookouts were posted day and night. It would be
nearly impossible to escape from, especially in leg irons.
There was a rotating group of ten large men who took care of the
place and the animals used for food and milk—tending the small garden,
making barrels, cooking or just sitting around making sure the cousins did
not escape. They made little contact except to feed them.
As always, Elkanah made plans about how he was going to escape
and kill Ishmael and Ruben. He talked constantly of different ways to kill
them; each one more painful than the last. He would plot ways to escape,
but since they did not even know where they were, trying them seemed
implausible at best. Indescribably bored, he became devious and would
steal from the guards at every opportunity just for entertainment. He
would pickpocket one guard, plant the stolen articles on another, and wait
for a fight to start. He found it great fun.
Elkanah’s hijinks never seemed to impress or amuse Jori. What he
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thought about, only he knew. He became quiet and solemn, but
incomprehensible rage was brewing just below the surface. He would stare
at the guards for hours on end as he worked like an ox doing three times
the labor of anyone there—including Elkanah. He became dangerously
strong with muscles like tool steel and hands like a vise. His broad, stocky
frame filled out until he was as wide as two normal men.
Sometimes, on Shabbat, when nobody worked, he would get an
evil smile on his face and would glare at the guards from sun up to
sundown. They would look at him and tremble, afraid of what he might do.
Everyone stayed clear of him. Even Elkanah didn’t know quite how to
handle him anymore.
It was spring, but it was unseasonably hot that year. The guards
didn’t sleep well at night and during the day they were sluggish and
drowsy. Jori and Elkanah’s dungeon, though cold in the winter, was cool
now, so sleeping was no problem for them.
They were out behind the fort chopping wood in the forest. The
area was thick with trees and shrubbery, so it was out of sight of the
lookouts. Three guards kept an eye on them. One of them dozed on and off
while leaning against a tree. The other two were having a hard time staying
awake as well.
Elkanah heard small whooshing sound and a gasp from a nearby
guard. He turned to see blood rushing from a short arrow sticking through
his neck. The guard’s eyes went wide and empty, then rolled back in his
head as he fell to the ground.
Another arrow whizzed by Jori’s ear and pinned the snoozing
guard to the tree through his heart. He fell limp.
The last guard, who was near to Jori, saw what was going on and
drew breath to holler for help. Eight years of pain and rage broke the
surface as Jori reared back and swung his ax at the guard’s neck as though
he was chopping a tree. The guard’s head flew several yards as the body hit
the ground.
Jori roared in maniacal laughter as he repeatedly chopped on the
corpse; his ax flying as though it was made of paper.
Elkanah rushed over to him and took Jori by the arm and softly
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pulled him away saying, “Cousin…he is dead…he is dead!”
His cousin looked at him with wild eyes. He was breathing hard
and there was spittle running from a twisted mouth onto his raggedy
beard. The bloodied ax head rested on the ground as Jori used his left hand
to untie the thick leather strap that bound the handle to his weakened right
hand.
A voice from the past whispered out, “Brothers!” The cousins
turned to see Hami holding a finger to his mouth to tell them to be quiet.
He motioned them over as two men from the caravan passed them and
started to chop wood again. One of them winced as he looked over at the
severed head and back at what was left of the mangled corpse that had
been the third guard.
Smiling a mischievous smile, Hami said, “The sound of chopping
wood will buy us some time while we get you two back to the caravan.
They will give us about fifteen minutes and then follow us.” The men wove
their way through the forest as fast as the cousins could travel in leg irons.
Bird and animal sounds stopped until they passed and then started
up again. It got lighter and lighter until they broke through to where the
trees ended. There was the caravan waiting to go, as well as two camels
tied to the trees, happily munching on the leaves and branches.
Hami and a couple of his men helped the cousins into an open
carriage and he sat down with them. The caravan started off at a brisk pace.
The cousins looked back through a cloud of dust as the forest became small
in the distance.
Hami looked apologetically at the cousins and stated, “I am sorry it
took so long to find you. We were a month in Magdala alone looking for
you!”
Jori and Elkanah both smiled in gratitude as Jori exclaimed, “There
is no need to apologize at all, my brother—not at all!”
Elkanah added, “You have saved our lives—again. And you
apologize to us? We owe you everything.”
Hami just shrugged and smiled.
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78
“Disclosure”
The caravan rolled toward the hills and in about two hours their
men on camelback caught up to them. Elkanah looked around at the semi‐
wooded landscape that rose into hills. “I have never seen this place before.
Where are we?”
Hami looked around at the hilly, bushy scenery and replied, “This
is the Northeastern shore of the Galilean Sea, south of Bethsaida. It is open,
primitive country. That is part of the reason it was a long time finding you
two.”
Jori had been silent since the forest. Finally, he cast a wary eye at
Hami and asked suspiciously, “Before we were kidnapped, we only knew
each other for a few weeks; yet you spend eight long years looking for us.
Why?”
Elkanah threw Jori a look of disdain, but then saw the validity of
his question. He turned to Hami and said, “I think my cousin has a point.
What made you spend eight years looking for two men you hardly knew?”
Hami’s eyes glittered as a sly smile raised one side of this mouth.
“So,” he chided, “you still do not recognize me. I thought I looked a lot like
my father.”
Looking directly at Elkanah, he said, “You and your mother knew
him well. So did your father,” he announced, looking at Jori. “But they did
not get along too well—even after he saved my father’s life.”
Confusion racked the cousin’s faces. A flurry of images whirled in
Elkanah’s head as he tried vainly to remember. Jori stared hard as he
focused on a time many years ago. All of sudden a long forgotten face
pushed its way to the front of his mind. He mentally compared features
and put them together as hands would assemble a puzzle.
A light shown in his eyes as he blurted out “You…you are
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Rashid…Son of Jamal, are you not?!”
Elkanah gaped quickly at Jori and back again at Hami or whoever
it was. He tried hard to remember Jamal, but his memories came back only
in flashes.
Jori’s face dropped down slightly and he stared at the floor of the
carriage as he muttered to Elkanah, “You were very young then. I am not
surprised you do not remember.”
Elkanah became irked as he looked in bewilderment back and forth
at the two men. “What is this all about?” he demanded.
The sun was getting low in the sky and the light was starting to
fade now. Rashid called out to the front of the caravan to stop and make
camp. He turned back to the cousins and said, “What you ask is a very long
story. We will make camp and after dinner I will explain fully.”
It was a long time for the cousins to wait as the men of the caravan
prepared for the evening. A man who worked as a smith used a hammer
and chisel to cut the leg irons off the two cousins. Some others watered
animals, some unpacked gear for nightfall and some cooked.
Jori brooded and fumed as he took several long pulls on a vessel of
wine he got from the cook. He rubbed the raw skin that had been under the
irons as he muttered to himself in incomprehensible gibberish. Elkanah
looked on as he nursed a cup from the same vessel. He was worried that
perhaps his cousin had gone mad from being in prison so long.
He stared at Jori’s eyes. They held a reckless “caged‐animal” look
as they darted around, never staying in one spot for more than a couple of
seconds. The madness in them was alarming, but he could not believe that
his cousin had gone insane.
As he got up and walked toward Jori, Elkanah heard Rashid call to
him. He turned in the direction of the voice and saw their host coming
toward him, carrying two plates of food. Handing one to each cousin, he
stated firmly, “You two need some good food. I cannot imagine that you
were fed very well in that prison.”
The smells of garlic and saffron filled his nostrils as Elkanah looked
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down at the plate piled high with a stew of meat and vegetables covering
yellow rice along with hot flat bread. He was about to start enjoying his
meal as loud sounds of munching and slurping filled his ears. He turned to
see Jori only a few bites from finishing his plate. A loud burp issued from
his food covered lips.
He asked, “Do you have anymore?” as he got up and started across
the camp to where the cook worked.
Three plates later, Jori was finally full. He leaned against the side of
a wagon near the wheel holding his stomach. His eyes were half closed and
a satisfied grin twisted his lips.
Rashid picked up their three plates and brought them over to the
cook who took them to be washed. Returning to the cousins he stated, “You
must have many questions for me by now.”
Jori rolled his big head across his shoulders and gazed lazily at
Rashid. “Nothing that cannot wait. I would just like to sit here, lean back
and enjoy the night.” A gentle breeze filtered amiably through the camp as
Jori let out a contented sigh.
Elkanah glared at his cousin in stark confusion. After just three
plates of food, he was a completely different person! The rage and wildness
was gone from him and the Jori that had been gone for so many years
seemed to be back.

“Well, I have some questions!” Elkanah blurted out. “Even if my
cousin does not.”
An agreeable smile curled Rashid’s lips as he calmly stated, “I will
do my best to answer them.”

“All this is too much a coincidence. What is going on? And start at
the beginning!”
Rashid’s eyes were soft and a little sleepy as he answered. “When
we left you in Nazareth, we gave your mother many homing pigeons with
which she and father communicated for several years.”
Elkanah interrupted with, “Yes… I remember that! Mother said it
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was your idea. Is that not right?”
Rashid nodded and continued, “About twelve years ago, my
father’s trappers went out looking for baby falcons to train. They found a
nest that had been deserted for years with the carcasses of many birds and
rodents. Among them was the leg of a pigeon with a note from your
mother to my father saying that your uncle Patch was to be crucified for a
crime he did not commit. By then it was many years too late to be of any
help.” Elkanah’s face saddened at the memory and so did Rashid’s.

“Father was concerned for you all and we decided that I would go
to Nazareth and see if there was anything you needed. It was three years
getting there, so we only arrived about a week after you left for Jerusalem.
Your mother had a bad feeling about your trip, and asked us to follow you.
After the sandstorm hid the tracks of your caravan, we navigated by the
stars to find the way. We came across the place where they left you two
behind and you know the rest.

“But why the make‐believe name and all the secrecy?” Elkanah
asked in an angry tone.
Rashid still smiled warmly and answered, “There has been much
unrest of late between the Romans and my people. We thought it better to
go out as Persian traders than as emissaries of the magi.”
Elkanah’s eyes were narrow and his face was hard. “I do not know
about all this…” he uttered suspiciously. Turning toward the wagon next to
him he asked, “What do you think, Cousin?”
His words were met by Jori’s peaceful snoring.
Rashid’s warm smile scanned the two men. His voice was soft as he
suggested, “I think your cousin is overdue for a good long rest. Why do we
not finish discussing all this tomorrow. In the morning we will send off a
pigeon to your mother saying that I am bringing you home, then…”
There was fire in his eyes as Elkanah cut him off. “We are not
GOING home! We have two men to pay back and nothing will be decided
until that is done!”
Skepticism wrinkled Rashid’s face as questioning eyes went back
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and forth between the cousins. “Do you not think you should talk this over
with Jori?”
Elkanah grew angrier as he uttered in a low menacing voice “I
know what he wants and it is the same as I. Ishmael and Ruben will die a
slow, painful death together.”
Rashid looked at Elkanah and then toward the ground. His eyes
held pity and he looked grieved.
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79
“Decision”
Callused but well‐bred hands plucked a pigeon from its cage and
gently secured a note to the bird’s leg. A look of hope brightened Rashid’s
face as he tossed the pigeon into the air toward Nazareth. The bird would
have to fly north around the sea and it might be as long as a month before it
made it there. He hoped it would not take any longer.
Just after dawn the caravan started up again and rolled into a light
southern breeze. Jori never made it out of bed and was still blissfully
snoring inside the wagon where he and Elkanah had stayed so many years
before. There was a tiny, tranquil smile on his face as he dozed peacefully.
Elkanah looked at the hills and the sky as he rode in the open
carriage with Rashid. The breeze tugged at his hair and ears as a loud
silence echoed between the two of them for hours. It looked as if they were
heading south and he wondered why. After a long time he asked, “Where
are we going?”

“Right now, we are traveling to escape those who were to guard
you. We are moving south toward the Gadarenes. We have a long lead on
them and it is unlikely that they will follow us that far regardless.”

“They only have work animals anyway,” Elkanah scoffed. “No
horses or camels; only some oxen and two asses. And now they have only
seven men left. I doubt they would try to run us down.” A sinister grin
brightened his cold eyes as he added, “Especially after they find the
bodies!”
Rashid saw the corruption coming back to Elkanah now that he
was free again; more than when they had rescued Jori and him from the
desert—far more. He felt deeply disturbed and uneasy.
As he sat back in the carriage, he thought about all the years he
tried to live the life that he knew Messiah would want him to live; how
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calm his soul had become and the peace he knew. He wished that he could
explain it to Elkanah, but someplace back in the depths of his soul, he knew
that the time wasn’t right. He wondered if it ever would be.
Rashid leaned back harder on the stiff padding of the coach as his
mind drifted. The loud silence came back as Elkanah did the same. A
couple of hours later, it was broken by a calling sound from one of the
wagons in the line behind them.
Rashid turned around to see Jori hanging out one of the windows
in his wagon. He called and waved to Elkanah and Rashid as he pulled his
disheveled, sleep‐tossed head back inside. A door near the front of the
wagon nearly jumped off its hinges as Jori charged out and hit the ground
running. He moved fast for a man as wide and stumpy as he was. In a
matter of a minute he caught up to the open carriage and, grabbing the
side, hopped in, nearly crushing Elkanah against the other side.

“Oof…Be careful you big oaf!” Elkanah laughingly chided with a
big one‐sided grin. Jori was breathing hard from the run. He looked a little
sheepish, but grabbed his cousin in a big hug anyway.
Jori took a deep breath and let it out in a heavy sigh. “I feel GOOD!
The air smells clean and we are once again free men—thanks to you, my
friend!”
Rashid had a lot of hope in his heart as he offered, “I was telling
your cousin here that your aunt wants you both to come home again. Why
do we not send a pigeon and tell them we are coming?”

“Because, my friend,” Jori announced firmly, “we are NOT!”
Rashid’s heart sunk in his chest. He knew what was coming.

“We have business in Magdala,” Jori stated with a sadistic leer on
his face and a violent glint in his eye.

“Long OVERDUE business!” added Elkanah.
Jori looked at his cousin and repeated, “LONG overdue!”
All at once, Rashid looked tired. His sad eyes went back and forth
between the cousins as he offered, “If you are after vengeance, you will
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have to go it alone. I want no part of it!”
Elkanah’s face twisted with the same short‐tempered rage he had
struggled with most of his life. He opened his mouth to curse Rashid, but
Jori put a hand up and stopped him.

“I would never expect you to do anything that your conscience
would not allow. We thank you for what you have already done, but if you
would, we ask you to leave us at a port where we can get passage back to
Magdala.”
Rashid sighed and fell back against the hard cushion of the
carriage. He quickly lifted a hand and dropped it back into his lap just as
fast. He gritted his teeth and quickly shook his head from side to side.
Jori looked at Rashid hard. He could see the disappointment on his
face and his body language spoke of failure. Jori stated, “I know you
disapprove of what we have to do, but when we went to Magdala, we were
not looking to do anything but make a living. We did not go there to cause
trouble. We had very little in comparison to Ishmael and Ruben, yet they
stole from us not only all that we had, but eight years of our lives as well. If
we let them get away with it…” His voice trailed off.
A perverse, leering grin splashed across Elkanah’s face as he said,
“Revenge will be sweet!” A wicked, menacing chuckle followed his words.
Rashid looked Elkanah right in the eye and startled him by saying,
“Forgiveness would be sweeter.”
Jori gazed at the other two men and bowed his head slightly as it
wagged back and forth. He looked up at Rashid from under his brow and
uttered in a low but forceful voice, “We will do what must be done!”
Rashid turned his face away from the cousins and looked toward
the hills. He rested a callused hand on his heavily bearded chin and stared
at the desert landscape. For a long minute he said nothing, but then almost
as if it was an afterthought, he absently muttered, “Of course you will…”
There was resignation in his voice as it died off and blended into the
sounds of the rolling wagons.
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80
“Passage”
It was two more weeks of careful traveling through the
mountainous landscape before they got to Gergesa in the Gadarenes. As the
carriage rolled down the hills into town and down to the docks, they saw a
large trading vessel moored along a wharf being loaded. Rashid was silent
as the cousins plotted back and forth making plans to kill Ruben and
Ishmael.
Jori turned to Rashid and with an artificial sincerity said, “Would
you be able to ‘lend’ us enough money for our passage back to Magdala,
brother?”
A sad smile came to Rashid’s face as he answered, “Able, my
brothers, but not willing.” He paused in for a moment as his eyes became
grave. “You see, I cannot be any part of your revenge on these two men…”
His pained voice died off.
Elkanah’s raging temper was back with full force as his eyes
narrowed and filled with fire. Through clenched teeth, he drew breath to
speak. Jori raised a hand to stop him, but he knocked it out of the way and
blurted out, “Those —————took everything we had! They kidnapped
us…made slaves of us! You would have us JUST FORGIVE them? ————
—! We will find our own money…and do not EVER call me brother again!”
He hopped out of the carriage and stormed off toward the docks. When he
got there, he leaned against a post and waited for his cousin.
Rashid’s eyes followed him to the post and then he turned back to
Jori. “Do you remember about father and I meeting Messiah?”
Jori searched his memory as some vague images tried to push their
way forward with little success. “It seems to me that I heard something of
that…” He tried to bring more of it out, but not much more was there. His
face twisted with wonder as he asked “Was that not just a story?”
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“No, it was not.” Rashid related all that he could remember of
Messiah to him and ended with, “We were all changed, for the good. That
is why I cannot be any part of your vengeance. Not even to give you
passage to get there.”
Jori was softened as he sat and thought for a long moment about
what Rashid had said.
Elkanah called to him from the waterfront and the voice of his
cousin seemed to harden him again. He turned back to Rashid and firmly
said, “Be that as it may, we must do what we must do! We thank you for all
that you have done for us, but please do one more thing.”
Rashid looked at him as if to ask, what do you want me to do?

“Please send a pigeon to Nazareth and tell my aunt that we are
alright.”
Rashid smiled warmly and said, “Consider it done!” and then
added, “Please be careful!”
As he hopped out of the carriage, Jori look back over his shoulder,
smiled and thanked him once again as walked he briskly over to where
Elkanah stood.
As stream of profanities spewed from his cousin’s mouth as Jori got
within earshot of Elkanah. He ended it with, “I ought to kill that ————
— too!”
Anger welled up in Jori as he reached out an iron left hand and
grabbed Elkanah by the front of his robe, pulling him almost to his face.
Elkanah could feel Jori’s hot breath as vicious words poured out of his
mouth. “You rotten, spoiled little ——————! That man saved us twice
and the last time he spent eight years of his life just looking for us! Have
you no gratitude? Do you not care that being a part of our vengeance
violates his conscience?”
Jori glared at Elkanah’s face for a long moment then continued. “A
conscience is something neither you or I have, so we do not know what he
is going through! But I will tell you this, he has been better to us that
anyone else in our lives! And now you want to kill him because you want
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what he cannot give to us! Do you not think we can get enough money for
passage on our own? What is wrong with you, you big baby?”
Elkanah dropped his head slightly. He felt a small amount of
shame, but he still looked angry.
Jori had a disgusted expression on his face as gave Elkanah a little
shove, letting go of his cousin’s robe. He stumbled back a bit as he caught
his balance. There was a long silence between them. Neither one knew
what to say to the other.
Finally, Elkanah took a few steps close to Jori. He whispered, “How
do you think we should get money for passage?” A tiny, evil grin played at
the corners of Elkanah’s mouth and twinkled in his eyes. “Shall I pick
someone’s pocket? I got VERY good at it back at the fort.”
Jori grinned in amusement. “Yes…I remember, but I think we
should try to get jobs working our way across. I do not want to call undue
attention to ourselves or get into any trouble.”
Elkanah just nodded. The smile was still on his face, but now he
looked more cheerful than evil.
They walked along the waterfront to where the ship was being
loaded. Just as they got there, Jori saw two men struggling with a huge,
heavy rug that was wound around a long pole. It was so big that neither
man could get it above his waist.
They were red‐faced and panting as they shuffled it slowly toward
a well‐dressed man in white linen and a fancy turban behind a small, but
ornate desk. He looked bored as he sat making marks on a scroll with a
quill pen made out of a long peacock feather.
Elkanah and Jori looked at each other and smiled. In one
movement they snatched the carpet away from the two other men, slung it
onto their shoulders and walked it briskly over to the desk. All three men
looked shocked!
With a flourish of his hand and a large grin, Jori asked, “Could you
use a couple of strong men to help load this boat in exchange for passage?”

“And meals on the way!” Elkanah added.
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The man in the turban was wide‐eyed with amazement. He
stuttered out, “Why…yes…yes, we can always use hard workers.” His face
grew inquisitive as he asked, “Do you know where we are going?”
The cousins shook their heads “no” as wry smiles pulled at the
corners of their mouths. “We go to Capernaum on the other side of the
sea.” A long pause punctuated the cautious look the man in the turban
suddenly wore. “There is a large leper colony there…”
Elkanah shuddered. Looking suddenly pale he asked, “We…would
not be going there…would we?”
The man in the turban answered, “No, but I thought you should
know about it before you took work with us.”
A smile of relief made Elkanah’s face looked relaxed. He let out a
long sigh.
Jori looked naive as he asked, “Capernaum, huh? How far is that
from Magdala?”
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81
“The Press”
It was late at night and the cousins lay on the deck as the transport
ship skipped across the water like a stone tossed by a wild young boy. The
warm wind played across their bodies and tugged lightly at their hairs and
beards. It felt good and reminded them of their newly regained freedom.
Over the next several hours they moved in and out of sleep as the boat
traveled west on filled and billowing sails.
The sky went from black and starry to the color of old bronze. A
ribbon of blue with a trailing edge of bright white danced along the horizon
as the sun came up behind them. The cousins stood near the bow and
watched where land met sky, turning from shimmering water to a misty
image of land, to a finger of uneven landscape, to a dim outline and the
ghosts of buildings, to the swarming mass that was Capernaum in the early
morning.
As the ship was docking, a mob of noisy, ecstatic people was
pressing around a man who moved with great difficulty toward the shore.
Once he was clear of the crowd, he ambled toward a large burly fisherman
who was washing his nets. He bent down and spoke something to him and
the fisherman nodded. He put the nets down and both men walked over to
a large rowboat designed and fitted for fishing. They got in and the burly
man rowed them both out several yards from shore.
As the cousins started to unload the cargo, the man with the white
turban stopped them saying, “We already have plenty of men in this town
who we pay to unload the freight. We thank you for your help…we could
not have maintained our schedule without you two!” he said with a
saccharine smile. As he reached into his ornate robes, he offered, “Here is
something a little extra for you.”
Large smiles brightened their faces and thoughts of money danced
around in their heads as the cousins looked on expectantly. The man
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continued to fish around under his cloak all the time muttering, “Just a
minute…just a minute…”
Their smiles quickly vanished when his hands came out filled with
something large wrapped in crude paper. The cousins opened the parcels
and found circles of flatbread folded around generous pieces of grilled fish
spiced with hyssop.

“Breakfast!” the man happily proclaimed as he watched Elkanah
and Jori.
Weak thank‐yous issued from their mouths and they turned and
walked down the dock, across the sand and up to the near‐empty street.
Jori looked at the sandwich and shrugged. He took a bite and a tiny
smile made its way haltingly to his lips. “Not bad,” he muttered.
Elkanah looked at his food and anger flared up in him. He raised it
above his head and was about to throw it to the ground when Jori grabbed
his wrist. “WAIT!”

“Look,” Jori continued, “we bargained for passage and food alone.
We did not think of asking for money. We should have, but we did not. We
made the deal—not him! In the meantime, we should waste nothing until
we find a way to get some funds.”
Elkanah nodded and brought down the sandwich. He took a bite as
he looked at the crowd that milled around down at the beach. A sly smile
twisted his fish‐filled mouth. “Come on,” he motioned to Jori as they both
walked toward it munching on their food as they went.
Elkanah looked at Jori as they neared the edge of the mob and
whispered, “You wander though the crowd and find those who look as if
they have money. When you find one bump into him and apologize. As
you are doing that, I will pick his pocket.” A wicked smile curled Jori’s lips
and he moved his eyebrows quickly up and down. He turned and
meandered around the crowd with Elkanah on his heels.
Jori cautiously moved through the throng until he saw a broad
back covered in fine fabric. He bumped into the man so hard that he nearly
fell over. Jori grabbed him by both arms as he fell, and, picking him up,
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turned the man’s back toward Elkanah, apologizing the whole time.

“Good sir, I am so sorry! Please forgive me…I am in too much of a
rush.”
The man was rattled and spoke feverishly. “Of course…just let me
go…please!”
Jori looked at his strong hands as if he’d forgotten he held the man
by the arms and suddenly let go, saying, “Oh…of course…please forgive
me!” A fragile smile curled his lips as he backed away bowing.
The crowd was wide enough to do the same thing to several other
men in different parts of the drove without anyone getting any wiser. As
they worked the assemblage they noticed that the man in the boat was
speaking. His voice rang in their ears and even though they heard what he
was saying, they didn’t understand him.

“A sower went out to sow his seed. As he was scattering the seed,
some fell along the path, and the birds came and ate it up. Some fell on
rocky places, where it did not have much soil. It sprang up quickly, because
the soil was shallow. But when the sun came up, the plants were scorched,
and they withered because they had no root. Other seed fell among thorns,
which grew up and choked the plants. Still other seed fell on good soil,
where it produced a crop…a hundred, sixty or thirty times what was sown.
He who has ears, let him hear.”
Jori just ignored the man speaking from the boat. Elkanah tried to
but something seemed familiar about him. Still, they kept about their
business and were doing quite well.
The speaker continued. “The Kingdom of Heaven is like a man
who sowed good seed in his field. But while everyone was sleeping, his
enemy came and sowed weeds among the wheat, and went away. When
the wheat sprouted and formed heads, then the weeds also appeared. The
owner’s servants came to him and said, ‘Sir, did you not sow good seed in
your field? Where then did the weeds come from?’

‘An enemy did this,’ he replied.
The servants asked him, ‘Do you want us to go and pull them up?’
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‘No, he answered, because while you are pulling the weeds, you
may root up the wheat with them. Let both grow together until the harvest.
At that time I will tell the harvesters, First collect the weeds and tie them in
bundles to be burned; then gather the wheat and bring it into my barn.’”
The cousins were at once amused and bewildered by the man.
Elkanah walked over to Jori and whispered to him, “Who is that? Do we
know him from somewhere?”
Jori looked hard at the boat and searched his memory for some
reference. “Well, he sounds Nazarene,” he commented. “We may have seen
him around town at one time or another.” The speaker kept on talking as
the cousins kept on picking pockets.

“The Kingdom of Heaven is like a mustard seed, which a man took
and planted in his field. It is the smallest of all your seeds, yet when it
grows, it is the largest of garden plants and becomes a tree, so that the birds
of the air come and perch in its branches. The Kingdom of Heaven is like
yeast that a woman took and mixed into a large amount of flour until it
worked all through the dough.”
As their pickpocketing took them to the shore, Jori looked at
Elkanah with bewilderment and stated with confusion in his voice, “Seeds
and sowers…weeds and wheat? Mustard seed and yeasted bread? What is
that man talking about?”
Elkanah turned and stared hard at the man speaking from the boat,
trying vainly to figure out who he was and what he was talking about.
Finally, he looked back at Jori and shrugged his shoulders. He shook his
head slowly and said, “I have no idea!”
The speaker in the boat finally ended his speech. He turned to the
fisherman and said something to him. The fisherman said something back
and then got up in the boat and spread out his nets. He threw them in and
almost immediately they were full to overflowing with fish.
Elkanah turned to Jori and asked, “How is that possible? You
cannot catch fish like that this late in the morning!”
Jori shrugged and muttered “Just luck…”
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A call to his partners brought out two other men in another boat.
They all struggled to haul in the catch and when they finally got it all to
shore there were over one hundred large fish in the somewhat damaged
nets. The crowd cheered as the fisherman fell to his knees. He looked up as
he said something to the man; something the cousins could not hear over
the crowd. The man put out his hand and spoke something equally
unintelligible as he drew the fisherman to his feet. They both walked up
from the sea toward town as the mob called out over and over again,
“Y’shua…Y’shua!”
Jori looked at Elkanah. “Y’shua?” issued from his lips.
Elkanah turned away and looked with confusion toward the
crowd, then down at his feet and then back at the crowd. He muttered
“Y’shua…” He wrinkled his forehead into a tight knot and thought hard, as
if it was a slow, painful process.
He at once spun around and to come face to face with Jori again.
Wild eyes glared at his cousin as he sputtered out, “Y’shua! That is the
same boy who used to hang around the temple all the time…you
remember…right?”

“The same one who used to harass the Pharisees with questions
they could not answer…I liked him!” Jori exclaimed in an excited tone. A
large smile came to his face as he commented, “I always wondered what
happened to him.”

“Well I guess we know now,” scoffed Elkanah. Looking around at
the swarm he commented, “The crowd is moving off. How did we do?”

“I think we may have enough for a room tonight, some food and to
buy passage back to Magdala. If not, we walk! After all, we have very
important business there.” There was an evil grin on Jori’s face and it
spread to Elkanah’s. It was as infectious as leprosy.

“Sometimes,” Elkanah bitterly commented, “stealing just does not
pay!” It was late in the day and the cousins sat in an old, abandoned shack
near the beach, counting out their takings.
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“I do not believe it!” Jori muttered as he slowly shook his head
from side to side. “Every man I hit was dressed like he was rich, yet nearly
every purse we grabbed has nothing but a few copper coins in it!”

“And,” Elkanah pointed out, “Rocks or pieces of lead that make it
look bigger and heavier than it is!”
For a moment there was silence. Then a light went on in Jori’s
mind. “I know what is going on! These are ‘SHOW PURSES!’”
Elkanah looked at his cousin as if he did not understand and was
waiting for him to clarify what he said, so Jori went on.
These men keep their real money somewhere else, so if they get
robbed, these are stolen instead!”

“Decoys!” Elkanah exclaimed as he nodded his head. For a
moment he was sullen, but then he asked, “What do we do now?”

“At this point, ”Jori stated, “I think we get some food for the next
few days. We will have to have something to eat while we walk to
Magdala. We can sleep here tonight and get an early start in the morning.”

“Why can we not stay here a couple of days more and try to build
up money for passage? We could get jobs or roll some drunks at night near
the taverns.”

“Something about this place bothers me,” Jori commented with an
uneasy look on his face. “I would rather walk two or three days than stay
here any longer.”
The uneasy look was replaced by an angry evil expression as Jori
continued: “Besides, I want to get back to Magdala and take care of our
‘friends’ as soon as we can. Every day they live is on our labor and our
time. We have a debt to collect.”
Elkanah nodded his head with an expression every bit as angry
and as bitter as the one on Jori’s face. The two men got up and walked into
town to make their purchases. When they got back to the shack it was
toward dusk. The sky was turning red and the air seemed moist even for a
seacoast town.
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82
“Answers”

As Emoonah lay half awake in her bed, she thought she heard the
fluttering of wings outside her window. She blinked open her sticky eyes
and looked around to see a pigeon on the sill. She started to get up, but she
felt weak and dizzy. She fell back against the pillows and waited for the
dizziness to pass.
While she leaned against the pillows, she called out to Mara, who
entered the room only moments later. As her friend sat down on
Emoonah’s bed the smell of menstrual blood wrinkled her nose. She pulled
the covers back and saw that the blood covered a good part of the bedding.
Mara’s face became sorrowful. She shook her head and sadly
commented, “It looks like the potion that doctor gave you did not work.”
The widow’s eyes welled up as her face contorted into a mask of
pain, fear and despair. She covered her face in her hands and burst into
loud sobs.
Mara held her and tried to give her as much comfort as she could
muster, but she was as angry as Emoonah was scared.
She was angry with the doctors and healers who demanded more
money all the time only to give her friend more “cures” that didn’t work.
She was angry at the disease that racked and weakened Emoonah’s body
and made her unclean.
She was angry with the Pharisees who constantly told them that
the animals they brought to sacrifice to HaShem were substandard—even
though they were very costly—and made them buy “more suitable”
animals from them at even greater prices.
There was a time, when they went to make sacrifice at the temple,
that she was sure that they sold them back a bull that she and Emoonah
had brought to them before only to be told it was not a good enough
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animal to be sacrificed to HaShem.
Their money was going fast because with Emoonah being ill, they
could not keep up with their orders and their customers were going
elsewhere. Mara was almost as scared as she was angry and she didn’t
know what to do.
The pigeon cooed as it strutted back and forth on the windowsill.
Finally, Emoonah stopped sobbing and lay back down on the bed. Mara
stood and plucked the bird up and took the note loose. Wings flapped,
scattering down and small feathers in the air as the pigeon returned to the
sill.
Opening the note, Mara excitedly called out, “It is from Rashid! He
has found the boys again!”
A weak smile found its way to Emoonah’s lips as she muttered, “It
has been years…are they alright?”
Mara read on, “They were kidnapped and made slaves for eight
years and now they are going back to Magdala to kill those who enslaved
them!” She stopped and gave the widow a fearful look.
The same expression as the one Mara wore painted Emoonah’s
face. “If they are caught, it will be the end of both of them! How much
money do we have left?”

“Not much…only about six months’ worth.”
“We must sell the shop, go to Magdala and stop them! Gregorius,
that Roman weaver across town, has wanted to buy us out. It is time we
accepted his generous offer. Besides, it will not be long before we lose this
business.” Her words choked sorrowfully out of her, “I… just cannot keep
up anymore.”
Mara spoke softly to the widow. “Do you think you can make it to
Magdala, Emoonah? It is around a month away by wagon, and the road
there is harsh… We might not even make it there on time!”
Emoonah swallowed hard to drive back her tears and she pushed
the words out of her mouth as she answered, “We must try!”

355

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

Mara pasted a brave look on her face. She was frightened for her
friend. She was also of the mind that the boys were too far‐gone to be
saved, but she knew she would never convince Emoonah of that. “Yes…I
guess we must…” She answered firmly. She paused for a moment, then
smiled and offered in a sunny voice, “Perhaps there is a better healer in
Magdala you could see…you never know!”
Emoonah’s pale face showed a small, furtive glimmer of hope as
she replied, “Perhaps.”
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83
“To Magdala”
Morning found the cousins trudging wearily through a hard,
pounding rain. About a mile out of Capernaum a line of Roman chariots
raced toward town along the narrow road the cousins were leaving on.
Horse hooves and wheels on the wet earth made a tearing sound as they
roared by, coating Jori and Elkanah with a hail of dirty water and flying
mud. The soldiers laughed and sneered at the pair as they passed.
Jori hollered something obscene at the soldier’s backs, but they
were already too far away to hear it. “I hate Romans!” he said as he spat
mud out of his mouth.

“Not as much as I do!” Elkanah added. “I wish there was some
way to take vengeance on all of them!”
Jori’s mind suddenly sprang back to all the contemptible things
done to both Elkanah’s family as well as his own—including his father’s
crucifixion—by those in authority. He stated harshly, “Not only them, but
those Pharisees too!”
Elkanah looked at his muddy clothes. He and Jori were soaked to
the skin. His eyes were filled with fire as he gazed toward the Romans who
by now looked small and vague against the horizon. “There must be some
way…” He muttered his voice trailing off.
Jori tried wringing the water out of his cloak, but it was just as wet
as if he hadn’t bothered. He wore a tortured expression as he stood there in
silence. The rain beat down on him. His anger brewed powerfully as he
vainly twisted the soaking cloth. He felt tired and a little sick. Even so, a
thoughtful look came to his face. The wheels of his mind started to turn.
Elkanah looked up at the low, dark sky. It was rife with blackened,
angry clouds and the rain was coming down in thick sheets of large,
opalescent drops. Thunder clapped and lightning would flare as the
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raindrops turned for a second into pearls strung on silver wires in the half‐
light of the storm. “It would be two or more days of walking to get to
Magdala in good weather,” He complained. “It will be a lot longer in this
squall.”
Jori just glared at his cousin and with an ugly tone in his voice
demanded, “Quit whining! Compared to what we have been through over
the last several years, this is nothing.”
Elkanah knew he was right, but trudging on, he still didn’t like it.
It was late afternoon and the storm still hadn’t let up. As they
plodded along the road, Elkanah stopped suddenly and stood as still as a
statue. Jori kept going for a few more steps, but then turned back to look at
his cousin. Elkanah’s face was drained of color and held a look of shock.

“What is it, Cousin…what is wrong?” Jori’s eyes fell in line with
Elkanah’s, and immediately he saw what his cousin saw. In the road
several feet away, there was a muddied, crumpled form. For a moment
they both stood frozen and staring, then Jori moved slowly forward. He
had moved about four steps before Elkanah started to follow him.
There on the side of the road was the distorted, broken body of a
crippled man covered in mud and blood. Even though the body was
severely mangled, the cousins could tell that even in life, he had not been
normal. His back was hunched and one leg was a lot shorter than the other.
A waxy, claw like hand seemed to still reach out for a makeshift crutch that
fell a foot or so away from his grasping fingers.
Elkanah noticed that the tracks of a line of Roman chariots seemed
to veer from the middle of the road directly toward the deformed man who
could not move away quickly enough. He had been purposely run over;
probably by the same soldiers that sprayed Jori and Elkanah. That was the
Romans’ twisted idea of humor.
Jori quickly bent down, and turned the man over. “Wh… what are
you doing?” Elkanah’s voice was halting and shaky.
As he dug through the corpse’s pockets, Jori answered, “If he has
any money, I am going to take it. He will need it no longer and we do!
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“Aha!” Jori exclaimed as he pulled out a purse filled with coins of
all values.
Elkanah just shook his head and muttered, “A lot of good that will
do us out here…”

“This bothers you, Cousin?”
“I do not like stealing from the dead!”
A mocking tone issued from Jori as he looked over his shoulder at
his cousin and muttered, “Things like this never bothered you before.” A
wicked grin came to Jori’s lips as he sarcastically offered, “I guess we
should see if he will give it to us instead…” He turned back and asked the
corpse in a cordial, but mocking tone, ‘Sir, would you mind if we took this
purse from you? What? You would be happy to give it to us? How kind of
you!’” Jori glared at his cousin and asked bitterly, “Feel better now?”
Elkanah glared hotly at his cousin for a moment before angrily
hissing, “If there is nothing else you want from him, let us keep going. I
want to try and get out of this rain.”
The cousins walked in silence for a few more hours. It was getting
dark now and the rain fell harder than it had before and there was more
lightening. Off in the distance, illuminated by a lightning flash, they saw a
lonely stand of trees. The cousins spent the night lying inside a hollow log.
It was not comfortable, but it was somewhat dry.
In morning, the sun rose, but you could barely tell. The rain kept up and by
midday it was falling hard again. The cousins felt as if they were going to
drown.
Off in the distance Jori spotted a small building. One of the walls
was fallen in and the roof was half gone, but it looked to be dryer than it
was outside. He motioned to Elkanah and they moved off the road and
through the field to where the shack stood.
As they got closer to the ramshackle building, the cousins noticed a
small light coming through cracks in what was left of an inside wall. They
ambled cautiously through a doorway and heard a weak voice ask, “Who is
there? What do you want?”
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They moved around the corner near where the roof had fallen in
and found—in one of the only dry spaces in the place—a slightly older man
bent over a small, sputtering fire. Again they heard “Who is there? What do
you want?”
Both Jori and Elkanah were confused. The man should have been
able to see them now, but he was still crouched over the fire. Elkanah took
another step and a rotting floorboard creaked loudly. It was then that the
man looked toward them. His eyes were shrunken back in his head, and
wrinkled eyelids covered almost hollow sockets. His forehead was tall and
his hair was straight and long…longer than most. It was pulled back and
spattered with gray and so was his beard. His face was thin, almost to the
point of being bony. His nose was crooked and his lips were thin and
twisted into a fearful grimace.

“We just wanted to get in out of the rain,” Elkanah called out.
Jori, in his most benevolent manner said, “We mean you no harm,
Sir. If you would allow us, we could gather more dry wood for your fire.”
The blind man smiled and said weakly “That would be very nice.”
He paused before he spoke again then asked, “Do you have any food? I
have not eaten in many days.”
With a smile in his voice, Jori said, “Well, it is about dinnertime.
Cousin, see if you can find some more dry wood and I will get some food
ready.”
The smile on the blind man’s face grew wide as he blubbered, “Oh
thank you…thank you both!”
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84
“Bartimaeus”
Elkanah built up the fire so that it warmed the place up without
being so big it filled the area with smoke. Jori had set an earthen pot in its
midst and was carefully stirring the soup that simmered within it.
The blind man sat enjoying the larger fire and happily munching
on a piece of freshly cooked flat bread. The wet clothes that Jori and
Elkanah had worn were hanging nearby. They had stopped dripping and
were now starting to dry out.
The blind man ate like there was no tomorrow. After they had
finished, they all lay back warmer, drier and a lot happier. Elkanah leaned
against a rough wall and gazed at the blind man as he pondered the
situation. He thought to himself, What is this man doing here? You do not
find the blind out in the middle of nowhere.
As if he was reading Elkanah’s mind the man looked in his
direction and said, “You have many questions…why do you not ask
them?”

“How did you know that?”
“There is something about the way you were breathing that told
me you were curious. Besides, I can always tell when I am being stared at.
You get that way when you have been blind all your life. You want to
know how I came to be here…is that right?”
Jori interrupted. “I want to know what your name is…I am Jori and
this is my cousin Elkanah.”
The blind man smiled furtively and said, “I am Bartimaeus…of
Jericho.”

“Jericho? That is a very long way from here!” Jori exclaimed.
“What brings you so far from home?”
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“There is a great healer in Capernaum … a prophet sent from
HaShem … like Elijah the Tishbite. He is a man of great power. His name is
Y’shua and he is a Nazarene, as are both of you.”
Elkanah drew breath to speak, but Bartimaeus cut him off, saying
through a small grin, “I know you are from Nazareth because of your
accents.”
He paused a moment, then continued. “It is said that has healed
lepers, the maimed, and halt, and has given sight to the blind!” As he spoke
there was great excitement in Bartimaeus’s voice.
The cousins looked at each other in confusion. “A prophet name
Y’shua?” Elkanah asked. “We saw this man and all he did was to speak a
bunch of nonsense from a boat—he healed no one!”
Bartimaeus looked heartbroken. “He…healed no one? No one at
all? But I have heard such amazing stories!”
Jori added, “Sometimes that is all they are—stories!”

“But … I have traveled such a long way …” Bartimaeus uttered
sadly.

“How did you get here all alone?” Jori asked.
Bartimaeus spoke slowly with a great deal of pain in his voice. “I …
I did not. I was traveling with my friend Azuriah … a cripple with a
hunchback and a short leg. We both wanted to be healed …” his voice
trailed off and it looked as if he was thinking hard about all that had
happened.
After a moment, he continued. “We ran out of supplies days ago
and I was too weak to go any further. He left to find us food yesterday. I
gave him all my money, but he has not been back.” Bartimaeus said
mournfully. “I cannot believe he would just run off. I fear something bad
has happened to him.”
Elkanah’s face quickly became sorrowful. He was just about to say
something when a frosty look from Jori stopped him.

“We are going to Magdala,” Jori offered. “Perhaps you could travel
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with us and then get passage back to Jericho. We could give you some
money for the trip.”
For a long time Bartimaeus was silent. Then he said, “You are very
kind, but I do not know. Perhaps my friend will return. If he does I should
be here waiting for him.”
There was more silence while Bartimaeus sat and pondered what
he might do. The fire crackled and popped as Elkanah poked at it and put
on some more wood.
It was a long time before the blind man spoke again. “Right now,”
he muttered, “I am tired. I think I will go to sleep. If the rain stops in the
morning, I may go with you, but I am not sure; I will have to think about it
some more.”
Jori’s smooth voice was calming as he said, “Whatever you decide.
I think I will sleep a while too.” He put his head down and said, “Good
night, then.” He shot Elkanah a knowing glance, smirked and closed his
eyes.
His cousin just stared back at him and then at Bartimaeus. He was
troubled and annoyed. Stealing never bothered me, he thought to himself.
But from the blind and from dead cripples?” A disturbing, unfamiliar
feeling filled him as he thought about the whole thing, but after a while he
lay down and went to sleep.
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85
“The Widow’s Road”
The women found that getting to Magdala was every bit as bad as
Mara had heard. It was an adverse time of year to travel. Heavy rains
would alternate between hot, dusty days. The road was sometimes bumpy
and dusty, other times muddy and treacherous. Mostly it was just plain
hard.
Rain and dust were not their only problems. Sometimes the
temperature would drop far enough for them to see their breath come out
in thick clouds of steam. It chilled them to the bone. Other days it would be
hot as blazes, with sweat dripping from their bodies. The sudden changes
made the women feel tired, feverish and sick.
They bumped along in a couple of almost antique wagons in half
bad repair. Most of their possessions had been sold for whatever they could
get for them, which was very little. The people of Nazareth swooped down
like human vultures, bargaining them down to nearly nothing as well as
stealing whatever they could. But as bad as the Nazarenes were, Gregorius,
the Roman weaver, was much worse.
Emoonah and Mara had gone to see him about midday. They
entered the shop and were met by a small, bright‐eyed girl of about fifteen.
She chirped, “Good day, ladies. Father has been expecting you! If you will
wait a moment or two, I will get him for you.” At that she spun around and
danced through an archway toward the back of the store.
When she returned, she was preceded by a thick, fattish man of
about average height. Even though there were many rolls of fabric
throughout the shop, and he could have been dressed very well in any of
them, his robes were worn, faded and stained with food. His oily face
contained dull, dishonest eyes and his small mouth wore a permanent
smirk. He was clean‐shaven as was the Roman custom. Having no beard,
his extra chins had nowhere to hide. They jiggled when he spoke.
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He addressed Emoonah and Mara in a condescending tone without
even looking at them; instead he glanced absently around the shop. “Good
day, ladies… Thank you for coming. What is it I can do for you?”
Emoonah wearily stated, “I am not well…Would you mind if I sat
down?”
A perverted grin came to the Roman’s face as he purred smoothly,
“Of course not.” He turned to his daughter and barked, “Get the woman a
chair!” The girl moved as if she had been stung by a bee.
As she came back into the room, Gregorius wrenched the curved,
Roman‐style bench out of her hands before she could reach Emoonah with
it. He took a step or two forward, but as he got close to her, his nose
wrinkled at the heavy smell of menstrual blood. A wry smile came to his
face as he stepped back and grabbed a handful of rags from a box of scraps.
Covering the seat with them, queried, “It is nothing contagious, I hope?”
Emoonah was mortified, as was the Roman’s intent. Her colorless
face went white as bleached bone as she stammered out, “No … I … uh …
we …”
Mara cut her off. “We have decided to sell the shop. We came to
you because of the generous offer you made to us some few months ago.”

“You are relocating then?”
“No, we have decided to retire and move to Galilee.”
A sinister grin pulled at the corners of Gregorius’ lips as he
exclaimed, “Galilee—how nice! I hear it is beautiful there. I hope you two
will be very happy.”
Emoonah had regained her composure by now and she answered
quietly, “Thank you …I am sure we will be.” She paused for a moment,
then stated, “You had offered us fifteen thousand gold denari…”
This time the Roman cut her off. “Well, that was then and this is
now. I am more comfortable with six thousand.”

“Six?” Emoonah gasped. “But that is less than half!”
“Ladies,” the Roman stated, looking them in the eye for the first
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time since they entered his shop, “let us not mince words. I know that you
must leave town quickly and you will most likely take whatever I decide to
give you. Considering the circumstances, this is a most generous offer.”
There was a long silence before either woman said anything. They
just stared incredulously at the Roman. Mara was the first to speak. “You
would never get away with this if Jori and Elkanah were in town!”
The Roman’s sinister smile turned into a wide smirk as he stared at
the fingernails of his right hand and stated, “How true! But they are not—
are they? I understand they have been missing for quite some time.”
This time it was Emoonah’s turn to smirk. She said sweetly to the
Roman, “The reason we must leave town quickly is because they have been
found! We now go to where they are. When we see my son and nephew, I
will be sure to tell them of your… generosity.”
Gregorius’ smirk quickly faded and his oversized stomach turned a
little queasy as the women stared him down. He decided that discretion
was the better part of valor and offered, “I will go as high as eight…no
more!”

“Emoonah frowned hard, but she knew that without the boys
actually being in the same room as the greedy Roman they had little chance
of getting any more. She looked away and said, “Just give us the money!
You may take possession in two days.”
Mara was about to object when Emoonah shot her a fiery look.

“You have made a wise choice” the Roman stated with a small
chuckle in his voice. He doled out the gold with a mercenary smirk. There
was avarice in his dishonest eyes.
After buying the old wagons, they assembled a small, motley crew
of men and women they could hire cheaply. The group would take care of
the oxen and the few chickens they took with them, cook and set up and
tear down camp. They were not the best, but at least they were honest.
Now with nothing but enough money to last just under a year and
provisions for the group for maybe two months, they set their faces toward
Magdala. Emoonah hoped they could make it before it was too late to save
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Jori and Elkanah from themselves. Mara hoped that they would make it
before the widow got any weaker.
Emoonah was reclining inside one of the wagons driven by Baruch,
one of the hired men. She weakly lifted a curtain that was so threadbare
you could hardly call it a curtain at all. She called out to Abelia, the sister of
Adiella, one of three women who traveled with them walking along side
the two wagons. “Sister, do you know where Rafela is?”
She called back, “She and your friend Mara are in the other wagon
making a medicine for you!”
A frail smile came to the widow’s face. Rafela had a sweet spirit.
Her name meant “healer,” and she did all she could to live up to it. She
constantly worked to cure the widow. Her potions and medicines didn’t
help Emoonah’s affliction or even make her feel any better, but the love and
kindness she got from the girl did.
Yusef, the husband of Rafela, who sat beside Baruch in the wagon,
looked back at the reclining woman and smiled a sad smile. Even if his wife
had not told him of Emoonah’s affliction, from the look of her and the smell
that surrounded her, he knew she was very ill. It filled him with
compassion for her. He sighed, shook his head, and, as he turned around to
look at the road again, he wondered how long she had. He uttered a little
prayer to HaShem under his breath for her.
Elan, a tall, widowed man who generally wore no expression at all,
sat with his teenaged son Hod on the driver’s bench of the other wagon.
Hod was an energetic boy who constantly fidgeted in his seat. He looked
like he would rather be pulling the wagon along with the oxen than riding
in it.
The last hand hired was Tobias, who walked along next to them.
He was a friend of Elan, Hod and Baruch. He wore an odd grin and said
nothing—nothing at all. They had been on the road several long weeks.
Everyone was tired and worn out. It had been a long difficult trip,
but they were getting close to Magdala and looked forward to the end of
the journey.
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86
“The Cousins’ Road”

The cousins were not faring much better. It was two more days
before the storm let up and now their provisions were low. Bartimaeus
decided to go on to Capernaum and asked to be left along the side of the
road to try and hitch a ride. He was very brave for a blind man and that
impressed Elkanah. After a whispered argument between Jori and himself,
he left Bartimaeus a few coins and some of the last of their food. They were
still about three days out of Magdala.
Jori fumed at Elkanah, looking at his cousin with hot, angry eyes. “I
hope you are happy now. If we make it to Magdala at all, it will be on
empty stomachs.”

“We have gone hungry before; it will not kill us!” Elkanah snapped
back.

“I do not see why we had to give him some of our food—HaShem
always takes care of people like him.”
Elkanah slowly turned his head until his eyes met those of his
cousin. “Since when do you depend on HaShem for anything? When it
suits you? Besides, HaShem did not help his crippled friend escape the
wheels of those Roman chariots!”
For a long moment Jori seemed lost in thought. Then he spoke.
“After he had Bartimaeus’s money, he must not have intended to go back
for him. His sin must have caught up with him. But look what happened;
HaShem sent us to care for him. See? It all worked out.”

“And now we have Bartimaeus’s money. Should we keep an eye
out for chariots too? If you think along those lines, HaShem will make us
pay for our sins as well—and they are many. A grievous reward awaits us,
Cousin!”
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“But we have done much good too!” Jori protested.
Elkanah retorted, “If all our good deeds were put on one side of a
scale with all the evil on the other, we would be found severely wanting.
We both know that!”
Again Jori was silent. As he turned to look down the long muddy
road, he felt a little sick to his stomach. If HaShem really did make people
pay for their sins, he and Elkanah were in big trouble.
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87
“The Plot”
Late in the night of the third day found Jori and Elkanah skulking
through the streets of Magdala, moving toward the general area of the
tavern where Ishmael and Ruben used to frequent. The mist from the sea
made it seem colder than it was and the cousins were chilled and hungry.
Elkanah snarled at Jori, “You were the one complaining for the last
three days about starving to death, and now that we can finally buy
something to eat, you want to spend the evening prowling around looking
for those two ————! Why do we not eat first and then go after them?”

“Where can we get anything to eat this time of night, you fool?
Besides, we need an alibi!” Jori growled back. “We must find them, kill
them and then sneak out of here. In the morning, we come back into town
plain view of everyone. That way, the Romans will not suspect us because
we were not in town at the time! Smart, huh?”
Before Elkanah could answer, footsteps approached from down the
cobblestone street and the voices of a Roman patrol rung out. The cousins
dashed down an alley and hid among some debris. The patrol marched by
the alley, the light from their torches breaking the darkness for a moment as
they passed.
Elkanah mused, “I wonder what that was about?” He looked at Jori
and asked, “Were there patrols of that size the last time we were here?”
Confusion wrinkled Jori’s face as he thought hard and then replied,
“We were not here that long, less than a week. But I do not think so—at
least not that I saw.”
They got up and wandered quietly over to the entrance to the alley.
Jori motioned to Elkanah and they went out, following the patrol at a long
distance until they reached the outskirts of the town square. They looked
out from around the corner of a building and saw several squads on patrol
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their torches lighting up the square like midday. It looked as if they were
searching for someone.

“This does not look good,” Elkanah whispered.
Jori answered back, “With all these patrols, there is too much
chance of us being seen” Let us leave this place for now until we can find
out what this is all about!”

“What about food?”
“If we leave along the shore, we might find some fish that were too
small to sell, or maybe something else.”
Elkanah nodded and they went along their way, being careful not
to be seen.
At the waterfront they made their way along the docks, looking
through cleaning troughs and bait jars for something to eat. Feet on gravel
alerted them that someone was coming and they both slid over the side of a
low landing. The voices got louder until the cousins could make out what
they were saying.

“Do you think those two will come back here? Could they be that
foolish?”
The other voice said, “After eight years as slaves they are not
foolish, they are crazed! You heard how the big one would glare at the
guards and his cousin would toy with them. Neither one is any weakling,
and a madman is the strongest of all! I would not tangle with them.”

“Do you think them insane enough to come back here?”
“The captain of the ship that dropped them in Capernaum said
they were asking how far it was to Magdala. What do you think?”

“I think the bosses are pretty nervous,” the voice said with a
chuckle. “After all, they hired the Roman guard to protect them.”

“They must have a lot of money to do that!” There was a short
pause before the voice continued. “I doubt their gold will buy them a good
nights sleep though…”
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As the voices moved out of earshot, the cousins looked at each
other with dower expressions and continued along the waterfront until
they were nearly out of the city. At one of the outlying docks, they found
several pots of fish in a salt brine waiting to be cured. They took a small bit
from each pot so the fishermen would not think the pots had been pilfered,
but that they just miscounted. They wrapped them in some rags and
walked on. When they far enough away from town to speak, Jori turned to
Elkanah and said “I think we need another plan!”
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88
“Reunion”
A ribbon of pale gold appeared on the horizon and danced along
the edge of the sea to the East. As it got wider, it also got brighter until, in
the center, just the top of the sun sneaked up and hung there, as if it were
looking around to see if it should stay awhile or go back to where it came
from.
The cousins were a mile or so out of town and they sat a ways
away from the road in a depression between some dunes. They grilled
what little fish they had over a purposely‐small fire, but it was gone well
before they were satisfied.
Besides still being hungry, they were tired, a little chilled and very
depressed. Their faces were like stone masks of anger and pain. They sat in
silence for a long time. Finally, Elkanah broke the hush and in an angry
voice asked Jori, “Any idea how we can get to ‘our friends’?”
Jori patted his wide midsection and answered “Right now, I am so
empty it is hard for me to think. We need to get more food somehow!”
Jori got to his knees and climbed to the top of the dunes. He lay on
his belly and looked around for movement. There was nothing between the
town and them except the activity of fishermen a long way down the coast.
He looked along the road to Magdala. It was empty until just
before the city, then nothing but the normal morning bustle. There were no
patrols or chariots going into or out of the town.
He flipped over on his back and looked away from the city. He
thought that he saw smoke from a small fire a couple of miles back along
the road. He motioned to Elkanah who climbed the opposite dune and
looked out into the distance.
He looked over his shoulder at Jori and excitedly asked “Is that a
campfire?”
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“It looks like one…”
“Maybe they have some food. Let us go and find out!”
Jori nodded, then cautioned, “Stay off the road as much as you
can.” He pointed and said, “You see that stand of Acacia trees? Let us go
through there. And keep your eyes and ears open. We are wanted men!”
Elkanah nodded and they both got up and cautiously started across
the road, through the trees and toward the smoke.
Although the Acacias were spindly trees, winding their way
through the thick stand was not easy and it was some time before they
made it to the outskirts of the camp. As they came to the end of the grove,
the cousins dropped again to their bellies and watched for a moment.
The men were in the process of breaking camp and the women
were cleaning up, but it was two young women, who looked as if they
could be sisters that stopped the cousins in their tracks. Jori and Elkanah
forgot all about their stomachs as they looked at them. Their mouths hung
open and their hearts beat fast.
The two girls both looked to be in their early twenties. They
weren’t twins but they seemed to be close in age. Barefoot, curvy, and
beautiful, they both had wavy, raven‐black hair; one had it tied back and
the other wore it up. Their skin was fair and their faces had small delicate
features. The fact that their clothes were old and wearing out didn’t distract
from their beauty at all.
The cousins were so oblivious to anything but the girls, they almost
didn’t realize it when another female form came out of one of the wagons.
Older by several years, she was thickly built with graying hair and heavy
features.
Elkanah briefly glanced over at the figure, then quickly back at the
girls, without noticing who it was. Then as if jarred from a stupor, his head
jerked back again. He stared hard for a long moment then prodded his
cousin hard in the ribs.
A grimace came to Jori’s face, and as he ground his teeth, a grunt
escaped his lips. He grumbled softly, “What is the matter with you,
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Cousin?”

“Look!” Elkanah whispered, pointing with his head.
A sly smile painted his face as Jori replied, “Oh, I am looking
cousin … I am looking.”
Elkanah turn to Jori and uttered, “No! Over there!”
As he turned from the two girls and looked at what Elkanah was
pointing to, an expression of complete surprise overpowered the sly grin.
“Mara? Is that Mara? I cannot believe it!”
Jori’s big, hefty body sprung up as if it was propelled by springs.
He crashed though the scrub like an elephant on a rampage shouting,
“Mara … Mara!”
The look on her face was priceless. Seeing Jori lumbering toward
her at top speed seemed to at once horrify and delight her. She opened her
arms just in time for Jori to slam into her, sweeping her up in his arms in a
huge hug. She gasped for air as he spun around and around muttering, “It
is SO good to see you… I cannot believe it…It is so GOOD to see you!”
When he finally did put her down there were tears in his eyes. He snuffled
them away commenting, “Lots of dust around here…”
Elkanah was just a few steps behind him, and when he got to
where Jori and Mara stood, he looked around asking “Is Mother here?”
Mara hushed him saying, “She is still sleeping…”

“Well wake her up…her sons are here!” Elkanah boisterously
proclaimed.
Mara put a finger to her lips and a “shhhh!” came out her mouth.
“She has not been well. She needs her rest.”
An expression of gloom warped Elkanah’s happy face as he
stammered out, “Mother… is sick? What is the matter with her…is it
serious?”
Mara motioned for the cousins to follow her and they moved away
toward the rear wagon.
Abelia turned to her sister and said as she looked toward Elkanah,
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“I find a man who loves his mother to be very appealing.”
Adiella was not really listening. She stared at Jori’s broad back and
muttered “There were tears of joy in his eyes to see Mara—he must be a
very sensitive man. And so big …”
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89
“Remorse”
Emoonah lay sleeping on a bed in the rear wagon. When Elkanah
looked in at her an expression of shock and extreme sadness twisted his
face. A tear formed in one of his eyes. He wiped it away with a callused
hand. She looked so pale, weak and small. He turned to Mara and
whispered, “What is wrong with her?”
She motioned them away from the wagon. When they were out of
earshot, she spoke softly saying, “She has … a … an … an issue of blood.”
Confusion contorted Jori’s mouth as he repeated, “An issue of
blood? What does that mean?”
Elkanah looked at him and then back at Mara. “Yes…what does
that mean?”
Mara was embarrassed. She looked at the ground saying, “Twelve
years ago, her … her … monthly … started and never stopped. She is
unclean.”

“Twelve years?” Elkanah was shocked. “We have only been gone a
little over eight… Why was I not told of this? There must have been
something we could have done! Has she been to a doctor?”
We have spent nearly all the money we had on doctors, healers,
and the like. We had to sell the shop because she could no longer work.
When we got Rashid’s message, we came here to find you and to stop you
from killing those who enslaved you.”
The young ears of Hod, who was working nearby picked up at the
word “enslaved.” He ambled over to where his father was and whispered
in his ear. They both found things to do within earshot of the conversation.
Jori was angry. “Rashid and his ————pigeons!” he growled.

“What happened to him, anyway?” Elkanah fussed. “Is he around
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here somewhere looking to get into more of our business?”
Mara stated, “He has returned to Persia and I am glad! I would not
want him see how ‘grateful’ you two are.” She scowled and added, “He has
done us all many favors. He saved your lives twice and was trying to save
them again…do not blame HIM!”

“Coming here was a waste of your time,” Elkanah snarled in an
irritated tone.
Mara’s temper started to flare and her eyes became grave. “So we
cannot convince you two fools not to take revenge on those men?”
Jori angrily retorted, “Not to worry. They are so well guarded we
cannot even get near them!”
Mara calmed down a little and uttered, “Thanks be to HaShem!”
The cousins were surprised by her words; she wasn’t even Hebrew.
Their faces contorted as they shook their heads.
Jori changed the subject. “Do you have any food? We have not had
much to eat in the last few days … or are you planning to leave?”
The anger left Mara’s face as she grinned and answered, “We were
going to go and try to find you two, but since you found us we can stop
packing. The girls and I will make you something to eat.”
It was then that Jori and Elkanah remembered the girls. Smiles
came to their faces as they walked back along the wagons.
Elan looked at Hod. The both of them nodded to each other and
went back to work.
As Jori, Elkanah and Mara got closer to where the girls were, she
clapped her hands and called to them. “Abelia…Adiella…” When the girls
turned around and saw the three of them approaching, eager smiles came
to their faces. They dusted themselves off and looked at the cousins with
anticipation.

“These are the men we came here to find. This is Jori and this is
Elkanah,” Mara stated in a formal tone. “Jori, Elkanah, this is Abelia and
Adiella. They came to Nazareth shortly after the two of you left.”
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Elkanah looked them both over bit by bit. A sly smile came to his
face and a smooth tone filled his voice as he bantered, “I know; I would
have surely remembered two such beautiful ladies!” The girls soaked up
his flattery like a dry sponge soaks up water. They giggled, straightened
their backs and pushed up their shoulders.
Jori, on the other hand, stood there nervously staring—mainly at
his feet or looking around at anything but the girls. He would shyly sneak a
look at Adiella every so often, but said nothing.
Mara broke the tension by commanding, “Girls, the men are
hungry. Would you please fix them some food?”
The smiles the girls wore became bigger as the realized an
opportunity to show off their womanly talents. “Of course, Mara!” Abelia
spouted.

“What would you gentlemen like?” Adiella excitedly asked.
“Whatever you have,” answered Elkanah.
“As long as there is a lot of it,” Jori chimed in.
Musical laughter issued from Adiella. She flashed Jori a shy smile,
turned and strolled toward one of the wagons, looking back over her
shoulder as she went. Jori felt a rush of excitement as he watched her full
hips swaying as she walked.
Abelia’s smile toward Elkanah was nowhere near shy as she bent
over to stoke the dying fire. She and he just smirked at each other until
Elkanah heard a familiar voice calling, Mara … Rafela … are you there?”
He spun around and bounded toward the wagon. Grabbing the
post that held up the roof he swung himself up and inside. Emoonah’s
surprised face burst into tears as she flung her arms wide. Elkanah hurled
himself into her embrace and they both cried together. He hardly noticed
the odor from her affliction.
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90
“Options”
Emoonah reclined in the sun on a chaise that was a cheap
framework of raven wood covered by thick pillows and cushions. Jori sat
on a stool that was too small for him next to her. He was busily stuffing
food into his mouth while the girls watched in amazement. They looked
back and forth at him and each other. They had never seen anyone eat like
that before!
On the other side sat Elkanah on a small pile of pillows. He too had
a plate of food, but just picked at it. His mother’s pale appearance broke his
heart and her frailness chewed at him. Mara looked warmly at mother and
son; her face held nothing but sympathy.
All of the crew sat with them on blankets or pillows covering the
soft grass. Yusef and Rafela, Baruch, Elan and Hod. Tobias stood a ways
away, leaning against one of the wagons, his odd, ever‐present grin
twinkling in his eyes and pulling at his mouth. You could smell the sea that
sat several hundred yards away over the dunes.
Emoonah looked lovingly at Elkanah and uttered weakly, “I am so
glad you are not going to try and kill those men. After all, it would not
bring back the eight years you spent as slaves.”
Jori’s jaw stopped moving. He turned to her as he swallowed a
half‐chewed mouthful of food. “That is not the point!” he snapped angrily.
“They stole from us the ONLY thing that cannot be regained…time! Eight
years’ worth of time! If only I could get close enough to them, I would twist
their miserable heads off!”
Mara, Emoonah and Abelia looked shocked. Adiella’s expression
seemed to jibe with Jori’s, as did Elkanah’s. No one else’s face changed at
all, but something moved behind the eyes of Elan, Hod, Baruch and Tobias.
Elkanah was poised to join in Jori’s tirade, but then he saw Abelia’s
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face and decided against it.
Emoonah reached out and put her small hand on Jori’s massive,
distorted paw. He looked into her deep brown eyes and saw love and
compassion. He started to feel the same for her until she stated, “You two
have been through many terrible ordeals in your lives,” she sighed as tears
fell down her cheeks. “I wish there was some way to reach back and change
it all, but I cannot; no one can. The only thing we can do now is to forgive,
forget and move on.”
Fire lit in Jori’s eyes. He pulled his hand away, stood up tall and
growled “Forgive? Forget? FEH! Do you not understand that if you allow
people to walk all over you they will just keep doing it? You must fight
back … take revenge … make them sorry they ever crossed you! That way
anyone who sees your vengeance will think twice about getting in your
way! To inspire fear is the only way to live in this world … it’s the only
way you will be safe!”
Emoonah looked up at the big man and asked with pity in her
voice, “YOU have been safe?”
He stared down at her for a long minute and answered firmly, “I
have been overconfident, and too easily deceived. But that is over! I need to
once again depend on my mind and not just my brawn.” He sat back down,
picked up his plate and started to eat again. A small nod moved Adiella’s
head in agreement and she shifted just a little closer to him.
Abelia took a long look at Elkanah. There was caution on her face.
When she spoke there was a touch of fear in her voice. Addressing the
cousins, she asked “Have … you killed before?”
Elkanah opened his mouth to speak, but was cut off by Jori. “Only
the ones who needed killing! We killed the men who framed my father for
their own crime—who made sure he died for it and not them. And I killed a
man who found out about it and tried to extort us.”
Mara looked over at Abelia and spoke in a comforting tone. “But
that was many years ago.”

“Are you really thieves … by profession?”
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Elkanah shot Jori a look that said “Shut up!” and then answered
her. “We stole when we were children, but we opened a money‐lending
business and we used to make strong‐drink . Recently, we were forced to
do some stealing to survive, but we are no longer thieves.”
Abelia looked at him with a hardness on her face and said in a firm
voice, “Honest men cannot be forced to steal; those who do are thieves!”
Elkanah’s face hardened too. He harshly spat back, “WELL THEN,
I GUESS THAT IS WHAT WE ARE!”
Rafela opened her mouth, seeking to calm the argument, but Yusef
put a hand on her thigh and shook his head; a small, knowing smile pulling
at the corners of his mouth. She shrugged her shoulders, nodded and
leaned back against the large pillow that she and her husband shared.
Both Elkanah and Abelia turned away from each other and stopped
talking. Jori looked back and forth between the two. That girl is going to be
trouble! he thought to himself.
The rest of the day dragged on. Emoonah, Mara and Abelia went
on and on about how foolish it was to try to kill Ruben and Ishmael, and
Jori and Elkanah spoke at length about the necessity of vengeance. Adiella’s
body language and attitude seemed to agree with the cousins, but she said
nothing. The other men were silent as well. This went on until past
sundown even as the women were preparing the evening meal.
Finally, many hours after dinner, Jori stood up and commanded
“Enough! What is the point of this anyway? Those ————— are so
closely guarded, two men could never get close enough to kill them! If you
all want to stay up and argue, go ahead! But I am going to sleep!” with that,
he grabbed an armful of bedding that had been put out for Elkanah and
himself and spread it out under one of the wagons.
Elkanah stood up and said, “This whole conversation has been a
waste of time! We will never agree with each other and I am tired of
arguing. GOOD NIGHT!” He turned away and strode over to where Jori
lay and crawled under the wagon and the covers.
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91
“Compatriots”
Quiet footsteps mixed with the low, steady snore of Jori’s
breathing. A hand went out to lightly touch his shoulder. Just as it did, a
massive left hand grabbed it and twisted.
Hod clenched his teeth and drew air in hard in order not to yell out
in pain. He slapped Jori’s face and snarled angrily, “Wake up, you oaf!”
Jori’s eyes cleared and he saw who touched him. He let go as he
drew breath to speak, but Hod put a finger to his mouth. The big man said
nothing. The boy motioned for both the cousins to come with him. Jori
wakened Elkanah by clamping a hand over his mouth and shaking him.
His eyes sprung open as he pulled air into though his nose and into his
lungs. He grabbed Jori by the wrists, but then realized who it was. Irritation
mixed with curiosity as the large hand lifted off his mouth. It was Jori’s
turn to put a finger to his lips and motion to be followed. They both got out
from under the wagons and went after Hod across the meadow and into
the stand of trees.
Inside the grove just far enough so that they could not be seen from
the wagons stood Elan, Baruch and Tobias. Their eyes were silent and their
faces shared a deadly serious expression.
Elkanah rubbed his eyes one at a time never taking them off the
men in front of them.
Jori stared noiselessly, quickly shifting his gaze to each face several
times before he muttered, “What is this about?”
Baruch was the first to speak. His voice was without emotion as he
whispered, “We will help you kill the men who enslaved you.”
Elan’s voice was equally matter‐of‐fact as he added, “Men like that
need to die before they ruin anymore lives.”
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The cousins gazed at them with suspicion. They looked at each
other out of the sides of their eyes. Finally, Elkanah sneered, “Why would
you help us? You barely know us…do you wish to turn us in for a reward?
We would kill you all before you could!”
Elan looked around at the other men and said to them, “Show them
why we would help them.” As if as one man, they all untied their belts
lowered their cloaks and turned around. In the brittle moonlight the
cousins saw backs that were a crosshatch of whip scars. Tobias had the
most and Hod had the fewest. After a moment or two, they all pulled up
their cloaks again and turned to face the cousins.

“We were all slaves in Syria,” Baruch stated calmly.
Elan looked at Hod and then at the cousins. “My baby son, my wife
and I were taken from our farm by marauders and sold off to a plantation
owner. My wife died the first year from overwork and bad food. It was
then that I swore that I would kill those who enslaved us and all other
slavers.”
He glanced back and forth at the cousins for a moment, and then
continued, “We were there fifteen years before we got an opportunity to
rebel. That is when I met Baruch and Tobias.” He looked at the two men.
“Baruch had only been there a about a year before us, but only HaShem
knows how long Tobias was enslaved. We think he was beaten so badly
that he stopped speaking.” He looked sadly at the man and said, “He seems
to understand all we say, but he does not speak. He only wears that odd
grin day and night.”

“How did you escape?” Jori asked.
Baruch answered, “It took us ten years to chip away the mortar
between the stones of the jailhouse where we were kept. When we were
finally through, we set fire to some barns and in the confusion, we killed
the plantation owner and all four of the taskmasters. We got the keys off
one of them and let all the other slaves out. When the guards saw they were
outnumbered, they ran off like the cowards they were. We took whatever
plunder we could and traveled back to Israel.”
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Elan added, “We got back here six months ago. We have not found
a place where we want to settle down yet, so we keep moving. We were in
Nazareth when we heard your mother needed help, so we signed on with
everyone else.”
Jori asked, “Do they know of your past?”
Hod answered, “No one does. We like it that way!”
There was a long silence before anyone spoke again. Elkanah broke
the quiet and asked, “How do you propose to help us get close enough to
kill those —————? Do you have a plan?”

“Of sorts,” Baruch answered.
Elan asked, “Do you know where they live or where they might be
found?”

“We do not know where they live,” Elkanah answered, “but there
is a tavern that we have met them at. They seem to be regulars. It is in a
shabby part of town sort of by the water. Once you get there, it is quiet, but
getting there is the hard part because most of the town is busy around it.”

“When we first crossed the sea coming back from Syria,” Elan
offered, “this is where we landed. We were here a month before we left. I
think I know the tavern of which you speak, and I might be able to get us
there without being seen.”
A sly grin came to Baruch’s face as he sneered, letting his voice
purposely trail off, “and then a fire in the right place…”
Everyone laughed softly except Tobias whose odd grin never
changed, but whose eyes darted around at all who stood in the clearing.
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92
“Vengeance”
The five men and the teenager made their way quietly along the
waterfront and back into town in roughly the same way as Elkanah and Jori
had left it. Elan carried a rough sack containing a large skin of oil, lots of
rags, a homemade torch with some kindling, and a flint and steel.
It was late at night and the shore was deserted. They passed where
the cousins had made their way down from the town square and kept
going until they came to a man‐made channel that ran from the town down
to the water.
Elan put down his sack and tied his robe up around his waist.
When Hod did the same, everyone else followed suit. They watched as the
father and son waded into the water and walked upstream. It was
surprisingly shallow. The rest of the band trailed close behind.
As they moved further along a stench rose from the water. Tobias
watched as the cousins grimaced in disgust. “What is this place?” Elkanah
whispered out.
Baruch quipped back, “Better you should not ask!” but it was too
late.
With a comical grin painting his young face, Hod chuckled, “This is
where they dump garbage and sewage!”
Jori felt as if he was going to vomit as he choked out, “Why did you
not tell us?”
Tobias’s eyes shot around at his compatriots. His odd grin grew
large and even more absurd. He was missing some teeth and his smile
looked like someone whitewashed a fence that had many boards missing.
Elan glanced over his shoulder at the big man and cracked, “Would
you have come this way if we had?”
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Jori just grumbled, but Elkanah seemed to find the humor in it. “I
think not!” he snickered.
Baruch whispered, “There is the ladder. We are almost out!” then
stopped. The rest of them stopped too.
Elan muttered, “The tavern is just around the corner to the right of
this channel.” He looked at the cousins and said, “Hod and I will go and
see if the two men you described are there. If so, we will start the front of
the building on fire. There is a back door and Baruch will be there. He will
attempt to guide your ’friends’ in this direction.”
With that, he opened his robe and took out two knives with wide,
sharp blades and handed one to each to cousin saying, “The rest is up to
you…”
As the three men moved away, Jori asked, “You remember the
descriptions of them, do you not?”
Elan snapped, “Yes—stop worrying!” He took a few more steps
toward the ladder, then uttered, “This might take some time. Give us a few
minutes before you come up, then wait in the blind alley across the way.
When Baruch brings them by, pull them in and kill them quickly.” He
looked at the grinning man. “Tobias, you stay on the ladder and act as a
lookout.”
A sinister grin spread from one man to another as the three
climbed the ladder then moved off toward the tavern.
The cousins did just as Elan told them. In a few minutes Jori turned
to Tobias and said, “When you see them coming, give us a sign.” Tobias
grin grew again as he slowly nodded his head.
Jori climbed to the top of the ladder and looked along both sides of
the street. When he saw no one, he hopped out and silently crept across
and into the alley. Elkanah did the same and in a few minutes they both
were crouched across the way staring at Tobias, who stood on the ladder.
His head was just over street level and he kept watch on the cobblestone
walkway down to the corner.
The two men and the teenager turned the corner and moved
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toward the tavern along an avenue strewn with old boxes filled with junk
and straw packing, trash, papers and debris of all sorts. Garbage was piled
everywhere, and the stench of it filled the air. It was hard to believe that the
office of the Roman Proconsul was only blocks away.
As they got to the tavern, they took a right and skulked behind it
into the criss‐cross of narrow alleyways. Elan turned to Hod and said, “I
think you should be the one to lead our ‘friends’ to their recompense. They
would be less suspicious of someone your age.” Cold eyes over a malignant
grin reflected in the faces of both the father and the son.
Elan looked around and stated, “There is plenty of fuel for a fire
here.” Turning back to Baruch he said, “Come with me and let us see if they
are here.” Turning to Hod he said, “Stay here and gather up some dry
wood, paper and hay—I have a feeling they will be useful tonight.”
The two men sidled back to the end of the alley and carefully
checked to see if anyone was coming. They saw no one, so they turned the
corner, walked around to the front of the building, opened the door to the
tavern and stepped inside. The place was crowded and it took a long time
to get to the counter. It was even longer before they could get waited on.
Serving drinks was the same buxom barmaid; still not too pretty,
and even less so eight years later. Her dark, wavy hair now held a little
gray and her eyes looked a little older, but she still looked durable and not
particularly unattractive.
Baruch and Elan stepped over to the counter and ordered strong‐
drink . The barmaid smiled a close‐mouthed grin. She said, “Yes, Sirs,” and
pulled a jug and two cups from under the bar.
A little light showed in her eyes when she looked at Baruch. He
smiled and put down four copper coins. She smiled back and said “That is
too much money…” and put a finger on each of two of the coins.
She started to push them back when Baruch put a big, veiny paw
on her small, strong hand and said, “Not too much for you, Honey…”
She lowered her head, tilted it and looked up at him along her
eyelashes. A slight one‐sided smile came to her lips as she offered, “I close
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tonight. Perhaps later…”
Baruch smiled back and returned, “Perhaps. Perhaps…”
A customer hollered for service from the far side of the room. She
put a finger to Baruch’s heavily bearded face and trailed it off. She ambled
toward the customer, smiling back over her shoulder as she went. His eyes
locked on her broad shoulders, large bust, narrow waist, and full hips as
she swayed away.
Elan nudged Baruch hard in the ribs. Rubbing his side, he turned
back to his confederate and in an irritated tone growled, “WHAT?”

“We have not come here for you to get lucky. We have work…”
Elan was cut off by a loud argument coming up a corridor that
ended at a door that was ajar behind the counter just to their right.

“They were here, I tell you—they were spotted coming into the
city!” one of the voices whined.

“Possibly, but to call out the entire Roman guard?” growled the
other. “Why do we have guards with us at all times? They are but two
men—TWO MEN! Ohh…this is going to cost us a fortune! If you keep this
up, we will die penniless.”

“I would RATHER die penniless then to be killed by those two. It is
said they went insane at the fort. They are homicidal maniacs now…I am
sure of it! They will want to kill us in the most painful ways they can think
of. We should have made them our partners, not enslaved them!”

“It is a little late to think about that now!”
The door was kicked open and a Roman guard stepped through.
He was of average height and weight, but he looked wide, rugged and not
to be fooled with.
Behind him was a thick‐bodied man with messy, graying hair, a tall
forehead and a dower expression. Set into his deeply wrinkled face were
tiny, close‐set eyes and a hooked nose. His short salt‐and‐pepper beard did
not quite hide a large Adam’s apple that bobbed as he talked. He looked
over his shoulder to harangue the man walking behind him.
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The man he was berating was older. He was paunchy with skinny
arms and legs and a pear‐shaped body. He had deep‐set, bulging, froglike
eyes. His gray beard was thin, spotty and almost nonexistent. There were a
few curly gray, random hairs on the sides and back of his head. He
nervously rubbed his hands together and fidgeted almost constantly. His
head flailed and his bulging eyes darted around as he talked as if he was
making sure no one could sneak up on them. Bringing up the rear was
another Roman guard a little taller than the first one. He looked a little
meaner.
Baruch and Elan looked at each other and smiled small evil smiles
unseen by anyone but the two of them. Baruch slugged down his drink, got
up, made his way through the crowd and walked out the door.
The barmaid came back just as the door shut. “Where is your friend
going?” she inquired sadly.
A vicious grin mangled Elan’s face and twisted his lips as he lied,
“Home—to see his wife!”
The barmaid’s face went from hopeful to sour in a flash. She
snatched Baruch’s empty cup from the bar and plunged it angrily into a
basin of soapy water behind the counter. She washed it violently as though
it was Baruch’s head under the water. Through gritted teeth, she steamed,
“Men!”
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93
“Fire!”
Baruch stepped out the door into a steady breeze that came in off
the sea. He closed it just in time to hear “pssst!” behind him and over his
shoulder.
He turned around to see Hod crouched in the alley between the
tavern and another dingy, run‐down building. The teenager motioned to
him and Baruch started to walk in his direction. As he moved, he noticed
that straw, wood and assorted flammable debris had been heaped so that it
ran around the base of the building and in to the alleyway. “Father was
right,” Hod whispered. “There is plenty of fuel for a fire around here.”
He walked Baruch around through the alleys to inspect his
handiwork. The teenager had not only banked debris along the walls of the
buildings, but he pushed it into piles that when lit would block the alleys
that could lead Ruben and Ishmael out of the fire, but would drive them
directly to where the cousins waited.
Baruch was impressed. “You did this all yourself? It has only been
about three quarters of an hour!”
Hod beamed with pride and chuckled, “Father says I have always
had a lot of energy.”
Baruch bowed slightly to the teenager and exclaimed in a courtly
manner, “I applaud you, Sir. But if I may make one improvement…”
Hod followed Baruch back over to the front of the tavern. On the
way they picked up more fuel that had not already been used. In front of
the door, at a distance where opening it would not move it, they formed a
large semicircular pile of debris. Baruch explained, “Now when they try to
get out, it will look like the door is blocked and they will have to go out the
back.”
It was Hod’s turn to bow. “I am impressed by this finishing touch,

391

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

Sir! Would you care to do the honors?” he said, handing Baruch the flint
and steel.

“It would be a pleasure, my young friend!” he responded cordially
as he got down on one knee to strike a flame to the small, homemade torch
now soaked in oil.
It was late, but inside the tavern it was so noisy you could hardly
hear yourself think. Ruben and Ishmael were sitting at a corner table with
their backs to the wall. A Roman guard stood on each side of them. There
was an expensive vessel of wine between them that was mostly gone. They
both looked glassy‐eyed, but Ishmael was obviously the drunker one. He
leaned heavily on the table and his head swayed from side to side. Ruben
grabbed him by the neck of his robe and pulled him back into his chair.
Ishmael batted him away; inebriated hands flailing as if trying to swat a fly.
When Ruben coiled back, his partner sprawled onto the tabletop once
again.
The barmaid, who had been angrily storming around was now
happily seated in the lap of one of her customers; a stout but strong‐looking
brute who wasn’t any better looking than she was. His hand wandered
under her skirt and up her thigh. He gave her butt a little squeeze and a
giggling squeal came from her lips. She slapped his face playfully then
grabbed him by the beard and kissed him hard. He was just about to grab
one of her ample breasts when someone yelled “FIRE … FIRE!”
Flames danced outside the window and encircled the tavern. The
patrons began screaming and running about. Someone opened the door
and was met by a wall of fire.
He closed it again yelling “We’re trapped … TRAPPED!” Someone
else pointed toward the back of the room and hollered, “The back door …
that way!”
Customers stampeded toward the counter like scared cattle. Some
ran around it, crawled under it or leaped over it. They pushed and shoved
each other out of the way as many tried to squeeze through the narrow
doorway all at once.
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The two Roman guards rammed through the crowd, knocking
people out of the way as they went. They grabbed the patrons who were
trying to fit themselves into the hallway and pushed, pulled and in some
cases, threw them out of their path, hollering curses along the way. They
went out in the same order they came in: the first guard, then Ruben—this
time with a shoulder under Ishmael’s arm, nearly carrying his drunken
friend—and the less burly of the two guards taking up the rear.
They pushed along the hall and out into the smoke‐filled night.
Bodies burst through the door like floodwater down a gorge. The breeze
from the sea was now a strong wind and it whipped the blaze, catching
other buildings on fire. As they looked around, they saw there was a wall
of flames to their right and across the cobblestone alley seeming to box
them in.
The first Roman heard a voice yelling, “This way…this way!” to
everyone coming out of the back. It was Hod. He waved his arm like a
windmill and yelled to everyone within earshot. The Romans followed the
frenzied crowd past the teenager and around the corner to where Baruch
waited. When they passed, he came out from hiding and slammed a
cobblestone down on the last guard’s helmeted head. He hit the ground
unconscious in a heap.
Baruch immediately reached down, grabbed up the guard’s short
sword and tucked it under his robe. He fell in behind Ruben and craned his
neck to look over his shoulder as if he was trying to see past him.
Ruben glanced back and did a double take when he saw that his
rear guard was gone. “Where did the soldier go?” he asked Baruch in a
panicked tone.
Baruch stopped looking over Ruben’s shoulder and snapped,
“How should I know? Back there I guess,” as he motioned with his head.
“Keep moving or we will all burn alive!”
Ruben turned away and continued to follow the crowd down to the
waterfront. They turned the corner and started to move down the street
where Tobias, Jori and Elkanah waited.
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Tobias saw them coming and lifted his hand. Jori and Elkanah
readied themselves like a compressed springs. As the first guard passed the
alley where they waited, Tobias brought his hand down and the cousins
leaped out and grabbed Ruben and Ishmael. Baruch continued on by.
The guard must have heard them. He spun around and yelled,
“Hey!” He was just drawing his sword when Baruch grabbed him by the
helmet, pulled his head back and casually cut his throat with the sword he
took from the other Roman. He fell onto the street and was grabbed up by
Baruch and now Tobias, who just dodged across the crowded street. They
dragged him into the alley just as Elan and Hod came running up. The
three men and the teenager fitted themselves into the mouth of the ally and
blocked the view of any passersby.
The frantic crowd continued to flow past as the cousins gleefully
confronted their enslavers. Ruben was panic‐stricken. His Adam’s apple
bounced up and down as he repeatedly swallowed, trying to gasp out some
unknown words.
Jori was wild‐eyed and filled with rage as he held the man in place
with a massive right forearm. His left hand held the thick‐bladed knife and
he toyed the point on Ruben’s terrorized face.

“Hello,” he cooed. ”You remember us, do you not?” All at once, his
face twisted into a knot of confusion as his nostrils buckled under the
sickening smell that suddenly issued from his captive. The confusion was
quickly replaced by glee as he realized what had happened. “Awww…” he
purred in mock sympathy, “Did you have an accident? Perhaps there is
something wrong with your bowels. We should have a look!”
Jori’s eyes filled with evil as he swiftly moved the knife from
Ruben’s face to his midsection and drove it in deep, just under the navel,
and pulled it up to his ribcage. An agonizing howl of pain mixed with a
deep sorrow mingled with the noisy, smoke‐filled air. A rush of blood,
wine and undigested food spilled from Ruben as he doubled over. Jori
tossed him aside like so much garbage. Outside the alley, the fire grew
bigger and the frantic crowd grew more dense. No one noticed what was
going on in the alley.
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Elkanah struggled to keep Ishmael on his feet. Huge tears streamed
down his face as he blubbered, “Please…do not kill me! PLEASE! If it were
not for me you would have already been dead eight years…HE WANTED
TO KILL YOU,” he whined, pointing to his dead friend, “BUT I SAVED
YOUR LIVES!”
Elkanah’s hand trembled as he looked into Ishmael’s anguished
face. He had never killed anyone up close like this before and this man
wasn’t even armed.

“What is the matter with you? kill him now…we have to get out of
here!” Jori growled.
Elkanah’s head swiveled as his eyes switched between Jori and
Ishmael. His hand still trembled. “Words that seemed to come out of his
mouth by themselves said, “He did save us.”
Disgust twisted Jori’s face as he growled at his cousin, “Just the
same, we cannot leave him alive!” “Here…” he muttered, as he grabbed
Ishmael away from Elkanah and jammed him up against the wall.
Ishmael shrieked, “NO…WAIT! I SAVED YOU…I SAVED YOU!”
A look even more evil filled Jori’s eyes as he grinned widely and
drew the knife back. “You should have listened to your partner!” he hissed
as he drove the knife through Ishmael’s heart. More blood splattered on
him as he dropped the corpse and spit on it as he turned away.

“Come on!” Jori commanded and moved out of the alley between
Elan and Baruch. They threw the used knives and the Roman’s sword into
the alley behind them as they left. The band followed him, pushing through
the crowd, across the street and down the ladder into the sewer.
As they made their way through the slime and toward the sea, Jori
turned back to his cousin and sneered, “If you are going to turn gutless on
me, you had better stick to picking pockets!”
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94
“Change”
The sea was warm as the men cleaned the slime, blood and the
smell of smoke from their bodies. They swam out and completely
immersed themselves in the water, bobbing and ducking around until they
smelled clean. Climbing out, they ambled back down the beach toward the
camp, the light from the burning city illuminating their way.
Everyone in the group was happy and gleeful except Elkanah. He
just trudged along looking at the ground, deep in thought.
When they were almost back at camp, Jori came up beside him and
threw a thick arm around his cousin. He bellowed, “I am sorry for what I
said. I know you have never killed a man like that before. It must have been
hard for you.”
Elkanah nodded silently as Jori continued. “But you know they had
it coming!”
Elkanah looked at Jori and asked, “Will their deaths bring back the
eight years we lost?”
A look of shock and surprise exploded on Jori’s face as he shouted,
“WE DID NOT LOSE EIGHT YEARS…THOSE ————— STOLE THEM
FROM US!” He stared wild eyed at his cousin and fumed for a long time,
his breath going in and out his nose and half‐open mouth like a huge
bellows.
When he finally calmed down he sharply stated, “I am not the least
bit sorry about what we did. Who knows how many others those greedy —
——— enslaved or WORSE! I am glad they are dead and I am glad I was
the one to kill them!”
The surprise left his face and confusion replaced it. “I do not
understand. It was you who wanted to hunt down and kill the Romans
who stole our fortune—not mention the Nomads who stole our clothes and
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left us nothing but filthy rags.
Back in Nazareth, you were in a fight almost daily and you almost
killed some of those men with your bare hands. We did kill those men who
framed Father. If you no longer have the backbone for revenge … to kill
men who stole something from us so dear as eight years …” He shook his
head as his voice trailed off, leaving Elkanah to complete the thought. But
he couldn’t. He didn’t know why he no longer had the same desire for
vengeance as he did before; it just wasn’t there.
They crossed over the hill that divided the road down to the town
from the dunes that held the acacia grove. They advanced through the
moon‐silvered landscape as Elkanah looked over his shoulder to see a sky
that was still brightened by the fire. He shook his head and turned away
toward the grove.
By the time they reached the wagons it was still a couple of hours
before the sun came up, and their clothes were no longer wet but only
damp. They all whispered their goodnights and crawled back into their
beds. Both the cousins had trouble sleeping; Elkanah because he was
dealing with feelings he didn’t know he could have and Jori because he was
disturbed about the change in Elkanah. After a time, they both nodded off
out of sheer exhaustion.
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95
“New Direction”
All the men but Yusef slept late. It was an hour after sunrise before
the smoke of a cook‐fire and the smell of breakfast drew them out. Jori,
Elkanah, Baruch, Tobias, Elan and Hod all sat around the fire looking like
something the cat dragged in. Weary, half‐awake eyes adorned crumpled
faces. Hair shot out in all directions from foggy, disheveled heads. In their
hands were cups of steaming Turkish coffee that Mara made and poured
for them.
Hod had never tasted coffee before. It smelled good, so he took a
sip. The bitterness shook him and a shiver ran up and down his body.
“Ugh. What is this stuff?” he bellowed to no one in particular. He was
about to dump his mug when a rough but gentle hand reached out and
grabbed his wrist.
Elan smiled through a haggard expression and answered his son,
“It is called ‘coffee.’ It comes from Turkey and it is very expensive. But it
takes some getting used to.”
Hod looked at Elan in disbelief. He blurted out, “THIS is
expensive? I tastes like…”
Elan cut him off with just a look.
The teenager grinned in embarrassment and sputtered towards
Mara, “I am sorry. Thank you very much for the hot drink,” and held his
cup aloft.
Grinning, she picked up a small ceramic urn from a shelf in one of
the wagons and strolled over to him. She spooned a little honey into his
cup and as she stirred it, she smiled and offered, “This should help a little.”
Hod tasted it and smiled. “Thank you!”
Mara looked at him lovingly and tried vainly to smooth his tousled
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hair. She patted him on the cheek, shook her head and ambled back toward
the wagon, saying nothing. Hod just grinned.
The girls were cooking and Rafela was in the wagon tending to
Emoonah. Abelia brought a bowl of hot cereal to Elkanah and with a sad
expression on her face, offered, “I am sorry about what I said yesterday.
Sometimes I can be a little unfeeling.”
He looked up at her through sleepy eyes. Her face was soft and
without flaw. It surrounded warm, caring eyes. There was a small, furtive
smile on her lips and a tone of genuine remorse in her light, satiny voice.
He pulled together what he could manage as far as a smile and
gently stated, “Let us speak of it no more.” He touched her hand lightly as
he took the bowl from her and her little smile brightened into a grateful,
happy look.
Adiella ambled over to Jori and bent over to hand him a bowl. She
whispered, “I am a light sleeper. I saw you all leave and come back very
early. You were gone a very long time. It is a small wonder you look so
tired. I suppose you took care of your ‘business’?”
For a quick second, apprehension stirred in his broad face. Seeing
she had startled him, Adiella immediately offered, “Do not worry; I am on
your side. I know that those two needed to pay for what they did. I will say
no more about it.” She smiled a tiny, knowing smile, turned and sauntered
back over to the cook fire.
Jori gazed in awe at her as she moved away. She returned to her
work, continuing to fill bowls and serving everyone who sat around the
fire. Every now and again she would turn an agreeable eye at Jori and the
same tiny smile would curl her lips. An almost imperceptible nodding
rocked Jori’s head ever so slightly. He thought to himself, Now there’s a
girl who understands me…
After a while, Emoonah was ready to get out of the wagon where
she stayed. Mara and Rafela walked her out, one woman on either side of
her, and shortly she was reclining on her chaise in the sun. She picked at a
small bowl of cereal that Adiella brought her while Mara looked on with a
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mix of love and concern.
Putting the bowl down in her lap, Emoonah looked around as a
contented sigh issued from her lips. “This is such a nice area. I think we
should settle down here.”
Jori and Elkanah looked at her with stunned expressions. Out of
the corner of her eye she saw their faces and grinned. “I did not mean
here—just somewhere in the area!” she chuckled out.
Elan put down his mug and offered, “There is a pleasant little city
about three easy days’ journey north of here; it is called Capernaum. The
people are nice and there should be plenty of places where we could get
work.”
Work. The sound of that word set the cousins’ teeth on edge. They
looked at each other with expressions of distaste. The only type of work
they knew how to do was to make strong‐drink or steal.

“Capernaum,” Emoonah muttered. “That is where you two boys
landed when you crossed the sea, is it not? How did you like it there?”
Jori just grimaced, looked down and shrugged.
Elkanah stated dully, “We were not there that long—and it rained
most of the time.”
Baruch offered in a cheerful tone, “You have to expect that; it is the
time of year the former rains come. It will start to dry up from now on.”
Yusef looked lovingly at his wife and mused, “Rafela and I lived
there for a while a few years ago when we were first married. We enjoyed
what we saw of it!” Rafela lowered her eyelids and smiled shyly at Yusef.
There may have been a slight blush on her cheeks.

“What else can you tell us?” the widow asked.
Elan continued, “It is right on the sea, warm and temperate this
time of year. It is also very green and beautiful. Farmers produce crops in
the outlying areas and the fishing is very good. I think you might like it.”
He turned to the cousins and asked, “Do either of you fish?”
Jori snickered, “Before we were enslaved, I had never even seen an
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ocean much less done any fishing.”
Elkanah wrinkled his face and confessed, “I get seasick!”
Elan and the rest of the men just chuckled.
Emoonah looked at the cousins and stated, “It is about time you
two found honest work.” She looked around and cheerfully declared, “It is
settled then; today we start for Capernaum!”
Jori bolted up and squawked, “Why cannot we just go back to
Nazareth? At least we know people there!”
Emoonah’s happy expression turned sorrowful as she gazed at her
nephew. A tear formed in her eye as she gently stated, “The journey back
there would just be too hard. I would not survive it.” She glanced to one
side, dropped her head slightly and closed her eyes for a moment. As she
opened them again, she turned her gaze back to Jori and Elkanah. She
quietly uttered, “Soon I will go to be with HaShem.”
All of a sudden, Jori and everyone else in the camp knew she was
right—everyone except Elkanah.
He bolted up and shouted, “NO…DO NOT SAY THAT! THERE
MUST BE SOMETHING THAT CAN BE DONE!” He turned to Rafela and
spat out, “YOU CALL YOURSELF A HEALER AND YOU CANNOT
REMOVE THIS CURSE? WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH YOU?”
He turned back to Emoonah and in desperation said, “We left you
lots of money! We can go to the best doctors in the area. These are rich
towns…someone must be able to help!”
Emoonah’s face became doleful. She replied gently, “All the money
you left us is gone, as is the money gained in over twenty years of labor. All
that is left is worth about nine months of frugal living. I have spent nearly
all that I had…” she looked lovingly at Mara who returned a small, teary
smile and corrected herself saying, “all that we had, on doctors, healers and
making sacrifices to HaShem, but I have gotten no better—only worse.”
Elkanah looked toward his mother as his face contorted into a
mask of grief and pain. He railed, “Why…WHY YOU? You have lived a
good life! You have been through so much and you never complained. You
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have always helped us and so many others!” He put his hand to his head
and screamed something unintelligible at the sky. He kicked at the dusty
ground as tears burst out of his twisted features.
With tears now running down her ashen face, she pleaded, “Please,
my son. Come here,” as she weakly held her arms outstretched to him.
He nearly ran to her side and fell upon her breast sobbing
uncontrollably. She cradled his head and rocked it as she hushed him
quietly.
Jori looked on with huge crocodile tears watering his craggy
features. A few large steps brought him to the chaise. He dropped to his
knees and hugged his family as his broad shoulders shook with grief.
Everyone in the camp was crying along with them, even Tobias.
The odd grin still twisted his mouth, but mourning filled his eyes and tears
of sorrow rolled down his face.
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96
“Back to Capernaum”
The sky was filled with large, puffy clouds as the two wagons and
the group walking on either side of it headed north toward Capernaum.
They could no longer smell the smoke from Magdala, and the air was clean
and fresh. The weather was mild and a light breeze played through the
countryside. The road wound along through meadow and field as it went
from being shaded by large incense cedars out into the sun and back under
the trees again. The day was peaceful and beautiful.
Inside Emoonah’s wagon, the widow lay on a heavily padded bed
that ran down the center with room on either side for Mara and Rafela who
held her hands and sang psalms to HaShem. There was a look of peace
mixed with resignation on the widow’s face. Her eyes were closed and a
tiny, serene smile played at the corners of her mouth. The eyes of the two
other women were still a little puffy from crying and the expressions on
their faces were somewhat less composed.
Elkanah sat in the wagon along with them. His back was to the
front wall as he sat there looking pityingly at his mother. After a while his
face became a hard scowl. His eyes burned with anger and the corners of
his tightly closed mouth almost pointed to his shoes. His breath made
harsh sounds as a vein pulsed visibly on his forehead. His hands resting on
his thighs were balled into tight fists and he leaned forward as if he was
ready to jump off the bench on which he was sitting.
Finally, he growled out, “How can you sing praises to a God who
allows an affliction like this to come upon an innocent woman, one whose
life has been so hard already! I know of no one who has a bigger heart than
her and this God would squash her like a bug in the dirt! I SPIT ON
HASHEM!” He spat out the window and shot a caustic expression over his
shoulder as he hopped out the door to and onto the ground near where Jori
was walking. Rafela and Mara looked even sadder for a moment, shook
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their heads in sorrow and went back to singing. Emoonah slowly opened
her eyes and sadly uttered to no one in particular, “He does not
understand…”
Jori muttered to himself as he meandered alongside the wagon. “I
did not go through all this ———— just to sling ——— on some farm or to
work my ——— off in the city. You do not get rich that way and I am going
to be rich again … or die trying.”
Elkanah landed behind him fuming. He had to run a couple of
steps to catch up with him. “Those stupid women are worshipping
HaShem in the wagon back there with Mother! What the ———is the
matter with them? Do they think He will reach out of the sky and heal
her?”
Jori looked at Elkanah with pity in his eyes as he choked back a
lump in his throat. With a tone of compassion in his voice he uttered,
“Leave them be, Cousin. Right now HaShem is all our mother has.”
Elkanah was quiet for a minute and then nodded. As mad as he
was, he couldn’t bring himself take away his mother’s only source of
comfort. He decided to just go along with it and not cause any more
trouble.
Unlike when they left Capernaum, the way back seemed easier. Jori
figured it was because there was no rain, or maybe there was a little uphill
slant to the road in the other direction. To Elkanah there was something
else—something he just couldn’t put his finger on.
All thought left his mind when Abelia strolled up next to him
laughing with delight. “Look what I found! Are they not beautiful?” She
asked as she put a garland of braided wild flowers on his head. The look of
joy on her face and the music in her laughter captivated him. There was a
wide beautiful smile on her face as she nearly danced along next to him.
With this beautiful woman at his side, it was impossible to be sullen. He
looked at her shining eyes, her fair skin and curly dark hair that blew in
free in the little breeze.
All at once a fire lit in Elkanah and he reached out and swept her
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into his arms to kiss her. Abelia’s mood changed in an instant. She turned
her face away and put two small, strong hands against his chest. As she
pushed she asserted, “Stop it! I am not THAT kind of girl! LET ME GO!”
An almost invisible, but mischievous smile curled the corners of
Elkanah’s mouth. He pulled her a little tighter in order to get her to push
harder. As she did she growled, “I TOLD YOU TO LET ME GO!”
He quickly released her and she flew away backwards, stumbled
and landed on her butt.
Elkanah’s minute smile became a broad grin, as a polite “as you
wish,” issued from his lips. He pulled the flower garland over one eye and
down to his nose as he inhaled deeply. He breathed out a lazy “Ahhh…”
then turned and traipsed down the road, leaving Abelia sitting there
glaring at his back. She hollered at it, “YOU, SIR, NEED TO LEARN HOW
TO TREAT A LADY!”
Jori shook his head and smirked cynically as he uttered, “Playing
hard to get, huh?”
Elkanah’s grin burst into a wide toothy smile as peals of laughter
erupted from his belly.
Jori’s smirk turned into a loud guffaw as his cousin’s glee infected
him. They turned and snickered along their merry way as Adiella ambled
over to her sister.
With a heavy sigh, she offered Abelia a hand up and a bit of advice.
“Things like this will continue to happen if you keep throwing yourself at
men.”
At first her sister was indignant, snapping back at her, “I AM NOT
THROWING MYSELF AT HIM!”
Adiella gave a look that said, “Oh. Really?”
Abelia became squeamish and a funny grimace contorted her face
slightly. “Well…maybe just a little, but I really like him. I guess I just
wanted him notice me!”
Adiella looked in to the eager eyes of her little sister with
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compassion and realized it was time to talk to her about life. She put a hand
to her face and said “Dear one, he has noticed you!” She chuckled and
added, “I do not know how he could not!”
A cloudy look darkened Abelia’s features. She was just about to
respond when Adiella said, “Before you speak, let me just say one thing.”

“What?”
“Elkanah is very interesting and charming, but he is also very
troubled—as is his cousin. In order to make progress with men like these—
without getting hurt—you must move slowly. Before you entice him, get to
know him. Find out who he is…not just what he is.” They both walked
many steps behind the cousins and out of earshot.
Abelia was silent and deep in thought over her sister’s advice.
Adiella was deep in thought too—mostly about how she could protect her
younger sister’s heart. The girls were right next to Emoonah’s wagon and
were overheard by the other women. The young girl’s situation concerned
them all.
Jori and Elkanah had stopped their chuckling and were ambling
along beside the lead wagon, talking among themselves. “That girl will be a
lot of fun once I can get her to loosen up!” Elkanah remarked.
Jori returned with, “Girls, girls, girls…you and your girls! We
should be more concerned about finding some way to make some big
money—unless of course, you would be content to shovel ———— in some
stable in Capernaum!”
A grim look twisted Elkanah’s features as he asked, “What do you
suggest?”

“We have to find out where that Y’shua is. Then go back to picking
pockets until we have enough to start money‐lending again!”

“But the last time…”
Jori cut him off saying, “The last time we were too greedy and went
after only the rich. They were too smart for us, but if we just go after
everyday people…” his voice trailed away and a sly smile appeared at the

406

TWO THIEVES

corners of his mouth.
It was contagious and soon Elkanah was wearing it too. “Do you
think we can find him again?”
Jori shrugged and in an offhand manner said, “How far could he
go?”
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97
“The Centurion”
They were about a half‐day outside Capernaum when Baruch, who
was driving the first wagon, spotted a massive crowd spilling out across
the road like water from a flooded stream. Jori and Elkanah saw it next. The
news went through the small party and soon everyone but Emoonah—who
was sleeping—was trying to figure out what was going on.
It seemed like there were Hebrews from everywhere. Accents flew
like birds escaping from cages. There were Galileans, Judeans, those from
Jerusalem, from Decapolis and beyond the Jordan. Even from as far as
Syria. No one in the little caravan had seen so many different people from
so many different regions in one place before.
Elkanah looked puzzled. He stared at the multitude for a long time
as the wagons moved toward it. Finally, he asked Jori, “What is this all
about?” His cousin didn’t answer, but grimaced and shrugged.
Just as they got within earshot, a Roman chariot coming from
Capernaum, flew toward the crowd at top speed and skidded to a stop. A
centurion leaped out and moved toward the head of the multitude.
Jori spat out “————— Romans…I wonder what he wants!”
Elkanah added thoughtfully, “Let us find out what is going on
here.”
They pushed their way through the mass and as they got nearer
they heard the Roman speak.

“Lord,” the centurion said, “my servant lies at home paralyzed and
in terrible suffering.”
A familiar voice answered him saying, “I will go and heal him.”
The cousins looked at each other. Sly smiles curled their lips.
Elkanah muttered “Y’shua…” Jori’s smile gave way to a broad grin. He
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nodded knowingly.
The centurion replied, “Lord, I am not worthy to have you come
under my roof. But just say the word, and my servant will be healed. For I
too am a man under authority, with soldiers under me. I tell this one, ‘Go,’
and he goes; and that one, ‘Come,’ and he comes. I say to my servant, ‘Do
this,’ and he does it.”
As he heard this, an astonished expression twisted Y’shua’s face.
He turned and called in a loud voice to those following him, “I tell you the
truth…,” in an instant the multitude went deadly silent. “I have not found
anyone in Israel with such great faith! I say to you that many will come
from the East and the west, and will take their places at the feast with
Abraham, Isaac and Jacob in the Kingdom of Heaven, but the subjects of
the kingdom will be thrown outside, into utter darkness, where there will
be weeping and gnashing of teeth.”
Then Y’shua turned back to the centurion and said, “Go! It will be
done just as you believed it would.”
Jori grumbled, “That is easy to say!”
Elkanah looked Jori and added, “I am impressed! He can work a
crowd like no one I have ever seen!”
A few men who stood close by looked askance at the cousins. One
of them growled at Jori, “What do you mean? Do you not think Y’shua is
Messiah?”
Elkanah shot back a surprised look. “Messiah!?! I do not know
about that, but I…”
Jori nudged his cousin lightly in the ribs and cut him off saying,
“Many years ago back in Nazareth, when he was just a boy, Y’shua tried to
stop the Romans from crucifying my father for a crime he did not commit.
They did not listen to him, though—I guess it was because he was so
young.” He finished the story with an expression of feigned remorse on his
face.
It was contagious. Soon the other men wore the same look. One of
them, in a voice filled with regret, offered, “Horrible…just horrible! I am
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sorry for your loss.”
He looked toward the ground as a fragile smile pulled at his lips.
He replied, “It was a long time ago…” letting his voice trail off as though
the memory was still painful.
The men moved away, speaking among themselves. “See? Even as
a young boy, Y’shua cared about his people!” The others muttered in
agreement.
A big, cynical smirk split Elkanah’s face. He tried hard to hold in
his amusement, but still, he nearly broke out laughing. Through a quiet
snicker, he whispered to his cousin, “Y’shua is not the only one who can
work a crowd!” as he put a thick, sinewy arm around Jori’s shoulder.
Jori nodded. He had to admit his cousin was right; he was very
good. Looking at Elkanah then around at the multitude, he smiled and
offered, “This is what we were after… let us take advantage of this
situation!” and grinned again.
It was Elkanah’s turn to grin now. They moved through the press
as Jori banged into people and his cousin lifted their purses. They followed
along with the multitudes as they and their little caravan proceeded toward
Capernaum. They didn’t even go back to the wagons until the multitude
stopped just outside of town as the sun tucked itself behind the mountains
and the night folded in. It had been a very profitable day.
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98
“The Outskirts”
Late at night and several yards away from the little caravan,
amongst a stand of trees, the cousins counted their spoils. Their voices were
soft, but their grins were wide and their eyes were happy.

“Look at all this,” Elkanah whispered. “It must be a month’s
wages!”
Jori quietly exclaimed, “And in only a few hours! We have found
our source; within a year, we will be rich again!”

“Are we going into the strong‐drink business once more?”
“No,” Jori answered, “not unless we can get someone to run it for
us. And since we need to travel with this hoard, we will not have time to
teach anyone how to make it. Besides,” he said with an evil grin, “I think
there is more than enough money to be made this way!”
Elkanah looked unsure. “What makes you think that?”
Jori looked him in the eye and answered, “The crowd, of course!
Look. We left Capernaum just over two weeks ago, and the crowd
following Y’shua is at least three times bigger than it was. If people think
he is Messiah, more will keep showing up and there will be a fresh supply
of purses all the time!”
The questioning look on Elkanah’s face became one of possibility as
a slow, small nod rocked his head.
Jori winked at his cousin and pulled a rough sack out of his cloak.
“Let us bury these purses!” and started emptying handfuls of coins into it
as Elkanah used a thick, unpolished knife to dig a narrow but deep hole.
When they were finished, Jori hid the bag under his clothes and they slid
deftly back into camp.
The night left and the sun came up, and the outline of the town
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became brighter as the morning mist burned off. The women were up early.
Abelia was gathering firewood as Mara and Rafela tended to Emoonah.
Adiella was ladling water from a barrel on the side of the widow’s wagon
into an old urn.

“I do not give her two more weeks at this rate,” Mara commented
sadly.
Rafela looked down on the pale fragile woman as she slept. Her
eyes were dark, pitying and teary. “Perhaps HaShem will be merciful and
grant her a little more time.”
Mara whispered, “We can only pray…”
Adiella could not help but to overhear their conversation. She
shook her head sadly and sighed heavy‐heartedly.
It was a while longer before the cousins and the rest of the men got
up and started to move around. Jori and Elkanah sat with sleepy grins on
their faces as Adiella poured the men cups of Turkish coffee and Abelia
stirred a pot of gruel that hung swaying over the hissing fire.
As Adiella poured Jori a cup she grinned and whispered, “Again
you two sneak around camp at all hours; what are you up to?”
Jori decided to take a chance and flirted with her. “You do not miss
much, do you?” A smirk tinged with infatuation moved the left corner of
his mouth.
Her eyes caught his as she flirted back and a musical “not much,”
flitted off her tongue.
From the wagon behind her back, Mara called, “Adiella, could you
help us, please?” She called back, “Of course!” She moved again toward the
fire to put back the coffeepot, but over her shoulder she smiled a devious
smile and whispered to Jori, “We will talk more later.”
The smile was contagious and in a second it had spread to Jori’s
face as well. He nodded a tiny nod, lifted his cup to his wide face and
sipped the hot, bitter brew.
Elkanah looked warily at the exchange between Adiella and his
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cousin. “I think she likes me,” Jori uttered.

“I think so too,” Elkanah added. “But can she be trusted?”
Jori leered at his cousin and answered, “Only as much as you can
trust any woman. Most of them talk too much, but we will see.”
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99
“The Mountain”
It was a couple of hours later, when the camp noticed that the noise
from the multitude started to grow. The crowd swarmed out toward the
base of the hills and up a slightly taller one. Elkanah shaded his eyes and
looked to see a figure dressed in whitish robes scaling the hillside. It was
Y’shua. The throng followed him and was closing in. The first to join him
were twelve men who seemed to have a special relationship with him,
because they circled him and stood close.
Jori turned back to the camp as Elkanah kept looking. He shouted
to no one in particular, “We are going to go see what all the excitement is
about.” They both took off at a run toward the mountain with the same
thought on their minds—money!
As the two of them climbed into earshot, Y’shua sat down and the
men with him. He began to speak to them and to the crowd: “Blessed are
the poor in spirit, for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven. Blessed are those
who mourn, for they will be comforted. Blessed are the meek, for they will
inherit the earth. Blessed are those who hunger and thirst after
righteousness, for they will be filled. Blessed are the merciful, for they will
be shown mercy. Blessed are the pure in heart, for they will see God.
Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called sons of God. Blessed
are those who are persecuted because of righteousness’ sake, for theirs is
the Kingdom of Heaven. Blessed are you when people insult you, persecute
you and falsely say all kinds of evil against you for my sake. Rejoice and be
glad, because great is your reward in heaven, for in the same way they
persecuted the prophets who were before you.”
Jori growled under his breath, “Everyone is sitting down—we will
have to wait until this is over and they move back down the hill.” They
both sat as Y’shua continued.

414

TWO THIEVES

“You are the salt of the earth. But if the salt loses its taste, how can
it be made salty again? It is no longer good for anything, except to be
thrown out on the road to be trampled by men. You are the light of the
world. A city on a hill cannot be hidden. Neither do people light a lamp
and put it under a bowl—instead they put it on its stand, and it gives light
to everyone in the house. In the same way, let your light so shine before
men, that they may see your good deeds and praise your Father in heaven.”
Jori growled again grunting out, “What is he talking about?” He
looked around and saw that many of those who followed this man were
listening intently, but he didn’t understand why. He looked at his cousin,
who also listened and asked, “Do you understand any of this?”
Elkanah looked at his cousin with confusion in his eyes. “Not
really—but he sure can hold a crowd. I sort of wish I could understand
him!”
Jori scoffed, “I would like to learn the secret to holding a crowd like
this with nothing but a bunch of hooey!” and went back to looking around
while Elkanah went back to listening to Y’shua, as he continued speaking
to the multitude.
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100
“Conviction”
“Do not think that I have come to abolish the law or the
prophets…I have not come to abolish them but to fulfill them. I tell you the
truth, until heaven and earth disappear, not the smallest letter, not the least
stroke of a pen, will by any means disappear from the law until everything
is accomplished. Anyone who breaks one of the least of these
commandments and teaches others to do the same will be called least in the
Kingdom of Heaven, but whoever practices and teaches these commands
will be called great in the Kingdom of Heaven. For I tell you that unless
your righteousness surpasses that of the Pharisees and the rabbis of the
law, you will certainly not enter the Kingdom of Heaven.”
Y’shua paused for a moment as he raised his face toward heaven.
After a short time he continued, “You have heard that it was said to the
people long ago, ‘Do not murder, and anyone who murders will be subject
to judgment.’ But I tell you that anyone who is angry with his brother
without cause will be subject to judgment.”
A shiver ran up Elkanah’s spine. What does he mean by that?! He
thought to himself. If I am angry those who wrong me will I be judged by
HaShem? What about all the injustice in my life—horrors that have been
committed against me! What about those?!
A small chuckle emitted from Jori as he thought to himself, if all I
have to do to commit murder is to be angry, I have wasted my time killing
all those who I have already done in!
While Jori was amused, Elkanah was definitely not! He glared at
Y’shua as he continued, “Again, anyone who says to his brother, ‘Raca,’ is
answerable to the Sanhedrin. But anyone who says, ‘You fool!’ will be in
danger of the fire of hell.
Therefore, if you are offering your gift at the altar and there
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remember that your brother has something against you, leave your gift
there in front of the altar. First go and be reconciled to your brother; then
come and offer your gift. Settle matters quickly with your adversary who is
taking you to court. Do it while you are still with him on the way, or he
may hand you over to the judge, and the judge may hand you over to the
officer, and you may be thrown into prison. I tell you the truth, you will not
get out until you have paid the last penny.”
The cousins just sat there—Jori grinning and looking around at the
masses who sat enraptured by Y’shua, Elkanah just taking in everything he
said and shaking his head in disbelief.
Y’shua kept on speaking. “You have heard that it was said, ’Do not
commit adultery.’ But I tell you that anyone who looks at a woman
lustfully has already committed adultery with her in his heart.”
Jori had all he could take, and it was all he could do to keep from
laughing. “Now I am in big trouble!” he whispered to his cousin. “I have
committed adultery with every pretty woman I have ever seen—I just wish
I would have enjoyed it more!”
Elkanah grinned weakly at his cousin and slowly nodded his head.
His head spun and his stomach went queasy.
Y’shua’s words rang in his ears. “If your right eye causes you to
sin, gouge it out and throw it away. It is better for you to lose one part of
your body than for your whole body to be thrown into hell. And if your
right hand causes you to sin, cut it off and throw it away. It is better for you
to lose one part of your body than for your whole body to go into hell.”
Elkanah was pained. The missing‐eye comment made him think of
Patch and he wondered if his uncle had gone to hell when he died! The
thought of it made him feel sick.

“It has been said,” Y’shua went on, “Anyone who divorces his wife
must give her a certificate of divorce. But I tell you that anyone who
divorces his wife, except for marital unfaithfulness, causes her to become
an adulteress, and anyone who marries the divorced woman commits
adultery.”
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“Again, you have heard that it was said to the people long ago, ‘Do
not break your oath, but keep the oaths you have made to the Lord.’ But I
tell you, do not swear at all! Neither by heaven, for it is God’s throne; or by
the earth, for it is his footstool; or by Jerusalem, for it is the city of the Great
King. And do not swear by your head, for you cannot make even one hair
white or black. Simply let your ‘Yes’ be ‘Yes,’ and your ‘No,’ ‘No’!
Anything beyond this comes from the evil one.”

“You have heard that it was said, ‘Eye for eye, and tooth for tooth.’
But I tell you, do not resist an evil person. If someone strikes you on the
right cheek, turn to him the other also. And if someone wants to sue you
and take your tunic, let him have your cloak as well. If someone forces you
to go one mile, go with him two miles. Give to the one who asks you, and
do not turn away from the one who wants to borrow from you.”
Jori scoffed, “If anyone strikes me, they had better be hard and fast
and tougher than two bulls and a bear!”
Elkanah muttered, “If this man had his way, no one would have
anything! We would all be poor from giving away all that we had.”

“You have heard that it was said, ’Love your neighbor and hate
your enemy.’ But I tell you, love your enemies and pray for those who
persecute you, that you may be sons of your Father in heaven. He causes
his sun to rise on the evil and the good, and sends rain on the righteous and
the unrighteous. If you love only those who love you, what reward will you
get? Do not even the tax collectors do that? And if you greet only your
brothers, what are you doing more than others? Do not even pagans do
that? Be perfect, therefore, as your heavenly Father is perfect.”
Both Jori and Elkanah just shook their heads. They both thought
that Y’shua had to be crazy! No one was capable of doing these things.
Many of them seemed contrary to what the Pharisees taught, anyway.

“Be careful not to do your ‘acts of righteousness’ before men, to be
seen by them. If you do, you will have no reward from your Father in
heaven. So when you give to the needy, do not announce it with trumpets,
as the hypocrites do in the synagogues and on the streets, to be honored by
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men. I tell you the truth, they have received their reward in full…”
Jori grinned, and turned to Elkanah saying, “I agree with him one
that one. People like that give me a swift pain!” Elkanah nodded, but didn’t
turn to his cousin. He just kept listening.

“But when you give to the needy, do not let your left hand know
what your right hand is doing, so that your giving may be in secret. Then
your Father, who sees what is done in secret, will reward you. And when
you pray, do not be like the hypocrites, for they love to pray standing in the
synagogues and on the street corners to be seen by men. I tell you the truth,
they have received their reward in full. But when you pray, go into your
room, close the door and pray to your Father, who is unseen. Then your
Father, who sees what is done in secret, will reward you. And when you
pray, do not keep on babbling like pagans, for they think they will be heard
because of their many words. Do not be like them, for your Father knows
what you need before you ask him.”
Just as the question, How then? came to Elkanah’s mind, someone
shouted from the other side of the hill asking, “How, then, should we
pray?”
With a smile on his face, Y’shua looked in the direction of the voice
and said, “Pray in this manner: ‘Our Father in heaven, hallowed be your
name, your kingdom come, your will be done on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us today our daily bread. Forgive us our debts, as we also have
forgiven our debtors. And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from
the evil one.’ For if you forgive men when they sin against you, your
heavenly Father will also forgive you. But if you do not forgive men their
sins, your Father will not forgive your sins.”
Elkanah felt worse with every word. Each one cut him and caused
him pain, but why? Who was this man but the son of a Nazarene carpenter,
anyway? He continued to shake his head as Y’shua spoke on.

“When you fast, do not look somber as the hypocrites do, for they
disfigure their faces to show men they are fasting. I tell you the truth, they
have received their reward in full. But when you fast, put oil on your head
and wash your face, so that it will not be obvious to men that you are
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fasting, but only to your Father, who is unseen, and your Father, who sees
what is done in secret, will reward you.

“Do not store up for yourselves treasures on earth, where moth
and rust destroy, and where thieves break in and steal. But store up for
yourselves treasures in heaven, where moth and rust do not destroy, and
where thieves do not break in and steal. For where your treasure is, there
your heart will be also.”
Jori grinned wider as he thought to himself, Heaven is the only
place where I will not be able to get at the purses of these poor fools.
Elkanah just wondered, how does one put treasure into heaven?
Can you throw gold into the sky? This man is crazy!

“The eye is the lamp of the body. If your eyes are good, your whole
body will be full of light. But if your eyes are bad, your whole body will be
full of darkness. If then the light within you is darkness, how great is that
darkness!”
Both the cousins looked confused. Neither one knew what he
meant by that at all.

“No one can serve two masters. Either he will hate the one and love
the other, or he will be devoted to the one and despise the other. You
cannot serve both God and Money.”
Jori’s grin grew even wider. He snickered, “That is an easy choice!”

“Therefore I tell you, do not worry about your life, what you will
eat or drink; or about your body, what you will wear. Is not life more
important than food, and the body more important than clothes? Look at
the birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in barns, and yet
your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not much more valuable than
they? Who of you by worrying can add a single hour to his life ? And why
do you worry about clothes? See how the lilies of the field grow. They do
not toil or spin. Yet I tell you that not even Solomon in all his splendor was
dressed like one of these. If that is how God clothes the grass of the field,
which is here today and tomorrow is thrown into the fire, will he not much
more clothe you, O you of little faith? So do not worry, saying, ‘What shall
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we eat?’ or ‘What shall we drink?’ or ‘What shall we wear?’ For the pagans
run after all these things, and your heavenly Father knows that you need
them. But seek first HIS kingdom and his righteousness, and all these
things will be given to you as well. Therefore do not worry about
tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has enough
trouble of its own.”
Elkanah looked at Y’shua in disbelief. If what this man says is true,
he thought, than no one would have to steal. But HaShem never provided
for Mother or me—did he?

“Do not judge, or you too will be judged. For in the same way you
judge others, you will be judged, and with the measure you use, it will be
measured to you. Why do you look at the speck of sawdust in your
brother‘s eye and pay no attention to the beam in your own? How can you
say to your brother, ‘Let me take the speck out of your eye,’ when all the
time there is a beam in yours? You hypocrite, first take the beam out of
your own eye, and then you will see clearly to remove the speck from your
brother‘s eye.”

“Do not give to dogs what is sacred—do not throw your pearls to
swine. If you do, they may trample them under their feet, and then turn
and tear you to pieces.”

“Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and
the door will be opened to you. For everyone who asks receives; he who
seeks finds; and to him who knocks, the door will be opened. Which of you,
if his son asks for bread, will give him a stone? Or if he asks for a fish, will
give him a snake? If you then, though you are evil, know how to give good
gifts to your children, how much more will your Father in heaven give
good gifts to those who ask him! So in everything, do to others what you
would have them do to you, for this sums up the law and the prophets.”

“Enter through the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and broad is
the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it. But small is
the gate and narrow the road that leads to life, and only a few find it.”

“Watch out for false prophets. They come to you in sheep’s
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clothing, but inwardly they are ferocious wolves. By their fruit you will
recognize them. Do people pick grapes from thorn bushes, or figs from
thistles? Likewise every good tree bears good fruit, but a bad tree bears bad
fruit. A good tree cannot bear bad fruit, and a bad tree cannot bear good
fruit. Every tree that does not bear good fruit is cut down and thrown into
the fire. Thus, by their fruit you will recognize them.”
By now, Jori was getting bored, but Elkanah listened and
wondered.

“Not everyone who says to me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ will enter the
Kingdom of Heaven, but only he who does the will of my Father who is in
heaven. Many will say to me on that day, ‘Lord, Lord, did we not prophesy
in your name, and in your name drive out demons and perform many
miracles?’ Then I will tell them plainly, ‘I never knew you. Away from me,
you evildoers!’”
Jori’s grin turned to a look of dismay. He whispered to Elkanah,
“This man thinks he is really Messiah—he is crazy!”

“Therefore everyone who hears these words of mine and puts them
into practice is like a wise man who built his house on the rock. The rain
came down, the streams rose, and the winds blew and beat against that
house; yet it did not fall, because it had its foundation on the rock. But
everyone who hears these words of mine and does not put them into
practice is like a foolish man who built his house on sand. The rain came
down, the streams rose, and the winds blew and beat against that house,
and it fell and great was the fall of it!”
When Y’shua had finished saying these things, the crowds were
amazed at his teaching, because he taught as one who had authority, and
not as their teachers of the law.
Elkanah sat there mesmerized. Jori nudged him hard in the side
and muttered, “Wake up! The crowd is starting to move.”
When the crowd came down from the mountainside, everyone
followed Y’shua. When they reached level ground, frightened cries parted
the multitudes as a weak voice called out “Unclean…unclean!”
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Everyone gasped and tried to get away from him as quickly as
possible. He was filthy and his clothes were threadbare. His hands and feet
were wrapped tightly in strips of dirty, bloodstained rags. His movement
was slow and halting as if every step caused him great pain. He was a
leper.
The cousins were busy picking pockets. Jori’s back was to the man,
but Elkanah could partially see what was going on.
The leper came and knelt before Y’shua and said, “Lord, if you are
willing, you can make me clean.”
Y’shua reached out his hand as various gasps and mumblings
emitted from the crowd. Horrified eyes watched as he put a hand on the
man’s shoulder. He smiled warmly at the leper and said, “I am willing…be
clean!” Immediately he was cured of his leprosy.
The multitudes cheered as Y’shua said to the man, “See that you
tell no one. But go, show yourself to the priest and offer the gift Moses
commanded, as a testimony to them.”
The man rose up and threw his arms around Y’shua and with tears
in his eyes, kissed his cheek, thanking him profusely.
Elkanah grabbed Jori by the arm and pulled him close to him and
excitedly asked, “Did you see that? I think he just healed that leper!”
Jori just scoffed. “Do not be foolish; he is crazy!” Jori touched his
temple with a thick, callused finger and screwed up his face in a feigned
lunatic grin as he said, “He thinks he is Messiah, but he is just a carpenter’s
loony son!”
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101
“Confusion”
This day had been more profitable than the day before. Around the
campfire that night, Jori was elated; laughing, talking loudly with the men,
slapping their backs and flirting with Adiella in an almost shameless
manner.
Elkanah, on the other hand, sat in near silence as he watched his
cousin and the goings‐on. Abelia sauntered over, and, looking down on
him, commented, “You seem unusually quiet this evening. Is something
wrong?”
He looked up into her face and saw how the firelight danced on her
features: highlighting her shiny hair and glittering in her inquisitive eyes.
Something in her touched him, but now wasn’t the time to explore it.
He spoke quietly as he answered, “I think that I might have seen
Y’shua heal a leper today … but how is that possible? Even Elijah the
Tishbite never did that! Could he really be Messiah?”
Abelia sat down beside him. After she arranged herself, she looked
him in the eye and stated, “My family came to Nazareth as poor people.
Mother worked washing clothes for the scribes and the other rich people in
town. Father worked preparing fallen trees for building by stripping the
bark and smoothing the wood. Sister and I would keep the house—which
was really only a shack—tend the garden, cook and bring food to where
our parents worked.”
A frustrated sigh emitted from Elkanah. In an irritated tone he
asked, “What does this have to do with anything?”
Abelia frowned at him and scolded “Patience…I am coming to
that! As I was about to say, Y’shua would come by and purchase logs and
boards from the man my father worked for. I saw him a couple of times
and he seemed pretty normal to me.”
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As she continued to speak, she became more agitated. “But about a
year and a half ago we heard that his cousin John had gone mad and was
baptizing men in the Jordan. Y’shua left town to go to him. He was gone a
long time. During that period we heard all manner of strange rumors about
healings and miracles. When he finally came back he had changed.”
Elkanah’s expression changed to one of amazement mixed with
apprehension. “What do you mean?” he asked.

“The first Shabbat after he returned,” she said, “we all went to
temple—we go every week. When it was his turn to read, the scroll of the
prophet Isaiah was handed to him. He unrolled it and seemed to look for a
particular passage. When he found it, he read ‘The Spirit of the Lord is
upon me, because he has anointed me to preach good news to the poor. He
has sent me to proclaim freedom for the prisoners and recovery of sight for
the blind, to release the oppressed, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.’
Then he rolled up the scroll, gave it back to the attendant and sat down.
The eyes of everyone in the synagogue were on him. Then, just out of the
blue, Y’shua stood up and proclaimed, ‘Today this scripture is fulfilled in
your hearing.’”
Elkanah’s brow became a knot of confusion. “WHAT?” he gasped.
Abelia continued. “All were amazed at the favorable words that he
spoke. Everyone asked each other ‘Is this not the carpenter Joseph’s son?’
Then things got strange.”

“I do not see how things could get much stranger than that. Was he
not claiming to be Messiah?”

“That is what I mean,” she said. “He started talking like he was
Messiah! He declared, ‘Surely you will quote this proverb to me: Physician,
heal yourself! Do here in your hometown what we have heard that you did
in Capernaum.’ I tell you the truth; no prophet is accepted in his
hometown. I assure you that there were many widows in Israel in Elijah’s
time, when the sky was shut for three and a half years and there was a
severe famine throughout the land. Yet Elijah was not sent to any of them,
but to a widow in Zarephath in the region of Sidon.”
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“He must be insane!” Elkanah snorted. “To compare himself to
Elijah?”

“And that is not all!” she added. “Listen to this!” She looked
around as if to make sure no one was listening. “He also said, ‘and there
were many in Israel with leprosy in the time of Elisha the prophet, yet not
one of them was cleansed—only Naaman the Syrian.’”
Again Elkanah snorted. “Now he compares himself to Elisha?”
Abelia exclaimed, “I know! All the people in the synagogue were
furious when they heard this! They got up, drove him out of the town, and
took him to the brow of the hill at the end of town in order to throw him
down the cliff. But he walked right through the crowd and just went on his
way. To this day, no one knows how he did it! And he has not been back
since! Now he is here…” Her eyes became bright with curiosity as she
asked, “Are you sure he healed that leper?”
He dropped his face and thought for a minute, which seemed
much longer. “I do not know it for sure. I could not see through the crowd
very well. But they all cheered for him, so something must have
happened…”
He stared into Abelia’s face and related, “When Jori and I were first
freed, and we landed in Capernaum. We spent over six days on the road
trying to get back to Magdala.”

“Six days? What took you so long?”
“We had to travel on foot through one of the worst rains I can
remember. For about two days we found shelter in a ruined house. There
was also a blind man resting in it. He had traveled all the way from Jericho
because he had heard rumors that this Y’shua was a great prophet and
healer like Elijah. We did not believe him because when we saw Y’shua
there, he did no signs.” Elkanah went silent for a moment that felt like an
hour, then he uttered “Or did he?”
He told Abelia the story of how Y’shua spoke a bunch of gibberish
from the boat and then how they brought in a huge catch of fish when it
was much too late in the morning for that.
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“I do not know anything about fishing, but if it took two boats to
bring it in, it sounds like a lot of fish. Are you sure it was too late in the day
for a catch like that?”

“All I know is that I have been told that fishermen do their fishing
at night and in early morning because after that the fish go too deep to
catch with nets.”

“Perhaps it was just a fluke.”
Elkanah went silent again. Perhaps it was as fluke, but how could
he be sure?
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102
“Questions”
It was late at night and the cousins found themselves again
counting money and burying purses in the stand of trees. Jori was giddy as
the coins jingled in his enormous paws. Elkanah seemed to be lost in
thought; a strange look painted his face.
Jori stated, “This is going even better than I thought it would!” He
looked over at Elkanah and saw a man who seemed quiet and
downtrodden. He asked, “Cousin, what ails you? Are you not felling well?”

“I feel alright, but…” His voice trailed off into silence and he
looked at Jori with disturbed eyes.
Jori grinned as he asked, “What is troubling you? Do you think we
have too much money?” He chuckled as he made small stacks of copper
and silver coins. He looked up at Elkanah and arched his eyebrows as he
added, “I assure you we do not. I think we never will!”

“No, it is not that. It is Y’shua that bothers me.”
“Oh, him again!” Jori muttered in an irritated voice. “You should
not trouble yourself over that crazy, Cousin. You could wind up insane
yourself!” He looked down on the coins and went back to his counting.
Elkanah lowered his voice and muttered, “I was talking to Abelia
about him and she told me some of what happened in Nazareth after we
left.”
Jori looked up from the money with an inquisitive expression on
his face. He looked oddly interested. “Well?” he asked.
Elkanah told him the whole story. When his cousin was finished,
Jori exclaimed, “He is crazy!”

“Maybe,” Elkanah countered. “Maybe not!”
“You do not really believe that nonsense, do you Cousin? Women
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love tall tales like that! Besides, you can never trust them not to elaborate
when they pass things on. You tell one of them something and she tells
someone else and by the time it gets back to her again, it is an entirely
different story! I bet half of what she told you never even happened!” Jori
looked down and made more small stacks of money. “Look!” he exclaimed
as he held up a coin, “A gold one!”

“But what about Bartimaeus?” Elkanah argued. “A blind man does
not travel for over two months unless he really believed that Y’shua could
give him his sight.”

“Cousin,” Jori sighed with pity in his voice, “tall tales are tall tales,
no matter where they come from or who hears them.”
Elkanah thought for a while and wondered how could he find out
the truth. He decided that the only way to be sure was to stick as close to
Y’shua as possible. That would be easy as long as he and Jori kept stealing
purses from those in the press around Y’shua.
The morning came too soon for Elkanah. He had spent half the
night deep in thought and the other half tossing and turning. He sat at the
campfire looking like something the cat dragged down forty miles of bad
road. His face looked puffy and his hair shot out in seven different
directions. He was thinking so hard that you could almost see steam
coming from his ears.
Around midmorning the women brought Emoonah out of her
wagon and set her on her chaise. As she was sipping some broth that
Abelia and Mara made for her, she looked over at her son. It was as if a
black cloud hovered over his head. She muttered to the women, “Do you
know what troubles my son?” as she shot a sidelong glance at him.
Mara shook her head, but Abelia squatted down next to her and
whispered, “I think he is bewildered. Yesterday, when he and Jori were on
the mountain with the crowd, Elkanah thought he saw Y’shua heal a leper
just by laying a hand on him like one of the prophets of old! When he told
me of it, I told him about when we were back in Nazareth what happened
at the temple when Y’shua spoke.”
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Emoonah slowly stated, “Yes, I remember hearing about that…”
She was quiet for a moment and then uttered, “I have not been able to go to
the temple since I became unclean. That was a long time ago.”
She looked at the girl, who was obviously embarrassed and put a
hand on her smooth cheek saying, “Do not pity me, dear one. I do not miss
the temple at all. I do not like the Pharisees—most of them are thieves! I
have only gotten along well with two of them—ever. Now one is dead and
the other I have not seen in over twenty years.”
Putting her hand back in her lap, she said, “I would talk with
Elkanah. Will you get him for me?”
Abelia smiled, stood up and strolled over to him. She squatted
down and muttered, “Elkanah…”
He didn’t even notice her until she spoke and it startled him. His
body jumped from the cushion on which he sat as she stumbled back and
fell over on her butt again.
She growled as she sat on the ground, “I spend too much time in
this position because of you! Your mother wants you—go talk to her.”
He looked at her in a sheepish way and muttered a small “sorry” as
he moved toward Emoonah, not thinking to even help the girl up. Abelia
glared at his back as she got to her feet and dusted herself off.
Elkanah kneeled down next to his mother and put his tired head on
her shoulder. She put a thin arm around him and they both sighed at the
same time.
After a moment she uttered in a peaceful tone, “Why are you
disturbed about this Y’shua? Even he is a prophet, what would that matter?
All it would mean is that HaShem has sent us a messenger after a very long
silence. Would that not be a good thing?”
She sighed and a dreamy look appeared on her face. “I remember
him from before you and Jori were Bar Mitzvahed. He was such a polite
boy…and so helpful!”
Elkanah thought back to the day in Nazareth when he, Jori and
Patch saw Y’shua arguing with the Pharisee Ithamar outside the run‐down
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temple. It seemed that even as a boy, Y’shua enjoyed harassing the
Pharisees! How could a man who was at odds with the religious leaders be
from HaShem? Weren’t they on the same side?
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103
“Deliverance”
It was about then Jori ambled into camp. He’d been up for quite a
while, walking the area where the multitudes were camped out. There was
a spring in his step and a smile on his face. He called out to Elkanah, “Get
up and let us go out to the masses. The crowd grows day by day!”
Emoonah cast a wary eye at Jori and asked, “Since when are you
interested in the teachings of a man of HaShem?”
Jori grinned sheepishly and lied, “It might not be too late to learn
something—maybe. Come along, Cousin!”
Elkanah left his mother’s side and turned toward Jori. He walked
by him and shot him a strange look. He left the camp saying nothing. Jori
turned and followed, wearing a confused expression.
As soon as they were out of sight, Jori grabbed Elkanah by the
shoulder and spun him around. “What is wrong with you?” he growled.
Elkanah took a couple of steps toward his cousin. Soon he was
inches from his face. There was a sneer in Elkanah’s voice as he spoke.
“You know what bothers me, so why ask? You are getting your purses. Are
you not happy?”

“Y’shua again,” Jori grumbled. “He is a lunatic! Why does he
trouble you so?”

“Do you not think he might be from HaShem?”
“No, I do not think so…but what if he is? Why would that make
any difference?”

“I do not know if it would and I do not know why it troubles
me…it just does!” Elkanah breathed heavily through his nose and with
frustration in his voice said, “Come on. Let us go to work!”
Jori grinned as he offered, “At least this is the kind of work I like!”
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as he merrily followed his cousin in the direction of the crowd.
As they approached, they heard Y’shua commanding in a loud
voice, “Come out of him!”
Jori muttered, “What is going on here?”
One of the men standing by him offered, “That man has a demon
that will not let him speak. Y’shua is delivering him!”
Elkanah looked across the crowd and saw Tobias. He wore his odd
grin and was flanked by Elan and Baruch. Immediately the demon left, and
so did the odd grin. Tobias spoke, crying out, “Glory to HaShem!” The
crowd was amazed.
Elkanah uttered to no one in particular, “Maybe he is a prophet…”
Jori just nodded.
They made their way around the clearing where Y’shua stood,
almost to where Elan, Baruch and Tobias were. Tears rolled down the faces
of the three men as they hugged each other. The crowd cheered. Soon the
masses where so thick around them that the cousins couldn’t get any
nearer.
Suddenly, an authoritarian voice called out, “By Beelzebub, the
prince of demons, he is driving out these demons.”
It was then that the cousins noticed that there was a cadre of
Pharisees and scribes walking right up to where Y’shua was standing. The
chief priest was the one who called out, but some of the others tested him
by asking for a sign from heaven.
Y’shua raised his arms and the crowd went quiet. “Any kingdom
divided against itself will be ruined, and a house divided against itself will
fall,” he called out. “If Satan is divided against himself, how can his
kingdom stand? I say this because you claim that I drive out demons by
Beelzebub. Now if I drive out demons by Beelzebub, by whom do your
followers drive them out? So then, they will be your judges. But if I drive
out demons by the finger of God, then the kingdom of God has come to
you.”

“It surely sounds like he thinks he come from HaShem,” Jori
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muttered.
The faces of the Pharisees became a mix of astonishment and fury,
but before they could speak, Y’shua beat them to it. “When a strong man,
fully armed, guards his own house, his possessions are safe. But when
someone stronger attacks and overpowers him, he takes away the armor in
which the man trusted and divides up the spoils. He who is not with me is
against me, and he who does not gather with me, scatters.”
Jori’s eyes narrowed as he frowned hard. Thoughts flew through
his head like sparrows flitting about.
Y’shua continued, “When an evil spirit comes out of a man, it goes
through arid places seeking rest, but finds none. Then it says, ‘I will return
to the house I left.’ When it arrives, it finds the house swept clean and put
in order. Then it goes and takes seven other spirits more wicked than itself,
and they go in and live there. And the final condition of that man is worse
than the first.”
Elkanah dropped his head slightly and scowled as his eyes shifted
back and forth in his head. “What is this man saying? That once cast out,
demons will come back with many others and drive a man deeper into
madness? If this is so, what can be done?”
Jori glanced at him, but quickly put his eyes back on the goings‐on
and continued frowning and thinking.
Elkanah asked out loud, “What does this all mean?”
Jori glared at Y’shua and then at his cousin. “Prophet or not, this
man speaks in riddles! I still think he is crazy!” Then he whispered, “Let us
get to work.”
It was Elkanah’s turn to nod. They slipped off into the crowd as
Y’shua was still speaking. A woman in the crowd called out, “Blessed is the
mother who gave you birth and nursed you.”
Jori scoffed, “Just like a woman to try and get all the credit for
merely giving birth!” Elkanah chuckled at his cousin as they moved away.
Y’shua replied, “Blessed rather are those who hear the word of God
and obey it.”
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As the crowds increased, Y’shua said, “This is a wicked generation.
It asks for a miraculous sign, but none will be given it except the sign of
Jonah. For as Jonah was a sign to the Ninevities, so also will the Son of Man
be to this generation. The Queen of the South will rise at the judgment with
the men of this generation and condemn them; for she came from the ends
of the earth to listen to Solomon’s wisdom, and now one greater than
Solomon is here. The men of Nineveh will stand up at the judgment with
this generation and condemn it; for they repented at the preaching of Jonah,
and now one greater than Jonah is here.”
As the cousins faded into the crowd, Jori whispered “He really
thinks a lot of himself, does he not?”
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104
“Changes”
That night, around the campfire, Tobias captured everyone’s
attention. Emoonah was sleeping and did not know of his deliverance. The
cousins just sat there in silence while the questions flew.

“What was it like?” asked Abelia.
Hod quizzed, “Did you feel anything?”
There were so many questions that Tobias wasn’t even getting a
chance to answer. Finally, he just held up his hands and laughingly called
out, “One at a time…please, one at a time!”
As Tobias told his story, Jori and Elkanah sat a distance away from
the rest of the group. “What do you make of all this?” Elkanah asked.
Jori glared at Tobias and then turned to his cousin. “Normally,” he
stated “I hate the Pharisees, but maybe they are right. Maybe a prophet
who speaks in riddles is no prophet at all. He just might be from the devil!”
A look of possibility shaded Elkanah’s features as he nodded his
head slightly. “Do you really think so?”

“What do I know of such things? I am just a simple thief. These
matters are far beyond me.” Jori answered with a wry grin curving one side
of his mouth.
Once again morning came too soon. It was midmorning when the
cousins crawled out from under the wagon. Emoonah was already on her
chaise enjoying the morning sun. She cynically called to Elkanah and Jori,
“Well, good morning—it is about time you two got up! Come over here.”
They ambled over to meet her penetrating gaze. She looked at them
and then at Baruch and motioned him over. “Baruch has been looking for a
place for us to live and he has found us a small farm just out side of town.
In a few hours we will go to look at it. If it is a nice place and the price is
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right for us, we will buy it and move in.”
The cousins looked blank‐faced at her and said nothing.
Suddenly changing the subject, she asked excitedly, “Did you hear
about Tobias?”
Elkanah uttered, “We were there when it happened.” He paused
for a moment and then added, “So were some scribes and Pharisees.”
Jori picked up his tone and added, “And we think they are right—
he is no prophet, but a messenger of the devil!”
Emoonah gasped slightly and asked, “What would make you think
that? We have known this man since he was a boy!”

“But not very well!” Jori argued. “Besides, the Pharisees are
religious leaders—would they not know if he was a prophet or if he is
not?”
The look on Emoonah’s face said he would have to do better than
that, so Jori stumbled on. “He speaks in riddles no one can understand! Just
because he cast out a demon and healed a leper does not make him from
HaShem.”
Emoonah looked hard at Jori and then pointedly at Elkanah. “What
do you think?”
Elkanah looked at her and shook his head. “I do not know,” he
offered. But he thought to himself, I will find out, though…
A few hours later found them in front of a mostly run‐down but
fairly good‐sized farmhouse. The mudded walls were cracked, chipped and
somewhat battered. It was painted over with a half‐hearted coat of
whitewash and the whole place had a tragic look to it. There were not too
many windows and the ones it did have were high, small and covered with
ratty netting. A similarly beat‐up mudded wall ran around the front, hiding
the entry door.
There was a barn behind it that was in better shape than the house.
It was a large, blocky two‐story mudded affair with a clean coat of
whitewash. It must have had an interior staircase because there were no
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outside ladders or steps. The only windows in the place were a brace of
narrow slots, about a dozen on each side, that were too slim to allow any
barnyard fowl to escape. It seemed like any smaller birds had in and out
privileges. There was a tall, wide set of double doors studded with square,
hand‐made nails on the north side. A fenced‐off feed yard kept any other
barnyard animals from wandering around.
Emoonah looked at the property and then back at her crew. She
asked, “What do you think? Is it worth buying and fixing up?”
Elan stated, “There is a lot of work to do, but the barn alone is
worth the asking price.”

“How long would it take?”
Baruch answered this time. “About six weeks of steady labor and a
some materials—little of this—a little of that. The job would not be all that
big!”
Emoonah looked at Mara, who was spending a little time trading
coy looks with Tobias. “Mara, could you go and get the owner? I think he’s
inside.”

“Of course,” she answered. Mara’s tone was unusually calm and
sweet—not like that of the bristly and somewhat cranky woman they all
knew.
Tobias added, “I will go with her. I used to be a pretty fair camel
trader. I should be able to strike a good bargain!”
Her eyes glowed with happiness as Emoonah smiled knowingly.
Mara and Tobias turned and walked toward the house, as the widow said
to no one in particular, “I think Mara has a suitor.”
Jori grabbed Elkanah by the arm and pulled him aside so that his
back was to the group. “If we have to work for six weeks on this place, we
will lose countless moneys!”
An angry grimace twisted his face as Elkanah pulled his arm out of
Jori’s iron grip and growled, “What do you want me to do?”

“We need a reason to follow the masses—a good reason—and I
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have it!” he said.
Elkanah’s anger left as quickly as it came. “What?” he asked.

“We will tell your mother that we need to find out if Y’shua is truly
from HaShem.”

“What will that accomplish?”
“We can kill two birds with one stone.” Jori looked at his cousin as
if he should know what he meant.
Confusion covered Elkanah’s face as he declared, “And you accuse
Y’shua of talking in riddles!”
Jori’s expression became the face of a frightened boy. There was a
lump in his throat and his sorrowful voice cracked a little as he as he said,
“I cannot stand the thought of your mother dying.” He fought back tears as
he continued. “She has also been my mother—the only one I have ever
known.”
His expression changed from dread to one of resolution. “If Y’shua
is from HaShem, perhaps he will heal her.” Then his eyes narrowed and his
voice went cold. “But if he is from the devil, I will kill him myself!”
Elkanah looked hard at Jori. He could see his cousin’s pain and it
inflamed his own. He quietly asked, “How long have you been thinking
about this?”

“Ever since Y’shua made Tobias speak.”
Elkanah nodded his head. It seemed like a long time before he said
anything. “I guess it is not just about the money anymore.”
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105
“The Wilderness”
Agreements were made and money changed hands. Soon Emoonah
lay on her chaise outside in the sun and the other women were inside the
house cleaning. The men went off to purchase what was needed to repair
the building.
The six of them walked for a few minutes and then the cousins split
off toward the masses. “Where are you two going?” Baruch asked.

“We go to listen to Y’shua!” Jori responded.
Elkanah pasted a smile to his face, but said nothing. The men
nodded and continued toward town.
As the cousins moved toward the crowd, Elan nodded his head in
approval and commented, “Perhaps they will learn something.”
Tobias smiled broadly and said, “I do not know what! Even though
Y’shua released me from that demon, I know nothing more than I did
before!”
Everyone laughed, except Hod. He glared at the backs of the
cousins as they moved toward the crowd. He sneered, “They should try
some honest work for a change!”
Just as they made it to the rim of the multitudes, it started to move
away from the town like a lumbering herd of oxen.

“Where are we going?” Elkanah asked a jovial looking fellow who
walked alongside them.

“Does it matter?” he asked in a light, contented voice. “We are
following Y’shua!”
Jori rolled his eyes and kept walking. He nudged his cousin and
pointed with his chin. They slid into the crowd and went to work.
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By evening they were still walking. As the sun merged into the
horizon, Y’shua stopped and sat down with his twelve. Everyone sat down
with them and waited, but he said nothing. People spoke among
themselves or brought out food. Some passed what they had around and
Jori and Elkanah became the glad recipients of a tidbit here and a mouthful
there.
The grassy plain was soft by comparison to the hardscrabble road
they were used to walking on, and after a while everyone lay down and
went to sleep. When morning came the masses were on the move again.
The cousins spent all day weaving through the crowd and stealing
purses. Soon they were bogged down with all the purses, but they kept up
with the crowd until nightfall when Y’shua stopped again. Now the soft
grass was gone and they were nowhere close to anything. People were not
quite as generous as the night before because food was running low.
Everyone went to sleep a little hungry.
Morning came again and again Y’shua got up and walked even
further into the wilderness. “Where the ————— are we going,
anyway?” Elkanah complained.

“I wonder what that fellow who cared not where we were bound
because ‘we are following Y’shua’ has to say now?” Jori scoffed in a
mocking imitation of the man’s voice.
Everyone was out of food or had just a few bites left. No one was
sharing anymore. “I am hungry and we are almost three days from any
food!” Jori griped. Elkanah just nodded and rubbed his empty stomach.
About noon the grass started to pick up again and by mid
afternoon it was lush and thick. A little stream ran down from the
mountain where a boy was watering a small flock of sheep.
Then Y’shua went up on the mountainside and sat down with his
disciples. Jori, followed closely by Elkanah, tried to get as close to Y’shua as
possible, but were only able to get within about fifty yards of him.
When Y’shua saw the great crowd, he said to one of the twelve,
“Philip, where shall we buy bread for these people to eat?” As he spoke,
Y’shua’s face held a strange expression like he already had in mind what he
was going to do.
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Philip answered him, “Eight months’ wages would not buy enough
bread for each one to have only a bite!”
Jori noticed that the burly fisherman whose boat Y’shua spoke from
in Capernaum was one of the twelve. Near him was a younger man who
looked enough like him to be his brother. He spoke next as he motioned to
the young sheepherder, “Here is a boy with five small barley loaves and
two small fish, but how far will they go among so many?”
Y’shua said, “Have the people sit down.” There was plenty of grass
in that place, and the people sat down, well over five thousand men, not
including the women and children. He then took the loaves, gave thanks,
and distributed to those who were seated as much as they wanted. He did
the same with the fish.
The cousins were astonished as was everyone else. “How is he able
to do this thing?” Elkanah muttered.
Jori answered through a mouthful of half‐chewed food, “This
amazes me as well, Cousin. But right now, my stomach says not to ask
questions.”
Elkanah shot him an irritated look, but Jori just shrugged and kept
eating.
When they had all had enough to eat, he said to the twelve,
“Gather the pieces that are left over. Let nothing be wasted.” So they
gathered them and filled twelve baskets with the pieces of the fish and five
barley loaves left over by those who had eaten.
After the people saw the miraculous sign that Y’shua did, the
people began to say, “Surely this is the prophet who is to come into the
world.”
Soon the crowd was muttering and declaring, “This is our king—
and we will appoint him so!” But when they looked back in his direction,
he had moved a distance up the mountain to where he looked little bigger
than a speck. He sat by himself and it looked like he lifted his arms to
heaven and prayed.
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106
“The Paralytic”
The multitudes continued to continued to move with Y’shua
throughout the region. Word of the signs and wonders he performed
preceded him, so that every time they came into another town or village the
mob would increase. People lay at his feet—the sick, the insane, the infirm,
those tormented by demons—and he would heal them.
Elkanah watched hard and tried to decide just where Y’shua’s
allegiance stood.
Jori, though amazed at the healings, did not seem to warm to him
any.
Many days later, when Y’shua again entered Capernaum, the
people heard that he had come home. There was a large, abandoned
building just outside the city, and so many gathered there that no room was
left, not even outside the door. A thick mass of humanity swarmed around
the structure like bees around their hive.
Jori and Elkanah tried to wedge their way through the door, but it
was impossible. “I have never seen this many people before. I can barely
see him at all!” Jori griped.
Elkanah looked at him and gibed, “Lots of people around him
never bothered you before; maybe you are starting to like this man after
all!”
Jori just shot his cousin an icy glare and argued, “As I said, if he is
from the devil, I will kill him.” Jori paused for a second while he tried to
move a little closer. He continued, “Right now, I am still trying to decide.”
He took a few more tiny steps and growled over his shoulder, “Come on!”
As they were pushing their way through the crowd to move
around to the side of the structure, they nearly ran into some men who
carried a cripple on a four cornered pallet. He was apparently their friend.
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The man’s body was twisted and contorted as though he had been in a
serious accident, but he was more likely born that way.
They spoke to him. “Do not worry—this crowd is not going to stop
us from getting you healed!” The man looked up at his friends with hope in
his eyes. A small amount of drool dribbled from the corner of the tight,
twisted grin on his lips. He groaned out something intelligible as they
carried him by.
Elkanah shoved his way over to a narrow window as Y’shua spoke
to the masses that had managed to get inside. All of a sudden dirt and
pieces of straw started to fall from the ceiling along with pieces of broken
tile. People jumped out of the way as the debris landed noisily on the floor.
Beams of light fell on Y’shua as he looked up to see a pallet being lowered
by four men.
When the pallet reached him, he saw the paralyzed man lying on it.
He looked into up at the men who lowered their friend to him and saw
their faith. He looked into the eyes of the misshapen man and saw his faith.
A warm, loving smile pulled gently at the corners of Y’shua’s lips. He
looked into the man’s face and said, “Fear not, my son. Your sins are
forgiven.” With that a loud murmuring came from the crowd.
Jori called to his cousin, “What is it? What happened?” Elkanah
waved him away with, “Wait … wait!”
Some Pharisees and scribes were also in there. They were furious at
what they heard! Indignant expressions contorted their faces as they
thought to themselves, why does this man blaspheme! Who can forgive
sins but God alone?
Immediately Y’shua turned around to face them. He seemed to
know just what they were thinking. He raised his arms and the crowd went
silent.
He looked to the row of scribes and Pharisees and stared them all
right in the eyes. He said to them, “You think I am a blasphemer…Why?
Which is easier…to say to the man, ‘Your sins are forgiven,’ or to say, ‘Get
up, take up your pallet and walk’? But that you may know that the Son of
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Man has authority on Earth to forgive sins…” He paused, turned back to
the paralytic, and said, “I tell you, get up, take your pallet, and go home.”
All at once there was a snapping and crackling of bone and joint as
the paralytic’s body came quickly into alignment. The tight, twisted look on
his face loosened and appeared as a normal man’s.
Tears ran down his thankful face as he got up, grabbed up the
pallet and started to walk out in full view of them all. The crowd parted as
he went—cheering wildly. Jori could stand no more and nearly threw
people out of the way in getting to the window.
His cousin looked at him as Jori stammered out, “That was the man
on the pallet—was it not?” Elkanah nodded as amazement filled his face.
Everyone applauded and praised God, saying, “We have never
seen anything like this!”
Jori started to move with the multitude toward the front of the
building as Elkanah turned back toward the window. The scribes and
Pharisees glared at Y’shua. Their expressions were knives.

445

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

107
“A Dead Girl and a Dying Woman”
They all left that place and headed toward town following Y’shua.
As always, the news of his return caused a large crowd to welcome him.
Now the multitudes were numbering in the thousands. A man named
Jairus, a ruler of the synagogue, came and fell at Y’shua’s feet, pleading
with him to come to his house because his only daughter, a girl of about
twelve, was dying. Y’shua agreed to go with him, but as he was on his way,
the crowds were almost crushing him.
The road to Jairus’s house went by the property where Emoonah
and Mara lived. Most of the hired hands were busy with their chores. Mara
worked with Rafela trying to come up with a new elixir that might help
Emoonah. The men worked finishing up the repairs and the sisters worked
in the garden and tended the animals while the widow reclined on her
chaise in the sun.
Emoonah felt weak and tired. Over the last few weeks, her
bleeding had become worse and she knew her time was short. The sun was
warm, but she was cold—ice cold.
She lay buried under many blankets and a heavy rug topped it off.
You couldn’t see her small frame at all, just a head protruding from the
colorful mound as she dozed on and off.
A far‐away buzz penetrated her sleep as she gradually regained
consciousness. The buzz turned into the sound of many voices as she
realized what was going on. Coming toward her was the largest crowd of
people she had ever seen. Leading the pack was a man she had only heard
about—Y’shua!
Because of the huge mass and the fact that everyone was trying to
get as close to Y’shua as possible, the crowd moved slowly. She pulled and
clawed at her coverings until she was free. Even though it was several
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yards from where she lay to where the swarm would be passing, she pulled
herself off the chaise and singled‐mindedly crawled toward him, knowing
within herself, If I just touch his clothes, I will be healed!
Crawling there took a long time and seemed even longer. She felt
sick and dizzy. It was hard to get to Y’shua because of all the people
surrounding him. She got stepped on a few times, and some hopped over
her, trying not to trip. Through it all she kept on pressing through.
She crawled up behind him in the crowd and reached out as far as
she could. Her trembling hand just barely touched his cloak and
immediately her bleeding stopped. For the first time in years, she felt well
and she knew she was freed from her affliction. Tears of joy ran down her
face and she lay on her side, praising HaShem.

“Who touched me?” Y’shua asked.
When they all denied it, Cephas, the burly fisherman said, “Master,
the people are crowding and pressing against you and you ask ‘who
touched me?’”
But Y’shua said, “No, someone touched me—I know that power
has gone out from me.”
Then Emoonah, seeing that she could not go unnoticed, picked
herself up and came trembling before him and fell at Y’shua’s feet. Tears of
joy still rolled down her face. With everyone listening, she told why she
had touched him and how she had been instantly healed.
He looked down lovingly as he reached his hands out to hers. He
picked her up and said to her, “Daughter, your faith has healed you. Go in
peace and be freed from your suffering.”
While Y’shua was still speaking, someone came from the house of
Jairus, the synagogue ruler. “Your daughter has died,” he said. “Bother the
rabbi no more.”
Hearing this, Y’shua said to Jairus, “Be not afraid; just believe, and
she will be healed.”
Back in the crowd, Jori asked to no one in particular, “Are we
stopped? What is going on?”
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Elkanah shrugged just as everyone started to move again.
Unknown to them, a newly healed Emoonah now went with the
multitudes.
In a few minutes, the cousins realized they were passing the
widow’s home. Elkanah whispered to Jori, “Look…the property of my
mother! We should stop and see how she is.”
Jori whispered back, “We have not been able to pick pockets for
days anyway. We can carry no more. We can hide the money here.”
Elkanah nodded and they veered off in the direction of the house.
Meanwhile, Y’shua moved on toward the house of Jairus. When he
arrived, he didn’t let anyone go in with him except Cephas, John, James, the
child’s father and her mother. Everyone else milled around trying to get a
look into the house, but it was large and surrounded by guards of the
Hebrew authority.
Because of her miraculous healing, Emoonah now enjoyed a sort of
celebrity, so some of the men and a guard made sure she was able to look
through one of the windows.
Meanwhile, all the people were sobbing and mourning for the girl.
“Stop wailing,” Y’shua ordered. “She is not dead, but asleep!”
They all laughed at him, knowing that she was dead. But he shooed
them out and closed the door behind them. He drifted over to where the
girl lay and took her by the hand saying, “My child, wake up!” Her spirit
returned, and at once her eyes opened and she sat up.
Y’shua turned and looked at her family as if things like this happen
everyday. He said, “Give her something to eat.” Her parents were
astonished, but he ordered them not to tell anyone what had happened.
Emoonah and the few who could see inside the house were
spellbound. She blinked her large, clear eyes a few times and shook her
head in disbelief.
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108
“Back at the Farm”
Jori and Elkanah were tired. They slowly plodded up the rutted
path to the house the widow had bought and watched it come into view
out of the distance. The plains around it were green from the former rains,
and the long grass swayed in the light breeze. The smell of it hung heavily
in the air.
They saw the empty chaise with the blankets strewn around it and
grimaced in curiosity, staring back over their shoulders as they passed by
the empty lounge. They ambled closer to the house and saw smoke and
steam rising from behind the mudded wall that formed a small courtyard
around the front of the building.
Walking through the archway, the cousins saw Mara working a
cook fire while Rafela sprinkled herbs and pods into a kettle suspended on
an iron tripod. They were both hard at work and didn’t even notice them
until Jori spoke.

“Hello. What are you two doing—making another potion?”
The women nearly jumped out of their skin. As they spun around
to see the two men a mutual sigh of relief emitted from them both.
Mara barked, “Where have you two been, following Y’shua all this
time? It has been weeks!” Her voice started to tremble as she continued,
“Do you not know that your mother has been getting worse? She is close to
death!” Rafela said nothing. She just looked back and forth at the cousins
and at Mara.
Jori just looked at his feet as Elkanah sadly offered, “We will go in
and see her.” Both men started toward the door of the house, but Mara
stopped them. “Where are you going? Did you not see her on your way up
to the house?”
Jori stammered out, “Her chaise was there…but she was not in
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it…we…we thought she was in here…”
The eyes of both women grew so wide you could see the whites
surrounding the pupils. They gasped and Mara shouted, “Get out of the
way!” as they took off running, almost knocking Jori and Elkanah down as
they reached the archway.
The women arrived at the chaise as Jori and Elkanah came quickly
up behind them. They all saw the coverings strewn this way and that as
Mara screamed toward the sky, “Oh HaShem…where could she be? What
has happened to your daughter?” She fell to her knees crying as she put her
head to the dirt.
Rafela and the cousins looked in all directions for a moment before
Jori squinted into the distance toward town. Far away, a small figure
danced along the road, coming closer. Then, as if it saw them standing
around the chaise, she started waving and running toward them. She was
shouting something, but it was still too far away to hear her.
Four pairs of astonished eyes looked as if there were going to pop
out of their heads as they realized who it was. Mara was still on her knees
as Emoonah came gasping and laughing into their midst.

“I am healed…I am healed!” she laughed out. She pulled Mara to
her feet and wrapped her arms around her. Pulling Rafela and the cousins
all into her she hugged them all as hard as she could. Suddenly, she broke
away and started to dance around laughing even harder. The women
instantly started laughing and dancing with her, but Jori and Elkanah still
looked wary and confused.
The four others who were working near the barn heard the noise
and came running out to where the empty chaise stood. They stopped short
when they saw Emoonah dancing with the other women while the cousins
stood by.
When the dancing stopped, Mara held Emoonah tightly and
touched her face in a loving, motherly way. “You look so beautiful and
healthy again. I have never been so happy!” Tears ran down her face as she
spoke saying, “I love you so much—I could not stand the idea of you
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dying!”
All of a sudden Mara’s joyous expression changed to one of
confusion. “But what happened?” she asked, “How did you get healed?”

“It was Y’shua!” she exclaimed. “I just touched the hem of his
garment and I was healed instantly! Not only that, but I saw him raise up a
little girl who was dead!”
Everyone looked amazed. Everyone that is, except Jori. Distrust
covered his face like a grotesque mask.
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109
“Suspicion”
Evening brought with it a late‐spring chill that took everyone
inside. The interior of the house was old, run‐down and at various stages of
disrepair. A uninteresting mix of mismatched, sooty oil lamps and half‐
melted tallow candles made a dim light through the kitchen that
illuminated a tattered roof, rough and greasy walls, a hardscrabble dirt
floor, and furnishings so old and beat up that most of them were held
together with rope or twine.
Their dwelling, however, was of no concern at all. By the joyous
attitude in the place, you would have thought they lived in a palace.
Sounds of talking and laughing, eating and drinking, dishes and tableware
clinking made for a happy racket.
Elkanah gazed warmly at his mother with love and a little tear in
his eyes. “I still cannot believe how well you look…and even a little
younger!”
Emoonah gave him a slightly self‐conscious look as she sat there
just glowing. There was an unexplainable radiance coming from her that
simply could not be defined in human terms. Her face was one big smile as
she enjoyed her first solid food in months.
This was a celebratory meal in honor of her healing, and the men
had even slaughtered and roasted a goat. There were garbanzo beans, root
vegetables, cracked grains and bread. The girls had even been allowed by a
local landowner to glean some fruit from a local orchard. The widow ate
until she could eat no more. Everyone around the table was stuffed before
the last of the food was gone. Their contented sighs and voices echoed off
the mud walls of the sparsely furnished house.
Jori wiped his mouth with the back of a greasy hand and stared at
Emoonah as he chewed the last of a mouthful of food. His dark eyes were
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hard and narrow and a grimace twisted his flat features. As he drew breath
to say something to her, Adiella purposely cut him off.

“Tell us again about your encounter with Messiah. It is so
exciting!”
Jori was in no mood to be interrupted. “Who says this Y’shua is
Messiah? No one knows that for sure—he could be working for the devil
himself!”

“Do not be ridiculous,” Mara scoffed. “Why would satan be going
about healing people? If anything, he would want to destroy them!”
The big man put two huge paws on top of the table and stood up
fast as he bellowed, “He is not even a prophet, because prophets only speak
what HaShem puts in their mouths. This man speaks gibberish! When we
first saw him, he went out in a boat and talked about sowing seed and
wheat and tares. When we listened to him on the mountain he talked about
how blessed it is to be weak or poor or when people talk bad about us for
his sake. What kind of nonsense is that? Does this man think he is God?”
Everyone looked at him but said nothing. Tobias looked at him
with compassion but remained just as silent.
Finally Emoonah looked at him and firmly stated, “I do not know if
he thinks he is God. I do not know if he is a prophet…or if he is
Messiah…but I do know this—Tobias can now speak, and, after twelve
years, I am well again. You can think what you want, but I will not believe
this man is of the devil!”
Jori stood there fuming. After what seemed like a long time, he
spun around and slammed out the door, kicking his cushion across the
room.
Elkanah looked at the startled faces around the table and said, “I
better go and talk to him,” and started to get up. Adiella stopped him with
a hard glare and stated, “No. I will go.” Everyone looked at her back with
uneasy expressions as she drifted toward the door and out into the chilly
night.
She found Jori leaning against the barn looking up at the night sky,
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his face locked in a vexed expression. There was a waning moon, and the
stars were so bright and looked so close that they seemed to be within
reach. The air was filled with the scent of night flowers.
Adiella strolled over to Jori and inquired, “Why do you act like
this? You must know that since Emoonah and Tobias are now well they
will not listen to you.” She paused for a moment then said, “You need
something to take your mind off this Y’shua.”
Jori’s face wrinkled into an angry snarl. He drew breath to speak,
but before he could say anything Adiella put her small strong hand into his
big callused paw. Confusion showed in his eyes as his features softened.
She pulled his hard hand toward her and covered it with her other
as she took a step into him and lifted his thickly muscled arm around her.
She looked up into his eyes and smiled a knowing smile. “It is a beautiful
night…is it not?”
Jori’s mouth moved, but nothing came out. Adiella smiled warmly
and cuddled into his thick body. “I know you are a bit shy… but surely you
know that I like you.” Only small, incomprehensible sounds came from
Jori’s open mouth.
Adiella’s warm smile became something different—teasing and a
little seductive. She cooed, “Cat got your tongue?”
When Jori’s senseless lips still made nothing but small noises, she
offered, “I know how to take care of that.” She lifted his arm and moved
out from his side still holding his hand. She tilted her head down and
looked up at him along her eyelashes. A tiny smile toyed with one side of
her mouth as she pulled him into the barn.
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110
“Pillow Talk”
A tattered blanket lay rumpled on a pile of straw and two half‐
naked bodies lay across it. Jori breathed hard as he recovered, a euphoric
expression painting his flat face. Adiella leaned into him with an
outstretched arm across his broad, hairy chest and whispered, “That was
wonderful.” His chest puffed with pride as a wry, furtive smile twisted his
thin lips.
A wedge of moonlight filtered through one of the narrow slots that
passed for windows. It fell on her fair skin and caused her dark eyes to
glitter. There was straw in her long, curly hair and a loving look on her
face.
The wide man took her by the waist with both hands and lifted her
up to his face, where he could kiss her and hold her closer. They cuddled
together for a long time.
After a while, Adiella put a strong little hand on Jori’s face and
spoke softly. “That was your first time, was it not?” She gave him a sweet
kiss just next to his mouth.
Jori’s blush was visible even in the half‐light of the darkened barn.
He was about to speak when Adiella put a finger to his lips to hush him.
“You must know it was not mine…” she said sadly her voice trailing off.
She continued, “I was married once. It was arranged by my
parents, but he was an infant, not a real man like you,” she was getting
angry now, and the more she spoke the angrier she got. “He could not hold
a job because he was lazy and shiftless, always crying to his mother. And
she always blamed the trouble in our marriage on me—like I was not good
enough for that spineless dolt she called her ‘baby’!”
All of a sudden she was aware of what was spilling out and with a
red face stopped herself. She paused and then added, “I am sorry—I should
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not talk about that. It makes me too angry.”
Jori asked “So, what happened?”
She rolled off him and slumped onto the straw with an arm across
her forehead and stared at the ceiling. She continued, “My parents realized
the mistake they made getting me involved with him, so they bought me
away from them and we left. That is why we were so poor when we came
to Nazareth; it took almost everything we had.”
Adiella paused again and put her head against Jori’s shoulder.
“That is why I took this job with your Aunt. I want to pay back my parents,
I…”
Jori cut her off, saying gruffly, “Pay them back? It seems to me that
they should be paying you back! Did they not know what kind of man they
were marrying you off to? What kind of parents would do such a thing to
their own daughter?”
A fire lit in Adiella’s eyes as she countered, “Just you wait a
minute! My parents thought they were doing the right thing, just as your
father Patch thought he was when he trained you to be a thief!”
Jori glared at her with a wide‐eyed expression of surprise. She
stared back at him just as hard. “Yes…I know about your past! An
experienced woman asks questions about a man she might want in her life.
I decided that your background was not that important, because when I
look, I see a good man in you.”
A funny, cockeyed smile appeared on Jori’s lips as Adiella
continued, “I know about the thieving and I don’t care about that—a lot of
rich men started that way or have used dishonesty to advance themselves.
You and your cousin were just boys when you started your money‐lending
business. You became rich and I believe you can do it again.”
The cockeyed smile became darkened as Jori grabbed Adiella by
the face. He growled out, “So…this was all about money! I ought to twist
your pretty neck off!”
Adiella’s eyes were wide with terror as she grasped Jori’s strong,
callused paw and tried to break free. It was no use. She muttered through
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his thick fingers, “No…I really care for you…I have since I met you! I just
wanted to know more about you…that is why I asked all those questions!”
Her words did not impress Jori, but the look in her eyes did. Even
though she was afraid there was still an unexplainable warmth there. He
loosened his grip and pulled her close.

“I am sorry,” he muttered as he hugged her tightly. “This time was
very special to me. I did not want it to be about anything but us.”
Adiella looked at him with love in her eyes and whispered, “It
never was.”
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111
“More Questions”
The next day there was a slight swagger to Jori’s walk and he
seemed to have a calmer manner. Elkanah noticed it right away, but when
asked about it, Jori just brushed it off. Elkanah knew something was up and
Jori would have gotten away with it, if not for all the sidelong looks
between him and Adiella.
The two of them started out in the late morning for the press
around Y’shua. Elkanah would walk along and turn to grin at his cousin,
then turn back to the path again. Jori would see him out of the side of his
eye but didn’t want to say anything. Finally, he became irritated and
snarled to his cousin, “Do you have something to say?”
Elkanah’s face split into a huge grin as he chuckled out, “I do not
know…do I? Or maybe I do.”
Jori seemed to be tongue‐tied, but Elkanah most certainly was not.
“Something seems to be going on between you and the fair Adiella, is it
not? Could it be that my older cousin has finally lost his virtue?”
Jori did not turn to look at his cousin, but instead shot a hard left
backhand in his direction. Elkanah, however, saw it coming and ducked.
He came back up laughing, and as he did, he kicked Jori’s leg out from
under him. The burly man went down, but not alone. He rolled and caught
Elkanah’s leg and when his cousin hit the ground, they both rolled around
and started wrestling with each other. It was more playful than violent, but
they still groaned, puffed, and flailed around, kicking up a great deal of
dust.
Coughing and choking suddenly rang in their ears along with
voices shouting of “Stop that, you fools! Why do you not act your age? Get
out of the road!”
The cousins stopped rolling around in the dirt long enough to see a
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band of Pharisees and scribes trying to get by and stay relatively clean. A
pair of ragtag temple guards escorted them. The cousins wore sheepish
expressions as the group passed by, calling out disparaging names like
“simpletons,” “dolts,” and “nitwits.”
The cousins picked themselves off the ground and brushed
themselves off as Elkanah mused, “Are those men never happy?” He
hollered toward their backs, “We were just having a little fun…you should
try it sometime!”
The Pharisees turned back and scowled. One of them who might
have been their leader said something to the two guards. They turned
around and started back toward Jori and Elkanah while the band walked
on.
The guard who arrived first growled, “I will teach you to respect
our leaders!” and pulled a whip with many lashes from his belt. He reared
back to bring it down on Elkanah, but before he could, Jori slammed a hard
left into the guard’s face.
As the man went down, Elkanah grabbed his whip and started
beating the other guard with it railing out, “Why do you bring trouble on
us? See now, it has turned on you!”
Both of the guards were caught by surprise. The one Jori hit
scrambled to his feet and turned, running back to the group. The other
covered his head trying to escape the lash and ran away even faster.
Elkanah threw the whip at the retreating soldiers and it bounced off of one
of their backs.
Jori looked at his cousin and grumbled harshly, “If you could just
learn to keep your big mouth SHUT! We are trying NOT to attract
attention! Now we have at least two new enemies that could cause us a
great deal of trouble!” The sheepish grin returned to Elkanah’s face, but he
said nothing.
The sound of wheels on the hardscrabble dirt road and the hooves
of prancing horses interrupted Jori’s lecture. They turned to see a large,
almost embarrassingly ornate horse‐drawn carriage with many well‐
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dressed servants walking alongside that and three other wagons. Sitting
alone on finely upholstered seats behind the driver there was a middle‐
aged, average‐looking man who was arrayed in some of the finest clothing
either of the cousins had ever seen.
As they pulled up alongside Jori and Elkanah, the cousins saw a
face with warm, wide‐set eyes, a few random wrinkles and an amused
smile protruding from between a thick moustache and a full beard tinged
with gray.

“You two have nothing to worry about,” he stated calmly. “Those
Pharisees are from Arimethea…where I come from. You two are not from
there, so you will get no further trouble from them. You are Nazarenes, are
you not?”

“We are,” Elkanah answered. He paused and then asked “But
where is Arimethea?”
The man smiled again and offered, “It is south of Samaria…a very
long way from here.”
Jori looked hard at the man and sneered, “The only reason I can
think of that would bring you so far from home is to see Y’shua…am I
right?”
Elkanah looked at Jori then at the man. Wonder filled his voice as
he asked, “Has word of this man reached so far?”

“Further than that, I expect!” He paused for a moment and looked
down the road as far as he could see. He turned back to the cousins and
inquired suspiciously, “What do you two know of this man?”

“He has healed a great many people including my mother as well
as a man who works…”
The rich man cut him off and asked in an agitated tone, “But he is
not Messiah, is he?”
Jori spoke now declaring firmly, “I do not think so!”
The rich man looked Jori square in the eye and said, “Neither do I!
In the holy writ, Messiah is said to be a mighty warrior—the son of David!
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How can a man who goes about preaching peace and forgiveness supposed
free us from the yoke of these Roman dogs—even if he does heal the sick?”
Jori turned to Elkanah and said triumphantly, “See? I told you he
was not Messiah! This is a learned man—he would know!”
A small scowl twisted Elkanah’s features as he hissed, “I never said
he was Messiah—just that he might be!”

“You two are wise to question even what you see with your own
eyes!”

“That is just it,” Elkanah disputed, “Y’shua healed my mother of…
an issue of blood. She had been sick for twelve years and was dying day by
day! He cast a demon out of mute man who had worked for us and now he
speaks just like you or me. We traveled in the press with this man for
weeks and saw many signs. This man may not be Messiah, but he has
power from HaShem. It is not possible to do these things any other way!”
A scoffing sound emitted from Jori as he said, “Unless he comes
from satan…”
The rich man’s eyes ranged back and forth intently between the
two cousins. His eyes narrowed as if he was thinking hard. Finally he said,
“I would very much like to speak to your mother and that hired hand, but
Nazareth is very far from here. Pity…” his voice trailed off.

“We all live here now,” Elkanah said. “We go to follow the press
right now, but if Y’shua stays in the area, you could come this evening. I
am sure that my mother and Tobias would be happy to speak with you.”
A small grin fell upon the rich man’s lips as he asked, “Where will I
find them?”
Jori interrupted asking, “What is your name, Sir?”

“I am sorry that I did not introduce myself sooner,” he said with
mild embarrassment in his voice. “I am Yoseph…Yoseph of Arimethea.
What are your names?”
With a grin and a small bow, Jori answered, “I am Jori and this is
my cousin Elkanah.”
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“A pleasure gentlemen. Now, where is it you live?”
Elkanah answered, “The house is about two miles back off this
road. It branches there—take the right fork and look for a large barn and a
run‐down house.”
Yoseph nodded and said, “Until this evening, then.” He turned and
looked toward his coachman and with a small wave of his hand ordered,
“On, Driver!”
The cousins watched as his carriage rolled away. Elkanah
squawked, “He could have at least offered us a ride…”
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112
“Evening Comes”
The press around Y’shua had been particularly rewarding that day.
There had been a heavy influx of new visitors from Jerusalem and other
rich cities. The cousins took great advantage of it. At the end of the day, the
coming darkness found them at an old, dried‐out well behind a small hill to
the rear of the barn.
Jori and Elkanah pulled hard on a new rope bought because the old
one couldn’t stand the strain created by a heavy strongbox. Elkanah
purchased the box to hold all the loot they acquired from productive days
of pickpocketing.
Once the box had been pulled high enough above ground, the
cousins would tie it off to a stake Jori had driven into the ground. They
would then pull it over the crumbling stone wall that was the side of the
well.
Elkanah lifted his cloak and Jori started to remove purse after purse
from the deep reinforced pockets that had been sewn into his cousin’s robe.
They both smiled and chuckled as they worked. Jori opened the strongbox
to find it almost full. In a voice filled with half‐hearted remorse he whined,
“Do we need a bigger box already? Oh, what are we to do?”
A sly voice female voice from behind them stated, “I guess you will
have to purchase a larger one.”
The cousins spun around to see Adiella standing only a few feet
behind them. The setting sun reflected off her freshly washed hair and her
satiny skin, giving her an “otherworldly” appearance. She wore an
engaging smile. Everything about her seemed to almost glitter.
As she strolled a little closer, the evening breeze played through
her hair and brought a hint of sandalwood to their noses. As she reached
Jori she purred, “I am glad to see that you will be able to take care of me
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once our relationship…” she paused as if looking for just the right word,
then finished with, “matures.”
She moved into him and wrapped an arm through his. “I thought
we could go for a walk, but if you are busy,” her musical voice trailed off
into allusion as a seductive smile toyed with her full lips.
Elkanah was dumbfounded. He had never seen a woman look this
good—not even some of the “professional girls” he had been with back in
Nazareth. As he looked at her, he saw the sisterly resemblance that she
shared with Abelia and he wished that her sister and he would do more
than fight. He saw the way that Jori and Adiella looked at each other and it
made him happy—and a little jealous.
Adiella looked toward the box and wryly stated, “It looks like you
boys have been very busy…”
Elkanah’s

vacant

look

was

quickly

replaced

by

one

of

apprehension. He reached toward the box to close it, but Jori’s words
stopped him. “No use to try and hide it now, Cousin. Besides, we should be
generous with our wealth.” With that, he reached into the strongbox and
pulled out a silver coin worth ten denari. He tucked it into Adiella’s hand
and closed her shapely fingers around it. She smiled and leaned up to kiss
him right next to his mouth. Jori blushed just a little.
Elkanah looked into the box and saw another ten‐denari piece. He
picked it up and held it out to Adiella, saying, “If you would, please give
this to your sister.”
A matter‐of‐fact look came to Adiella’s face and a similar tone to
her voice as she spoke, saying, “You should give it to her yourself if you
want her to have it. But be warned—if she finds out how you got it, she will
give it right back.”
Elkanah nodded as a dower expression covered his face like a grim
mask. He tossed the coin back into the box. Looking at Jori, he said, “Help
me lower this back down into the well and tomorrow I will go into town
and get us a bigger one.”
Jori took hold of the rope and said, “No. Get another one of the
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same size. We will bury this one and fill up the new one. We can barely
pull one of this size out of the well as it is!”
After the box was back in the bottom of the dried‐out well, the
threesome walked through the green grass and over the small hill back
down toward the house just in time to see four ornate wagons stopping in
the front yard.

“It looks like our guests are here!” Jori stated in a rather bored tone,
as if people like these showed up all the time. Adiella’s mouth fell open and
her eyes went wide. She glared at the small caravan, then at the two cousins
individually, and then back at the wagons.
Jori called out, “Yoseph! Good to see you again!” and started over
to the wagons, with Elkanah only a few steps behind him. Adiella stood
frozen for a long moment, then took a stumbling start to catch up to the
cousins.
Elkanah called out toward the front door, “Mother! Can you come
out here, please?” Then looking toward the barn, he yelled in a louder
voice, “Tobias…Tobias!”
Emoonah came outside, wiping her hands on a cleaning rag. Mara
stood in the archway looking over the widow’s shoulder, trying to see what
was going on. When the ladies saw the gaudy wagons and the well‐dressed
people in and around them, their faces twisted in confusion.
With a wave of his hand, Jori summoned Emoonah to come out of
the little courtyard. She wandered over straightening, her clothing and
running a hand through her hair.
Right about then, the barn door swung open and Tobias stepped
out, followed by Elan and Hod. Their faces also twisted with surprise and
confusion.
As Emoonah reached the wagons, Yoseph hopped out and
extended a hand to her, saying. “This cannot be your mother … she is much
too young … and beautiful!”
The widow smiled cordially at the load of polite hogwash, and,
turning from one cousin to another, she asked, “Jori … Elkanah? Who is
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your friend?”
Jori answered first, saying, “This is Yoseph of Arimethea. We met
him on the road today told him of your healing. He would like to ask you
some questions.”
Tobias and the other men came up just as Jori was speaking and
offered, “I gather you would also like to inquire about mine as well.”

“Yes,” Yoseph answered with a polite smile. “I would speak to
both of you if I may.”
Emoonah smiled a small, pleasant smile. She looked at Yoseph and
Tobias, and offered, “Let us go inside. I will make us some tea.”
Elan asked Yoseph, “Might we draw water for your beasts, Sir?”

“Why, yes…thank you.”
The widow, Tobias and Yoseph started for the house. Jori looked at
Elkanah and pointed with his chin in the same direction. Adiella whispered
to Jori, “I will wait for you out here,” then stayed behind as the cousins
followed the threesome through the little courtyard and inside the house.
The door closed behind them. The aroma of food cooking filled the shabby
little house.
Yoseph, Tobias and the cousins reclined on some pillows next to a
low table. Mara tended the cook fire as Emoonah ladled water from an
ancient wooden bucket into a tarnished bronze vessel. She walked over to
her friend and handed the vessel to her. Mara hung it on an iron hook over
the fire next to a blackened pot of simmering soup.
She then strolled toward the pantry where Emoonah already was.
The women had been together so many years that they pretty much knew
each other’s thoughts. Like a well‐oiled machine they drifted around the
kitchen, gathering this and preparing that.
Yoseph’s eyes darted back and forth between the two women,
missing nothing. When he looked across the table at Tobias, he saw the
look of admiration toward Mara on his face.
He asked as he pointed with his chin, “Your wife?” to which Tobias
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replied with a small one‐sided grin, “Not yet…”
Yoseph returned Tobias’s grin, paused for a moment, and asked,
“You are the man who had been mute, are you not?” Everyone’s attention
turned to Tobias as he prepared to answer.
He nodded and said, “I had been a slave for more than twenty
years. I was a proud man who always boasted about how I would someday
escape. I guess the taskmasters got tired of hearing it, so one day, I was
whipped so badly that it was days before I even attempted to say anything
to anyone. It was then that when I tried to speak, I found I could not. I was
left with nothing but a small grimace that looked like a wry grin.”

“And this Y’shua healed you.”
“No,” Tobias countered. “He cast a mute demon out of me! He said
‘Come out of him!’ and I felt something leave, something that I lived with
for at least eighteen years. I thought it was a part of me, but it suddenly
felt…foreign.”
Yoseph’s face contorted in confusion and disbelief. “How could
this be true?”

“I know that it is true! I believe it was the fear and pain of the
beating that allowed the spirit to enter, but it is gone now, and I can speak
again!”
As all this was going on, the water boiled. Mara turned from their
conversation and poured it over a fragrant combination of black tea and the
dried skins of oranges, lemons and some fresh mint. She let it steep as she
and Emoonah continued to listen and to work.
Elkanah added, “It is true…when I first met him a few months ago,
he could not speak. He went around with an odd grin on his lips, but said
nothing.”
The women put a large platter of goat cheese, dried fruit and
herbed flatbread on the table in front of the men. Emoonah uttered, “Please,
help yourself.” Mara poured tea into chipped ceramic cups and put a small
urn of honey on the table.
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Yoseph looked up and tried his best to smile at them, but it was
forced and confused. He looked over at Jori with a questioning look as if to
say, “Is this true?”
Jori looked back at the man and said, “I do not know about any
demons. All I know is that before Y’shua, he could not speak; now he can.”
With a wave of his hand he finished, saying, “Make of it what you will.”
Emoonah looked at Yoseph with a deadly earnestness. “For twelve
years, I had…an issue of blood.” She looked down with an embarrassed
expression on her face, but not before she blushed slightly.” The men,
seeing her embarrassment, averted their eyes as well.
After a moment, she swallowed hard and continued. “It was just a
few weeks ago that I knew that I would soon be with HaShem. I was so
weak that all I could do was to lie around and sleep. Even eating solid food
was too much for me. I lived on broth and herbal tonics. I was so cold that
even in the heat of midday, I slept under piles of blankets.”

“Last week was one such day. I was sleeping in the sun under a
heap of blankets and comforters out in the yard beyond the wall. The
sound of a crowd woke me and I saw it was Y’shua. It took me a few
minutes to get out from under the bedding and then I had to crawl to him,
but I knew if I could just touch his garment that I would be healed. I got
stepped on and almost trampled, but I was just barely able to reach out and
touch it with my fingertips. Instantly I felt that I was healed and I was!”
Yoseph looked silently at her with amazement in his eyes. When he
finally spoke, he asked, “Just like that?”
Emoonah’s expression was one of confidence and faith as she
nodded and answered, “Just like that!”
Yoseph looked at the faces surrounding him and saw that everyone
was wearing the same expression, but it still did not convince him. “This is
all too much for me to absorb. Even if it is true, I think I will have to decide
for myself.”
There was a kindness in her voice as Emoonah said, “I understand.
In any case, it is now dark and the roads will be hard to travel. I know you
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have sleeping quarters in your wagons and you are welcome to stay on our
property, but would you also like to stay for dinner?” she asked.
Yoseph smiled and nodded his head as he graciously accepted the
widow’s offer.
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113
“The Next Day”
The night had run on late with much talking, which had ranged
from polite conversation to loud exchanges to almost violent arguing. The
subject of Y’shua provoked strong feelings on both sides of the issue and no
one could be swayed from his or her opinion one way or the other.
It was mid‐morning before anyone was up, and the cousins were
particularly grouchy. As they trudged along the road in silence, Jori and
Elkanah thought hard about the events of the last evening. Elkanah was
willing to give Y’shua the benefit of the doubt. He was not sure he was
Messiah, but he was pretty sure that he was sent by HaShem. He couldn’t
figure out why he would be going about doing good if he wasn’t.
Jori, on the other hand, had no mercy toward the man at all. A stiff,
raging undercurrent of ill will made itself known in his heavily weighted
steps and the noisy thoughts racing through his down‐turned head. His
hard, narrow eyes glared vacantly as he pondered the conversation of the
previous evening.
After Yoseph’s contention that Messiah was to be a mighty warrior
and not this meek, peace‐spouting jellyfish, Jori knew that something had
to be wrong—that this could not be Messiah, but merely some pretender
who was out to spoil the good name of HaShem. Although Jori had little
use for any sort of God, HaShem was, after all, the God of Abraham, Isaac
and Jacob, and due at least some respect.
It was about that time that Yoseph’s wagon rolled by with a
rumbling sound kicking up a thick cloud of dust. As the cousins coughed
and choked on the cloud of silt, Elkanah frowned and with an edge to his
voice growled, “I do not like that man!”
Jori kept coughing. He eyed his cousin and the back of the passing
carriage. He was reserving judgment since his opinions were the same as
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Yoseph’s and he might be able to use such a powerful ally.
It was at least another half hour before they came to the edge of the
press around Y’shua. Jori gave Elkanah a knowing glance and his cousin
returned a nod. They started their usual ploy and Jori started pushing
through the crowd as Elkanah followed him, picking pockets all the way.
As they got closer to where Y’shua stood, they heard him speaking.
He once again spoke to them in parables and said: “The Kingdom of
Heaven is like a certain king who arranged a marriage for his son, and sent
out his servants to call those who were invited to the wedding; and they
were not willing to come. Again, he sent out other servants, saying, ‘Tell
those who are invited, “See, I have prepared my dinner; my oxen and
fatted cattle are killed, and all things are ready. Come to the wedding.”’ But
they made light of it and went their ways, one to his own farm, and another
to his business. And the rest seized his servants, treated them spitefully,
and killed them. But when the king heard about it, he was furious. And he
sent out his armies, destroyed those murderers, and burned up their city.

“Then he said to his servants, ‘The wedding is ready, but those
who were invited were not worthy. Therefore go into the highways, and as
many as you find, invite to the wedding.’ So those servants went out into
the highways and gathered together all whom they found, both bad and
good. And the wedding hall was filled with guests.”
Jori scowled as he listened. He was like a statue of a man; dark,
soundless and unmoving. He brooded over the words trying to make some
sense—any sense out of these sayings. He turned to Elkanah and asked,
“Have you heard of this king? Surely such a man as this would be known
after an uprising like that!” His cousin shook his head, but said nothing as
he continued to hang on the man’s words.
Y’shua continued with his speech. “But when the king came in to
see the guests, he saw a man there who did not have on a wedding
garment. So he said to him, ‘Friend, how did you come in here without a
wedding garment?’ And he was speechless. Then the king said to the
servants, ‘Bind him hand and foot, take him away, and cast him into outer
darkness; there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth, for many are called,
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but few are chosen.’”
Now Jori looked really confused. “Just because this man was too
poor to have the right clothes, this king tossed him out of the wedding?”
He shook his head as he once again he turned to his cousin. He stared at
Elkanah for a long second and then asked, “What do you make of this?”
Before Elkanah could answer a small assembly of Pharisees pushed
their way through the crowd to where Y’shua spoke. Out of their group
stepped one of their disciples. He was a Herodian, a follower of Herod the
Great. He was dressed in the normal, typically austere uniform of the
Pharisees. He was old but not frail, and he moved with a vigor uncommon
to those of his age. His color was ruddy and he had the appearance of a
man with good circulation. There was a deceitful look in his eyes and a
greasy smile on his thin lips. Cunning dripped from every pore. You could
tell he was up to no good just by looking at him.
He moved to within a few feet of Y’shua, gave a small bow, and,
with a designing tone to his voice, asked “Rabbi, we know that you are
true, and teach the way of God in truth; nor do you favor anyone, for you
do not regard the person of men. Tell us, therefore, what do you think? Is it
lawful to pay taxes to Caesar…or not?”
A small smile of contempt curled Y’shua’s lip. An icy glare
emanated from his narrowed eyes. He spoke in an annoyed tone asking the
group of religious leaders, “Why do you test me, you hypocrites?”
He paused for a moment to give the Herodian a chance to whither
under his gaze, and he did. He started to tremble slightly and to look a little
sick.
Seemingly enjoying the Pharisee’s discomfort, Y’shua commanded,
“Show me the tax money!”
The power of Y’shua’s words startled the Herodian. He lurched a
step or two back as he looked toward the band of religious men with a
pleading expression. One of them reached into his purse and took out a
denarius and tossed it to him. He almost dropped it as he caught it. With a
shaky hand, the man handed the coin to Y’shua.
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A leer of contempt turned into a broad, sardonic grin as Y’shua
said to them, “Whose image and inscription is this?”
The Herodian looked around at everything but Y’shua. He
muttered something unintelligible into the light breeze.

“Speak up!” Y’shua commanded. The man looked into Y’shua’s
eyes and just as quickly looked away. He spat out, “They are of Caesar!”
Y’shua looked at the Pharisees instead of the Herodian, as the man
cautiously made his way back toward his associates, and said to them,
“Render to Caesar the things that are Caesar’s, and to HaShem the things
that are HaShem’s.”
Obviously, the Pharisees were unprepared for this answer. They
shook their heads and whispered amongst themselves for a short time, and,
marveling at him, went their way, with the Herodian slinking along a few
paces behind them.
Jori and Elkanah both stared with open mouths. They and most of
the crowd were as dumbfounded as the Pharisees.
It took a long time, but Jori was one of the first to speak, saying
quietly to his cousin, “He may be a meek, peace‐spouting jellyfish, but I
know of no one who can handle those —————— like he can…”
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114
“Later That Day”
The cousins spent most of the day moving through the crowd
picking pockets, and stealing off to dump the contents of the purses into the
deep, reinforced pockets under Elkanah’s robe. Jori was obviously enjoying
himself. His manner was gleeful as he bumped into his marks and grabbed
them to stop them from falling while his cousin snatched the purse from
their belts.
On the other hand, Elkanah seemed to be enjoying this game less
and less. He was gloomy, dower and did not seem to take any pleasure in
his work. His face was one big frown and he moved slowly. After several
hours of this, he advanced toward his cousin and said, “Let us go and sit
down…I am tired.”
Before Jori could respond, his cousin spun around and walked back
in the direction of where they last saw Y’shua. Jori shrugged his shoulders
and with a grimace of confusion, trudged along after Elkanah. He knew
something was wrong with his cousin, but it wasn’t the time to discuss it.
When they got back to where Y’shua was speaking, Elkanah saw a
tight but adequate spot to sit down between a couple of rich‐looking men
and a small but seemingly fatherless family. He excused himself as he made
his way to the little clearing with Jori fast on his heels.
As they sat down, Elkanah noticed a large group of Sadducees,
with several stray Pharisees approaching.
Jori saw them too and groaned and shook his head. He whined, “I
hate those pretenders worse than the Pharisees! Look at their fine clothes
and how their noses are in the air. They are so rich they probably crap gold
coins.”
Elkanah answered with a sneer in his voice, “They say there is no
resurrection, so they pile up as much wealth on this world as they can
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because they think that when you die, you are no more.”
Jori pondered his cousin’s statement for a time and then asked,
“What do you think happens when we die?”

“That, my cousin, is what I am trying to find out!”
Jori face filled with bewilderment. He drew breath to speak, but
before he could, Elkanah hushed him. With a gleeful tone and a grin on his
lips, he said, “Wait…this should be good!”
One of the Sadducees strolled forward. He was around forty,
fattish, and decked out like a harlot on a full moon. He walked as if he was
listening to music. His lips held a sly twist and his voice dripped with
treachery. With a small bow he said, “Shalom, Rabbi…”
Y’shua answered him with a deliberate “Shalom…”
The sly twist became a small, cynical grin as the Sadducee spoke. “I
wonder if you might be able to dispel some confusion over the law.”
Y’shua said nothing but gave the man a look that said “continue.”
The man’s voice was smug as he did so. “Moses said that if a man
dies, having no children, his brother shall marry his wife and raise up
offspring for his brother. Now there were with us seven brothers. The first
died after he had married, and having no offspring, left his wife to his
brother. Likewise the second also, and the third, even to the seventh. Last
of all the woman died also. Therefore, in the resurrection, whose wife of the
seven will she be? For they all had her.” The Sadducee turned his head to
look over his shoulder at his group. His expression was buoyant, and he
wore a look that said, “I have him now!”
Y’shua looked at him for a long minute and then returned the
cynical grin. He shook his head as he answered, saying, “You are mistaken,
not knowing the Scriptures nor the power of HaShem.”
The buoyant look on the Sadducee’s face melted like wax and an
indignant expression took its place. It was priceless; his eyes bulged out
like peeled eggs and his mouth and lips fluttered as if he was trying to say
something but no words came out.
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With the cynical grin still in place, Y’shua spoke on. “For in the
resurrection they neither marry nor are given in marriage, but are like
angels of HaShem in heaven. But concerning the resurrection of the dead,
have you not read what was spoken to you by HaShem, saying, ‘I am the
God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob?’ HaShem is not
the God of the dead, but of the living!”
Everyone looked at each other with astonishment as quiet
muttering turned into a din as it fanned out bringing his teaching further
into the crowd from one mouth to another.
The Sadducee turned and looked toward his compatriots with an
expression that said, “What do I do now?”
His confused look was returned by his colleagues and he
sheepishly backed away toward group as they all shuffled off, looking
somewhat worse for the confrontation.
When the small group of Pharisees saw that he had silenced the
Sadducees, they gathered together. Then one of them, a lawyer, whispered
to the band, “I will silence this cretin once and for all!”
He boldly broke away from the group, strode purposely over to
Y’shua, stood directly in front of him asked him, “Rabbi, which is the
greatest commandment in the law?”
Y’shua said to him, “You shall love the Lord your God with all
your heart, with all your soul, and with all your mind. This is the first and
greatest commandment.”
The lawyer drew breath to speak, but Y’shua wasn’t finished. He
continued, “And the second is like it: ‘You shall love your neighbor as
yourself.’ On these two commandments hang all the law and the prophets.”
The lawyer was suddenly speechless and looked as if he’d
swallowed a bug. “ALL THE LAW… and… AND THE PROPHETS?”
gushed haltingly from his lips.
Y’shua nodded, but he still wasn’t finished. Now he addressed the
whole entourage, saying, “Now I will ask you a question: What do you
think about Messiah? Whose son is He?”
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They looked at each other with desperate faces as if they were
afraid they might answer incorrectly. They once again grouped up, and,
after a few whispered words to each other, turned back to him. The one
who was apparently in charge said to him, “The Son of David.”
The cynical grin reappeared on Y’shua’s lips as he asked them,
“How then does David in the Spirit call Him ‘Lord’, saying: ‘The Lord said
to my Lord, “Sit at My right hand, until I make Your enemies Your
footstool”? If David then calls Him ‘Lord’, how is He his son?”
The group of Pharisees looked sick and white as ghosts as hopeless
expressions coated each face. They looked around at each other hoping that
one of them would have an answer, but none did. No one was able to say
anything to him at all. They slunk off without a sound as the quiet
muttering from the crowd turned into a cheer.
Elkanah grinned from ear to ear. Jori looked surprised as he
nodded and uttered, “Impressive…”
Elkanah nodded and declared, “I do not think anyone will dare
question him anymore…”
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115
“Changes of Heart”
Some days later, at the well, the cousins pulled up the new
strongbox and tied it off. This day had gone so well, that they were forced
to quit early, because there was no more room in the deep pockets in
Elkanah’s robe.
Once they emptied the day’s haul into it, the box was a little more
than halfway full. Jori looked warmly at the contents, his eyes glowing. It
had not been all that long since the box had been new and empty. A
pleased smile came to his face as he uttered, “What a beautiful sight!”
Facing Elkanah, he sighed out, “Look, Cousin. Between this box
and the other one, we are rich again!”
There was a unpleasant expression covering Elkanah’s face as he
uttered out, “Good, because I cannot do this anymore!”
Jori’s eyes grew wide and confusion painted a haunted grimace on
his face. Panic flooded his voice as he stammered out, “Do…do what
anymore? What are you saying?”

“I cannot steal from those around Y’shua anymore. They come to
gain knowledge or a healing or help of some sort and when they do, we
take from them. It is not right!”
Discouragement filled Jori’s eyes and his pleading voice argued,
“But we are so close—once we fill the rest of this box, we can start our
money‐lending business again and then we will no longer have to steal!
How long could it take? At this rate,” he declared waving a broad hand at
the box, “…one…maybe two more days!”
Elkanah gazed at all the different‐colored coins in the box. A lot of
them were copper, but there were as least as many silver ones and, where
there were very few before, a seemingly larger portion of shiny gold coins
glinted in the afternoon sun.
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He glared into his cousin’s face with uneasiness, then again looked
into the box. Wanting more to please Jori than his aching conscience, he
answered, “I will do this for you for three more days, but that is all. By then
you should have enough money to do whatever you want with it.”
Jori seemed agitated as he questioned, “Me? But this money is for
us…for our business!” he paused for a moment and added, “and for our
wives!”

“Our what?” Elkanah blurted out. “We have no wives!” He paused
for a moment as an astonished expression twisted his appearance. He asked
with glee in his voice, “You do not mean to ask Adiella to marry you, do
you?”
Jori looked perturbed as he spat back, “Are you so surprised? I
know she will marry me…all I have to do is ask!”

“I know that too!” Elkanah nearly laughed out. “But will she be
marrying you,…” pointing to the box, “or that? Remember, my cousin, that
I am much more experienced with women than you. Most of them are
untrustworthy enough. One that would marry a thief is more likely worse
than the rest!”
A fire lit in Jori’s eye as he reached out and slammed a harsh left
across the side of his cousin’s head. Elkanah flew down hard and hit the
dust as his head and shoulder bounced off the decaying stone base of the
well. He rose slightly and started to groan, but changed it to a grunt out of
personal pride.
He sat down leaning against the well, holding his head with his
hand his eyes tight with pain. There was a trickle of blood coming from
where his head and the stone collided, and the shoulder of his robe was
ripped.
Jori sneered, “That is NO WAY to talk about the woman I love!” He
turned away, took a few steps, then swung back and growled, “I do not
need you…I used to be a pretty fair pickpocket when I was younger and I
can do it again—it will just take me a little while longer! You can do
whatever the ———— you want! Now get your —————‐ back up and
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help me get this box down in the well again!”
Elkanah thought for a brief second about slugging Jori, but he
didn’t really want to get in a fight with him and maybe hurt his cousin—he
just didn’t have it in him. Instead he struggled to his feet and together they
lowered the box to the bottom of the well.
Elkanah saw blood on the rope from having his hand on his head,
so when they were finished, he mumbled, “I am going to clean up.” Jori
just grumbled something unintelligible, turned and left. They both moved
off, their minds as well as their walk in opposite directions.
Suppertime was strained. Jori moved from his usual spot next to
his cousin to one next to Adiella. She seemed pleased, but also troubled that
he was purposely ignoring Elkanah, who was unusually quiet.
It did not go unnoticed. Around the long table the women now
waited for the other shoe to drop. The other men, normally boisterous,
were just waiting, their wary eyes on the cousins, wondering what would
happen next.
For a long time, no one said anything. Jori ate like two horses,
obviously out of anger and nerves. Elkanah just pushed the food around on
his plate.
All eyes shifted back and forth between the cousins. Everyone’s
breath came in quiet, open‐mouthed inhales and exhales as if they were
trying as hard as they could to be invisible.
Finally, Hod’s youthful exuberance got the best of him. “What is
going on around here?” he almost shouted.
Elkanah bolted up from his cushion and banged out the door.
Emoonah looked at Jori with a no‐nonsense expression. “Well, what is
going on here?” she demanded.
Jori just shrugged his shoulders and kept eating. Adiella stared
hard at him, but he didn’t seem to notice.
Abelia looked at Emoonah. She looked at her sister and at Jori. She
looked at Mara, Tobias, and at all the others around the table. At last, she
looked at the door, stood up, and without saying a word, followed Elkanah
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outside.
It was a warm night. As Abelia wandered around, she found
Elkanah leaning against a newly mended line of fence, looking up at the
sky. She said nothing, but leaned on the fence next to him and just waited.
It was a long time before he spoke.
When he did, he spoke without looking at her, asking, “Do you
know anything of Y’shua that you have not told me?”
She didn’t look at him as she answered. “No…except what I told
you of what happened back in Nazareth. I know nothing else.”
Elkanah turned to face the girl and said, “I have been spending a
great deal of time in his presence in order to steal from those in the press
around him.”
Abelia looked perturbed, but not surprised. She said nothing, but
just waited for him to continue.

“I do not know why, but I am losing the desire to gain in this
manner.”
Abelia turned to look at him. There was a warm look in her eyes as
they beckoned him to go on.

“I no longer have violence in my soul and I have lost the desire for
dishonesty.” He turned away and his face dropped to the ground as he
muttered, “and I do not know why…” his voice trailed off.
Abelia smiled a small, soft smile and asked, “Is this not of your
own choosing? Did you desire to steal before?”

“That is the way I have always made money. Jori’s father—my
uncle Ja…uh, Patch— taught us to steal and make strong‐drink as a trade. I
know nothing else, and now I can no longer do it!” Elkanah looked
confused and somewhat frustrated as the words trailed off from his lips.
As Abelia looked at Elkanah’s face, she noticed the cut on his
forehead and reached out to touch it. He winced in discomfort her fingers
came in contact with the sore spot. “Did your cousin do that?”
He nodded, but said nothing.
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She looked at him warmly and asked, “Tell me why you feel you
are unable to do this kind of ‘work’ anymore. What happened?”

“I do not know why, but somehow, it just seems wrong to steal
now.” He paused, deep in thought, for a long time. “The thing is that it is
not anything that Y’shua has said that has said changed me—it could not
be, because I have absolutely no idea of what he means! I think that just
being around him is changing me!”
Elkanah’s face contorted slightly as a tinny chuckle and miniature
smile worked at his mouth. His eyes were dreamy as he muttered, “And it
is so much fun watching the Pharisees trying to get him to say
something…anything they could use against him… and it just cannot be
done! You should have seen him today. The Pharisees and the Seduces both
came after him and…”
Abelia cut him off. “Is that what this disagreement with Jori is
about? Y’shua?”

“Yes. Jori does not know what to think of this man yet. He was
really mad when I told him I would only work three more days with him
and then I was through. I think he took it personally.”

“And for that he hit you?”
Elkanah’s face went sheepish. “No…no…” His voice trailed off and
it was a long moment before he spoke again. He took a deep breath and
said, “He told me that he was going to ask your sister to marry him and I
told him that if she said yes, it would be because he had money.”
At first it looked like Abelia wanted to slug him too; her face
tightened, her eyes went narrow and her mouth became a dark, trembling
slash across her face.
She remained silent until her anger passed before she spoke. When
she finally did, she cynically groused, “You can put your foot in your
mouth like no one else I know…only you could insult two people at once!
For your information, my sister loves your cousin!” She looked at the
ground and when she looked back up at Elkanah, her face was a mass of
frustration as she blurted out, “Why, I do not know, but she does.”
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It was a little more time before she spoke again, and her voice was
warm as she stated, “The fact that you no longer want to steal makes me
want to be around you again. I was having trouble with it before.”
Elkanah’s face went cloudy and his forehead wrinkled as he asked,
“What do you mean?”
She shrugged her shoulders and her tone was matter‐of‐fact. “I
could just never see myself with a thief, but maybe now things might be
different.”
An inquisitive expression took in her whole face as she
commented, “I would listen to a man who has had this effect on you. Do
you think your mother would mind if I took a little time to go and listen to
him?”
He brightened at this news saying, “I am sure she would not!”
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116
“Preparations”
It was late in the morning when Jori trudged back from town. His
face was sullen and his broad body sagged with some internal heaviness.
Just below the surface, anxiety churned his stomach and made it burn. He
made his way up the path to the barn, moving in slow motion as if he really
didn’t want to go in. When he reached the wide double doors, he stopped
for a moment as if lost in thought. He shook his hairy head, grunted, and
then shoved the rough sack he carried in his good left hand under his right
armpit. He grabbed one of the dirty rope handles, pulled one of the doors
open, slamming it against the building as he drug himself inside. He
slammed it closed in the same fashion.
Standing just inside the door, he squinted around in the dim light
until he saw what he was looking for. An unruly pile of feed sacks rested
against one of the side walls and nearby an old coil of rope hung on a spike
sticking out of an upright that helped support the roof beams.
He lifted his arm and dropped his sack. It made a metallic sound as
it hit the hardscrabble floor of the large structure. Moving over to the feed
sacks, he grabbed one of them up and shoved it under his arm in place of
the other sack. He snatched the coil of rope off the upright on his way to
stand under an overhead beam. His brow furrowed hard as he realized
something was missing. He scowled back and forth around the barn until
he did a double take and saw an old, broken‐down sharpening wheel
leaning against the wall in a corner. It was battered, the frame was cracked
and it was thickly covered with dust, dirt and pieces of straw.
He walked slowly toward it, grabbing up a thick piece of an old
oxen yoke and as he went. When he came within reach, he slammed it
down on the frame of the ancient machine. The old, rotted wood shattered
like glass. Jori bent over and picked the debris away from the stone wheel.
He rolled it a back to where the items he gathered lay and got to work.
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He held the wheel between his knees and ran the rope through the
center hole and tied it off, so that it stood on end. Standing up, he flung the
other end of the rope over the beam. He grabbed the feed sack and hefted it
onto his right shoulder, then wrapped the rope around the top end, strung
it down to the bottom end, tied that off, and finally tied it all to the
sharpening wheel. He smiled and gave it a slap and watched it stand firm,
not moving from its spot.
He took a couple of steps over to the bag he brought into the barn
and dumped it onto the floor. In it was a sash, several purses with a small
bell attached to each, some leather to make extra purse strings and a curved
knife with a thong to tie to his wrist, just like the one Patch made him when
he was young.
He tied the sash around the sack, filled the purses with dirt from
the floor and secured them to his “victim’s belt.” Tying the knife to his
wrist, he winced as he yanked a hair out of his head and ran it along the
blade. The edge was very sharp and it sliced the hair without effort. Now
he was ready for practice.

Elkanah and Abelia strolled by the barn on the way up the hill
between it and the old well. They looked around to see if they could spot
the press around Y’shua. Usually it was not that hard with the thousands of
people that followed him, but recently the crowds were thinning out. It had
been a long time since he had fed the followers with loaves and fishes or
did any great signs in their sight. He would still heal the sick, but that was
all. Mainly, he taught them, but many were bored with learning and were
more interested in the spectacle of the miracles or the enjoyment of
watching Y’shua frustrate the religious leaders. They spotted the mass due
south near the road to Jerusalem and headed in that direction, without
knowing what Jori was doing or even that he was inside the barn.
It was almost an hour’s walk, but it passed quickly as the two of
them talked and laughed with each other. Coming to the fringes of the
press, they heard Y’shua arguing with some of the Pharisees and the
teachers of the law who had come from Jerusalem. They were gathered
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around and reproaching him because they saw some of his disciples eating
food with hands that were unwashed.
The Pharisees accused, “All the Jews do not eat unless they wash
their hands in the ceremonial fashion, holding to the tradition of the elders.
When they also come from the marketplace they do not eat unless they
wash and observe the many other traditions, such as the washing of cups,
pitchers and kettles. Why do not your disciples live according to the
tradition of the elders instead of eating their food with unclean hands?”
Y’shua glared at them with hard, narrow eyes, eyes that seemed to
look right through them and made the Pharisees look uneasy. He shook his
head in anger and frustration as he sarcastically replied, “Isaiah was right
when he prophesied about you hypocrites! It is written: ‘These people
honor me with their lips, but their hearts are far from me. They worship me
in vain; their teachings are but rules taught by men.’” He pointed a long,
accusing finger at them and barked, “You have let go of the commands of
HaShem, but hold to the traditions of men.”
His voice became even more cynical and took on a sourness as he
said to them: “You have a fine way of setting aside the commands of
HaShem in order to observe your own traditions! For Moses said, ‘Honor
your father and your mother,’ and, ‘Anyone who curses his father or
mother must be put to death.’”
But you say that if a man says to his father or mother: ‘Whatever
help you might otherwise have received from me is Corban—a gift devoted
to God,’ then you no longer let him do anything for his father or mother.
Thus you nullify the word of HaShem by your tradition that you have
handed down. And you do many things like that.”
Again Y’shua called the crowd to him. He raised his hands and all
noise stopped as if in a sick room. He looked at every eye and in a loud,
clear voice stated, “Listen to me, everyone, and understand this. Nothing
outside a man can make him unclean by going into him. Rather, it is what
comes out of a man that makes him unclean.”
With an ugly grimace directed toward the gaggle of Pharisees,
Y’shua swung around and turned his back to them. The group just stood
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there with their mouths open. He took off, walking at a commanding pace
toward a small house that sat at the fork of the road that went toward
Jerusalem. Even the crowd didn’t move to follow him, but stood there in
awe as well.
Abelia looked at Elkanah with her brow furrowing deeply. Her
eyes were question marks and her mouth was drawn and tight. “Does he
always act like that?”

“Only with the religious leaders.” Elkanah paused and thought
about it for a long moment and added almost apologetically, “He is much
nicer to everyone else.”
Her manner was sharp and her tone acidic as she said, “Well, I
think talking that way to men of God is wrong, and I am going to tell him
so!” With that she marched after Y’shua and the twelve men who followed
him. Elkanah hastened after her speaking in a loud voice, “I do not think
that is a very good idea!”
Abelia got to the house about a minute after Y’shua and his
followers entered. Elkanah was right behind her. She was passing a
window and heading toward the door when she heard his disciples ask
him about this parable. She stopped to listen and was astounded at the way
he talked even to those close to him.

“Are you so slow?” he asked. “Do you not see that nothing that
enters a man from the outside can make him unclean…” His tone was
sharp but sympathetic, laced with frustration.
She turned away to frown at Elkanah. She made a face that mixed
unbelief with confusion. Her eyes were angry and her lips were drawn
tightly together at she turned back toward the window.
He continued, saying, “for it does not go into his heart but into his
stomach, and then out of his body.” He went on: “What comes out of a man
is what makes him unclean. For from within, out of men’s hearts, come evil
thoughts, sexual immorality, theft, murder, adultery, greed, malice, deceit,
lewdness, envy, slander, arrogance and foolishness. All these evils come
from inside and make a man unclean.”
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She saw his men turn and look at each other with nods of
agreement. Chatter buzzed between them as she suddenly realized that
Y’shua loved these men enough to try and make them understand his
words. That was why he was so firm with them. A miniature smile played
at the corners of her mouth as her eyes softened. She backed away from the
window and motioned for Elkanah to follow her.
She moved back toward the crowd as Elkanah tried to understand
what changed her attitude so quickly. “He is a caring man,” she uttered as
her voice trailed off. “But, I still think that one should speak to religious
leaders with more respect…”
Elkanah cut her off and sneered, “Religious leaders killed my
father and my uncle. As far as I am concerned, Y’shua gives them more
respect than they deserve!”
Abelia looked deeply into Elkanah’s eyes and saw only hate. She
decided it was an argument she couldn’t win. She let it go.
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117
“Trouble”
A rush of blue language followed the tinkling of small bells again
and again. Jori pulled violently at the leather thong that held the curved
knife to his wrist and swore as he threw it to the ground. He was just about
to kick it across the room when a shaft of light caught the razor edge and
glared just a little. Instead, he savagely bent down, picked it up and flung it
across the barn’s large interior at nothing in particular. It caught one of the
rough wooden uprights and took off a chunk as the knife skidded into a
mudded corner.
The big man slammed hard through the double doors. They
bounced back after hitting the walls and he barely missed getting hit by
them on the way through. It was near evening and the sun hung low in the
sky. Several yards down the road, Jori saw Elkanah and Abelia strolling
home. Evil glittered behind his angry eyes.
He charged up to his cousin and grabbed him by the arm, saying,
“I want to talk to you!” His face was covered in bitterness and his mouth
was drawn tight. Knowing Jori as well as he did, Elkanah looked over at
Abelia and said, “I will see you at dinner.”
Her mouth twitched and she drew breath to speak, but Elkanah’s
eyes told her not to. A vague smile came to her lips, but not to her eyes. A
stiff, mechanical “Very well…” hung in the air.
She turned to walk away as Jori tugged Elkanah nearly off his feet
toward the barn. When they got inside, Elkanah saw the dummy Jori made
hanging from the rafters. He was just about to comment when his cousin
waved toward the dummy and spoke saying, “I have been trying all day to
remove a purse from this thing without making the bell jingle.”
He looked down and breathed hard as his head moved from side to
side. There was great anger and frustration in his voice as he continued. “I

489

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

have decided that I cannot do this by myself. It has been too long since I
was a young boy cutting purse strings in the crowds with my father.”
So,” he looked up at his cousin with determination on his face and
menace his voice, saying “You are going to help me until I have enough to
start the money‐lending business. Then you can do whatever you want and
I will cause you no trouble.” He put a thick arm around his cousin and
patted his shoulder.
Elkanah looked Jori in the eye and asked, “I told you I was through
with all that. What makes you think I would go back to it, even to help
you?”
A dark grin moved across Jori’s thin lips. Even though Elkanah had
known his cousin mostly all of his life this was a grin he’d never seen
before. It surprised him, and his own face darkened as his eyes narrowed.
Jori took the arm from around his cousin’s shoulder. He ambled
over to where the curved wrist knife lay. He casually bent over and picked
up off the dirt floor. He raised it to his lips and blew the dust off of it all the
while glaring at Elkanah over the blade. He strapped it to his wrist and his
fingers toyed with the blade as he cynically replied, “Because if you do not,
I will cut the throat of your pretty little friend!”
Elkanah took a couple of steps toward his cousin as he returned the
glare. He snapped at Jori growling, “If you do that, I will kill you!” His
hand came up and he pointed at his cousin to emphasize the point.
Jori shrugged his shoulders. There was no emotion in his voice and
his eyes held a dead flatness as he calmly stated, “Then we will both be
dead…but you will still be here…alone.”
The two men stared at each other across the dusty, dung‐splattered
floor of the barn. The chickens roosting in the rafters looked down on them
like spectators at the gladiatorial games. A mean, scrappy‐looking rooster
fluttered down between them and danced back and forth on each leg as his
head shot from cousin to cousin like a referee at a boxing match.
Elkanah knew his cousin wasn’t kidding. He tried to stare Jori
down and it surprised him that it wasn’t working. It was like Jori was a
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different person; maybe he was.
Finally, he muttered “Alright, I will help you.” He added with an
angry tone, “but only until you have enough to start the business again,
then it is over!”
The deadness in Jori’s eyes didn’t change much. A more or less
friendly grin twisted the corners of his mouth as, “thank you, Cousin…I
knew I could count on you,” filtered softly through twisted lips.
Elkanah’s eyes were still hard and narrow as he jeered at Jori
saying, “Just because I couldn’t kill that ———— back in Magdala doesn’t
mean I will not kill you if you try anything with Abelia…and your death
will be more painful than anything you will ever know!”
Jori was almost polite as he answered, “I have no doubt that you
would think that, Cousin…no doubt at all. But I cannot think it would be as
painful as losing my childhood friend and partner…”
Elkanah’s face fell apart for a moment as he almost felt sorry for
Jori, but then he remembered his cousin’s threat and pulled it back
together. He swung around looking over his shoulder at Jori in contempt.
Now it was his turn to slam through the barn doors. Once outside, he
strode toward the run‐down house at an angry pace, wondering if his
cousin was sincere or was just trying to manipulate him.
The sun was starting to go down now and a dove was cooing
goodnight from the branch of a large willow that grew between the barn
and the house. A light evening breeze was coming up, and the stars were
trying to peek out from the deepening sky. The weather was balmy, and it
would be a nice evening if you didn’t have too much on your mind.
Elkanah had.
He turned toward the archway and entered. Just inside the
crumbling wall, he heard a voice to his right asking, “What was that all
about?”
He turned to see Abelia crouching in the recess of the corner. She
lifted herself away and to her feet as if her body weighed several hundred
pounds. She ambled toward him with a cockeyed smirk curling around her
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lips like nervous centipede and a million questions in her mind.

“Nothing important…” Elkanah’s voice trailed off into a mutter as
he continued “Nothing to worry about.”
She stopped in front of him and looked him in the eye in a very
deliberate way. She retorted, “It does not look that way to me.”
Elkanah dropped his head while placing his hands on his hips. The
breeze blew leaves and loose chicken feathers around his feet. The smell of
animals and their dung drifted in the air. He started to wonder if country
life was what he wanted. He thought back to life in Nazareth—the money,
fine food and clothing—the fun he used to have. It all seemed another
lifetime ago now. It also made him feel somewhat empty, but he certainly
couldn’t see himself living in the sticks for the rest of his life. Maybe money
could solve some of his problems.
A huge sigh of frustration escaped his lips. He lifted inflexible eyes
to Abelia’s and stated slowly and clearly, “If I say it is nothing, it is nothing.
Understand?”
She just stood there in disbelief, looking at Elkanah’s face. She saw
an expression she’d seen before, but thought she’d never see again. For a
half‐second her face fell apart; her eyes looked like peeled eggs and her
mouth dropped open like the tailgate of a wagon being loaded.
Just as suddenly as it fell apart she put it back together. Her eyes
flashed and she pulled her mouth taut. She steamed, “I THOUGHT you
had changed, but all you have to do is get around that cousin of yours
and…” she left the rest of her sentence hanging in the air as she picked up
the hem of her garment and charged off into the house.
Elkanah watched her go. For a moment he felt good, then he felt
bad. Then he felt nothing. He wandered back out the gate and stood there
in the dusk. The odor of the barnyard still hung in the air, and the
blackness of the country night made him long for the city. He missed the
high life, but when he thought about Nazareth…
He remembered all the other women he’d known, but a twinge in
his heart told him that he wanted Abelia. He looked around at the
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oncoming night, raised his eyes to the sky, and wondered, why does
everything have to be so hard?
He trudged over toward the willow tree, passed it, and moved up
and over the small hill to the old well. Looking down inside, he couldn’t
see the bottom, but the box was down there and he knew it. He picked out
a more or less smooth spot on the battered wall and sat with his back to the
hole. A thousand thoughts and memories sprinted through his mind like
runners at the Grecian games. He sighed, got up shaking his head, and left.
He slowly traipsed back toward the house.
He stopped at the willow tree and just stood there. Lifting a large
handful of branches and leaves, he found a low‐hanging spray at a spot
away from the house where he couldn’t be seen. He turned his back to the
trunk and slid down it to land on his butt. He remained like that until the
shadows blended into night and a high, hard moon hung in the dusty sky.
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118
“Disappointments”
The next morning, the cousins meandered out toward the press.
Neither one spoke to the other; they just walked. The crowd around Y’shua
was smaller, and many of the faces were of those they had already stolen
from.
Jori scowled. He muttered to no one in particular, “The crowd has
thinned out. This will not be as easy as it was.”
Elkanah turned to him and commented, “I think a lot of them used
to come for free food or to see a miracle, but he now he mostly just speaks. I
have been watching the crowds dwindle little by little for some time now.”
Jori muttered, “I should have noticed, but I was probably too
involved in the work.”
The day was long and the pickings were slim. The next day was
worse and the day after that worse still. That night, when everyone sat
around the table in the evening, the tone was solemn and very tense.
Emoonah noticed Abelia would barely look at Elkanah. Jori would sit with
Adiella looking angry. The girl would pat and hold his wide, square hand
and look at him sympathetically. Mara and Tobias noticed little but each
other. Rafela looked around seeming troubled at the goings‐on, while Yusef
just sat. He didn’t care about whatever it was that was happening. He
wanted no part of it. The others just sat and ate in silence—all but Hod.
He looked up the long table at the two men, Jori on one side and
Elkanah on the other and asked in a cynical tone, “So, when are you two
going to get honest jobs?”
Considering the charged atmosphere, that was probably not the
best thing he could have asked. Jori jumped up from his cushion as a steady
stream of profanities issued from his twisted, angry mouth. He kicked his
cushion backwards like a bee‐stung ass and took a few steps toward Hod.
Elan shot up and stood between Jori and the teenager. Baruch also
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stood up with menace in his narrowed eyes.

“Wait!” Elan ordered, looking at Jori. The big man stopped, but his
eyes darted around at the men and he seemed to be considering his odds in
a fight with them.
Elan growled over his shoulder at Hod, “Apologize!”
Confusion painted Hod’s young face as he uttered, “But…”
Elan’s expression hardened as he spat out, “APOLOGIZE…NOW!”
Hod’s face was a combination of anger and embarrassment as he
dropped his head and muttered, “Sorry…”
Elan snapped, “SPEAK UP, BOY!”

“I’M SORRY!” Hod yelled as he stood up, knocking his cushion
away, and stormed out the door.

“You will please excuse my son…I will have a talk with him.”
“You better. His mouth could get him hurt—badly!” Jori snarled as
went back to his place.
That night as Jori and Adiella lay in bed, she asked, “Do you think
the crowds will thicken up again?”

“I do not know,” Jori fumed. “They went from several thousand
down to maybe eighteen hundred, and the people of means went with
them. They are mostly the poor and sick who come to listen to him or to be
healed…he still does that!” he added sarcastically.
There was a brief moment of silence between the two of them as
Adiella continued to look at Jori with a mix of compassion and pity.
Jori’s expression twisted and contorted into several different
grimaces. It looked like his head was ready to explode. Suddenly he blared
out, “Some even pray to him! Even my cousin, who I have known all my
life, has fallen pray to this man’s words. Something must be done about
him…” Jori paused for a long moment as his mind turned things over. The
anger left his face and a stern resolve took its place. “This man is close to
outliving his usefulness.” There was another pause as the resolve coupled
with a sly grin. “And when he has…” Adiella looked at his face and knew
what his words and expression meant; she didn’t like it.
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119
“A Blind Man”
The next day found the cousins in the press following Y’shua into
town. As they went along, a man who had been blind from birth was sitting
at the side of the road begging. They heard his disciples ask him, “Rabbi,
who sinned, this man or his parents, that he was born blind?”

“Neither this man nor his parents sinned,” Y’shua said, “but this
happened so that the work of God might be displayed in his life. As long as
it is day, we must do the work of him who sent me. Night is coming, when
no one can work. While I am in the world, I am the light of the world.”
Jori looked at Elkanah and under his breath, snidely commented,
“Now he is the light of the world. How could you respect that lunatic the
way you do?”
Elkanah took a breath to speak, but Jori cut him off, saying, “I
know, I know…because he healed your mother and Tobias. He could still
be of the devil for all you know. To heal someone, satan just has to
command the demons to get off a person and it will look like it came from
HaShem!”
Elkanah thought about it, but didn’t know what to say. He
shrugged his shoulders and wondered if maybe Jori was right.
They watched as Y’shua spit on the ground, made some mud with
the saliva, and put it on the man’s eyes. Elkanah muttered, “Ewww…”

“Go,” he told the man, “wash in the Pool of Siloam.” So the man
went to wash.
Jori chuckled, “It will take a while for him to find his way back—
perhaps we should sit!” A few minutes passed and he was just squatting
down when he saw the man running back, shouting, “I can see…I CAN
SEE!”
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Y’shua grinned and started moving through town toward the sea
again. The masses followed him, acting like this sort of thing happened
every day.
The cousins moved with the crowd more slowly and were toward
the back when they saw people coming out of their houses to see what was
going on.
Elkanah stopped to watch as Y’shua and the crowd moved around
a corner. The man’s neighbors and those who had seen him begging for
years asked, “Is this not the same man who used to sit and beg?”
A woman and her husband who lived down the way from him
argued. She said “It is him, I tell you!” To which he scoffed, “No, he only
looks like him…”
The man almost danced up to them saying, “No. I am the man!”
An old woman who had come out to her porch demanded, “How,
then, were your eyes opened?”
A poultry dealer who was holding a live chicken by its feet called
out in an astonished voice, “Yes, how is this so?”
He replied, “The man they call Y’shua made some mud and put it
on my eyes. He told me to go to Siloam and wash. So I went and washed,
and then I could see.”

“Where is this man?” another asked him.
He looked around and seeing the crowd gone, said “I do not
know!”
Someone hollered out, “Let us take him to the elders!”
Elkanah nudged his cousin and said, “Pickings are slim today…let
us go with them and see what happens.”
A small, cynical grin played along Jori’s lips as he replied, “You
just love this sort of thing!”
They followed the crowd to the Pharisees and watched them
present the man who had been blind. Now the day on which Y’shua had
made the mud and opened the man’s eyes was Shabbat, so the religious
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leaders were not in the synagogue, but were outside in courtyard laying
around, sitting around—in short, doing a whole lot of nothing and enjoying
it.
The mass of people coming toward them in a cloud of dust startled
them, and the looks on their faces were priceless. The noise hit them first.
As their heads snapped around toward the oncoming crowd, some looked
scared, some looked shocked, but most of them just looked surprised.
They pushed the man who had been blind to the front of the
crowd, and many of them shouted about his healing at the same time. The
Pharisees’ heads shot back and forth as they tried vainly to understand
what the commotion was all about.
Finally a rotund, pious‐looking Pharisee hoisted himself out of a
heavily padded lounge with a great deal of effort and waddled up to the
front of the crowd. He hollered, “WHAT IS GOING ON HERE? CAN YOU
NOT SEE WE ARE TRYING TO OBSERVE SHABBAT?”
The man standing next to the formerly blind man said, “But this
man has just received his sight after being born blind!”
The Pharisees started to mutter among themselves until one of
them turned and asked, “How can this thing be?”
The man answered, “It was the man called Y’shua—he healed me!”
The muttering started up again as disgusted voices from the
religious leaders voiced “Y’shua!” several times between them.

“How did this happen and when…today?” a small, odd‐looking
Pharisee asked.

“Yes, just a short time ago! He put mud on my eyes,” the man
replied, “and told me to wash at Siloam … so I did! And now I see!”
The rotund Pharisees concluded, “This man CANNOT be from
HaShem; he does not keep Shabbat!”
Jori nudged Elkanah and said, “See…I told you!”
But one of the others asked, “But how can a sinner do such
miraculous signs?” The group of Pharisees turned in on itself, and the
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muttering started again. It turned into an argument, and they wound up
divided.
The small, odd‐looking Pharisee turned again to the once‐blind
man. “What have you to say about him? It was your eyes he opened.”
The man replied, “He is a prophet.”
One of the other Pharisees exclaimed in an arrogant, disdainful
voice, “I do not believe this man was born blind AT ALL! This is a fraud.
Send for this man’s parents and THEY will tell us the truth!” One of the
temple keepers was dispatched to get the parents, and he took off at a dead
run.
Elkanah was fascinated; he stood there wearing a wide grin, just
taking it all in.
Jori, on the other hand, was getting agitated. “Come on…this is
taking too long!”
Elkanah just answered, “Wait a minute…wait a minute!”
Within about ten minutes the runner came back with the man’s
parents. His mother saw her son with his eyes opened and began to cry.
“Your eyes! You see…you see!” She ran over and threw her arms around
him. She hugged him and stroked his head as she looked into his eyes for
the first time, sobbing all the while. His father stood there with a
dumbstruck expression until, finally, he meandered over to his wife and
son and wrapped his arms around the both of them.
When everyone calmed down, the odd‐looking Pharisee asked,
“So, this is your son? This is the one you say was born blind? How is it that
now he can see?”

“Yes, this is our son,” the father answered, “and we know he was
born blind. But how he can see now, or who opened his eyes, we do not
know.”
Now his parents were a little cautious; they were afraid of the
Pharisees,

because

already

they

had

decided

that

anyone

who

acknowledged that Y’shua was Messiah would be put out of the
synagogue. He offered, “Ask him…he is of age; he will speak for himself.”
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His mother was silent, but just nodded in agreement.
The rotund Pharisee turned and spoke a second time to the man
who had been blind. “Give glory to God,” he said. He puffed up his fat
chest and said, “WE know this man is a SINNER!”

“Whether he is a sinner or not, I do not know, but one thing I do
know. I was blind but now I see!”
The odd‐looking Pharisee again asked him, “What did he do to
you? How did he open your eyes?”
Irritation was apparent in the man’s voice as he answered, “I have
told you already and you did not listen. Why do you want to hear it
again?” His voice now dripped with sarcasm as he asked, “Do you want to
become his disciples too?”
The rotund Pharisee’s face turned a bright red and the odd‐looking
one’s mouth dropped open as if on a lever. They spat insults at him and
said, “You are this Y’shua’s disciple, but we are disciples of Moses! We
know that HaShem spoke to Moses, but as for this man, we know not even
where he comes from.”
The formerly blind man crossed his arms over his chest and
addressed the crowd as well as the Pharisees: “Now that is remarkable!
You know not where he comes from, yet he opened my eyes! We know that
HaShem does not listen to sinners; He listens to the virtuous man who does
his will. Nobody has ever heard of opening the eyes of a man born blind.”
He spread his arms wide and almost shouted at the Pharisees, “IF THIS
MAN WERE NOT FROM HASHEM, HE COULD DO NOTHING!”
Now all of their faces were red as the odd‐looking Pharisee replied,
“You were steeped in sin at birth; how dare you lecture us!”
The rotund one pointed a fat finger at the man and shouted, “You
are out of the temple—excommunicated!” They all turned their backs and
stormed away in a huff.
A lot of the crowd turned their back in contempt on the group of
Pharisees and mouthed some pretty rude things. Elkanah chuckled at the
whole thing.
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Jori snapped, “If you are finished having your fun, can we get back
to work?” and grabbed his cousin by the arm. He tugged him in the
direction that Y’shua was last seen going.
The cousins found Y’shua and the crowd down on the coast in a
cove away from the town. His back was to the water and he was speaking.
“I tell you the truth, the man who does not enter the sheep pen by the gate,
but climbs in by some other way, is a thief and a robber. The man who
enters by the gate is the shepherd of his sheep. The watchman opens the
gate for him, and the sheep listen to his voice. He calls his own sheep by
name and leads them out. When he has brought out all his own, he goes on
ahead of them, and his sheep follow him because they know his voice.”
Jori scoffed, “So we move from farming to shepherding! What will
be next? Construction?”
Elkanah shushed him as Jori chuckled and pushed his cousin
playfully. Elkanah just grinned at him and shook his head.
Y’shua continued, “But they will never follow a stranger; in fact,
they will run away from him because they do not recognize his voice.” All
the confused faces told that many in the crowd did not understand what
Y’shua was telling them.
So Y’shua said again, “I tell you the truth, I am the gate for the
sheep. All who ever came before me were thieves and robbers, but the
sheep did not listen to them. I am the gate; whoever enters through me will
be saved. He will come in and go out, and find pasture. The thief comes
only to steal and kill and destroy; I have come that you may have life, and
have it to the full.”
Elkanah was confused, but still interested.
Jori looked bored; he fidgeted and scanned the area looking for
anyone who might have a full purse.
Y’shua kept talking. “I am the good shepherd. The good shepherd
lays down his life for the sheep. The hired hand is not the shepherd who
owns the sheep, so when he sees a wolf coming, he abandons the sheep and
runs away. Then the wolf attacks the flock and scatters it. The man runs
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away because he is a hired hand and cares nothing for the sheep.”
Elkanah still didn’t understand, but a warm feeling overtook him.
He started to like Y’shua again.

“I am the good shepherd; I know my sheep and my sheep know
me—just as the Father knows me and I know the Father…and I lay down
my life for the sheep. I have other sheep that are not of this sheep pen. I
must bring them also. They too will listen to my voice, and there shall be
one flock and one shepherd. The reason my Father loves me is that I lay
down my life, only to take it up again. No one takes it from me, but I lay it
down of my own accord. I have authority to lay it down and authority to
take it up again. This command I received from my Father.”
Jori was lost in thought and a little behind. He uttered, “Did his
father not die back in Nazareth? I could have sworn I heard something
about him dying at the hand of a man he fought for calling his wife a
tramp…”
Elkanah was stunned. “Did he not say that he could lay down his
life and take it up again? That no one could take his life from him?”
At these words the Jews were again divided. Many of them said,
“He is demon‐possessed and raving mad. Why listen to him?”
Jori said, “This is just what I mean—this man is unbalanced! He
does all these signs, but when he speaks he makes no sense! How can
anyone believe him?”
But others said, “These are not the sayings of a man possessed by a
demon. Can a demon open the eyes of the blind?”
Elkanah looked around and listened to the people argue amongst
themselves. He was more confused than ever, yet he felt an unexplainable
peace.
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120
“Decisions”
That afternoon found the cousins at the old, broken‐down well.
There were less than twenty purses to be emptied into the strongbox and
most of the coins inside them were copper, plus a few lonely silver ones of
small value. The box was still only a little over half full. Jori kneeled there,
gazing wistfully into it as he shook his head.
Elkanah also stared into the box. He saw the same thing, but it
didn’t seem to matter to him. He was still poor. He did not like the country
life and had no idea of how to change any of it. But still, he felt contented. It
confused him, but even that didn’t bother him much.
Jori dragged himself to his feet with a sigh. He continued to stare
down into the box. His hands automatically came to his hips in an artificial
motion, as if on strings. He thought hard to himself, More time and more
risk for less and less money! This is getting more unprofitable every day. If
I am ever going to get the money‐lending business back on its feet, I am
going to need a better way to get funds than this.” Turning his eyes to his
cousin, his thoughts continued. And I will need help!

“Let us get this back into the well,” Jori uttered in a disgusted tone.
Elkanah just nodded.
When they were finished, a weak smile moved his mouth as Jori
said, “I will see you in the morning.” He turned and walked in the direction
of the barn. Once his back was to his cousin, an angry grimace twisted Jori’s
features. He thought about his life in Nazareth—all the gold, the fine food
and clothing, all the people looking up to him and coming to him to
borrow; all the influence!
It was lifetime ago, and it made him angry just to think about it. All
the gold his father died for and that those Roman swine had stolen. That
brought to mind their time in the desert and then of the eight years in
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slavery. None of it was right! Their lives had been stolen from them…twice!
Right then Jori decided to find a way to steal it back. But first there was one
loose end that needed tying up.
Y’shua had stolen his cousin from him. Elkanah was so different
now: peaceful, serene and nearly useless as a thief. He shook his head as his
eyes grew wide. He could not believe his cousin had to be forced to steal!
Y’shua’s words had made Elkanah soft. In order to pull off the job Jori was
thinking of, he would need the old Elkanah back, and he determined that
he would make that happen. He went into the barn and got out his curved
wrist knife. He put it under his cloak and strode back toward town. He
muttered under his breath, “Devil or prophet…YOU WILL NOT STEAL
MY COUSIN FROM ME!”
After a long search, Jori caught up to the crowd down by the
waterfront. It was well after sunset and Y’shua was nowhere to be found.
The wind was picking up and a cloud bank was moving in across the sea,
just touching the bottom of a full, round moon.
He feigned a warm smile and asked a tattered‐looking woman who
cuddled a little dark‐eyed girl in her lap, “Where are the Rabbi and his
men?”
She returned a genuinely warm smile for his counterfeit one and
answered, “I am not sure. Many hours ago, he sent his men across the sea
and went up that mountain.” She turned and pointed behind her to the
largest one. “I have not seen him since.”
Saccharine sweetness filled Jori’s voice as a weepy “thank you so
much.” issued from his gently curving lips. He turned and walked toward
the mountain with purpose in each heavy step. His kind expression
changed to an evil, malicious grin as he thought to himself, So, he is alone.
This will be even easier than I thought!
As he went, he thought about the woman, how she was arrayed in
an assortment of old rags, one stitched over the other in a haphazard
manner, and how her little girl was not dressed much better. They both
looked dirty and thin, and he wondered when was the last time they had
eaten. Yet, he thought, they both looked happy. Y’shua really has them
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deceived. I will be doing them and all his other followers a favor by killing
him!”
Jori spent several more hours trudging up and down the mountain
looking for Y’shua. All it got him was sore feet, painful hamstrings, and
lungs that felt as if they’d explode if he had to climb one more slope. The
wind was blowing hard now, sending clouds of dust through the washes
and gullies of the peak that made it even harder for him to breathe. The sky
filled with dark storm clouds, and the sea was churning and tossing so
hard that he could see it even as far up as he was.
As he cleared the next rise, Jori’s hands fell to his knees as he put
his head down and gasped for breath. Sweat poured down his face like
someone dumped a pitcher of water on his head. He glanced up for a
moment, and his head dropped back down mechanically.
Just as fast, something registered and he did a double take. Down
the grade, heading toward the sea, was a figure a long distance away, going
down the mountain on the other side. Through clenched teeth and a face
twisted with rage, Jori growled, “Y’shua…”
He started back down the grade at a good clip, gasping all the way.
Many times he almost lost his footing, but somehow he managed not to go
careening down the mountain. He came to a flat spot and paused to strap
the curved knife to his wrist. He was off again in a matter of seconds.
In the bright light of the full moon, Jori saw that Y’shua was
heading toward a field of slate. He grinned, knowing that he would have to
go around it. He chuckled to himself, thinking, No one going down a steep
grade like this can cross those slick stones without sliding down the hill,
this will give me chance to catch up to him!
Jori ran down into the gully before the next rise and back up to the
top just in time to see Y’shua walking nonchalantly across the slate. The
sharp, menacing grin was quickly replaced by a look of shock. Y’shua was
about a quarter of the way across the field. His pace was casual,
unconcerned; he seemed to almost float across the surface.
Jori snarled to himself, If he can do it, so can I! He was about one
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hundred yards behind Y’shua and came down the hill at a dead run. By the
time Jori reached the slate field he had already gained seventy‐five yards
on him. He stopped dead at the edge of the field and cautiously started
across. He was about ten feet in when one of the flat, slippery stones
launched out from under him and he went rolling down the hill.
From inside his tumble, Jori saw he was heading right toward
Y’shua. Although he had no control over his body and he grunted in pain
every time he hit the hard stones under him, he thought, At least we will
both land together—then I will kill him!
Y’shua never looked behind him at all, but as Jori came within a
few feet of him, he sidestepped the flailing man and watched him careen on
by.
Finally, after many minutes of rolling and tumbling, Jori landed in
a bloody, battered heap at the bottom of the hill about eighty yards from
the sea. He tried shaking his head in a vain attempt to clear it.
Momentarily, Y’shua ambled by as if he hadn’t a care in the world.
Jori’s eyes were just clearing as Y’shua reached the shore. The water
continued to churn around him, but directly in his path, it became calm as
the waves parted and he strolled out onto the sea. He glanced back over his
shoulder at the crumpled man lying in the sand. With a wry smile and a
look filled with pity, he just shook his head, turned toward open water, and
kept on walking.
Jori couldn’t believe his eyes. He blinked them a few times, but
when he opened them, what he saw was still the same. Y’shua walking on
the sea! He uttered in a voice filled with fear, “That man is from the devil!
HaShem help us all!”

506

TWO THIEVES

121
“The Return”
It was late in the morning when Jori arrived at the farm after
dragging himself back from the mountain. His steps were cautious, labored
and deliberate, like a feeble old man who was afraid of falling down. His
body was bruised, swollen, welted and checkered with dried blood and
dirt. The fall down the slate‐covered hill had cut him up he had been
attacked by a gang armed with knives.
His own curved knife hung loosely from his wrist by one of the
straps and swung back and forth like a disjointed pendulum. His face,
between the wounds, was white as suet and the right side swelled under a
spider web of splattered blood that continued to ooze.
Most startling were his eyes. They had an insane look to them and
they bulged out like peeled eggs, the whites around the irises visible as he
stared off into the distance. He seemed to be looking at something far away
that no one else could see. All the while, he muttered something
unintelligible to himself. The tone would change like he was asking himself
a question, then answering it. He was crazy with shock and pain.
As he made the outskirts of the farm, he passed one of the fields
where the men were working. Hod was the first one to see him and did a
double take. At first, the boy was startled, but when the shock of seeing Jori
in that condition wore off, he called out “Father…FATHER!” at the top of
his lungs.
Elan came running over to find out what was wrong with his son
and stopped short when he saw Jori. Baruch, Yusef and Tobias, who also
came running over, stopped just behind Elan. Their jaws hung open as they
all at stared at the battered man in disbelief and then looked at each other.
Elan started to take a few steps toward Jori, but Tobias put a hand
on his shoulder and said, “Let me…” Elan nodded and let him pass.
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Tobias came up beside him and asked “Jori, my friend…are you
alright?” There was an ease to his voice and he spoke in a calm, soothing
tone. “What happened to you?”
When Jori didn’t answer, Tobias just offered, “Come, my
friend…let us get you cleaned up.” He put an arm around Jori’s shoulder,
but the big man winced in pain and jolted back a little.

“Oh…I am sorry!” Tobias apologized as he winced along with him.
“Here, let me walk you over to the house.” The two men trudged slowly
alongside each other as the rest of them stayed a few steps behind.
Jori was too sore to allow anyone to touch him. He kept a sharp eye
out so that no one could. Emoonah saw him as he hobbled slowly through
the tattered archway of the small yard before the house. She gasped as her
eyes went wide, and she ran over to him. He saw her coming and jolted
away from her as she reached out to him.
Mara was also nearby. She saw his beaten body, but his insane eyes
were what held her attention. She started to slowly walk over from one side
of him to the other, changing the angle of her view to try and get a better
look without being too intrusive.
All at once, a blur of color flew by her like a flash. It was Adiella at
a dead run; her pretty face covered with tears and distress.
Jori looked up and saw her coming. A weak “Aahhh!” issued from
his bloodied mouth.
Adiella lunged for him arms outstretched but, he reached between
them and pushed hard. She flew back several feet through the air and
landed squarely on her butt. Shock and a new batch of tears covered her
face as she reached out for him and wailed.
Once again, it was Tobias who calmed the situation. He moved to
where Adiella sat and picked her up, hushing her like a father hushes a
small child. As he put his strong arms around her, he muttered in his most
assuring tone, “He is going to be alright…but right now, we need to get
him calmed down so we can help him. Just do not try to touch him yet; he
is in great pain.”
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Adiella snuffled some of her tears away and nodded. For just a
moment she looked like a small, pitiful child, then she pulled herself
together. Tobias put an arm around her and they walked over to where Jori
stood.

“Come, my friend, let us have some wine—it will make you feel
better!” Normally Jori would have turned down the offer, but his eyes
brightened a little at the suggestion and a small nod moved his hairy head.
They all moved slowly through the doorway into the house’s
shadowy interior. Elkanah was inside fixing the leg of the low table where
they had their meals. He’d heard the scuffling outside and was headed
toward the door when they came in. When he saw Jori, his face went white.
It took most of a large jug of wine to bring Jori to a place where he
was pain‐free enough to allow himself to be cleaned up and for his wounds
to be dressed. As the women buzzed around him washing and bandaging,
he started to tell the tale of his visit to the mountain.
The men sat wide‐eyed as he related the part about the slate field
and what he saw when he hit the bottom.
Jori’s speech was slow and a little slurred, but as he talked about
Y’shua walking out onto the sea, his eyes went wide and he seemed to
sober up a little. The men around the table glared at each other in disbelief
as Jori slurred out, “That man is truly from the devil; I will never go near
him again!”
Elkanah spoke, hoping to hear the answer he wanted, and asked
“But what about our, uh…work?” He looked around with a sheepish grin
on his face. When he turned toward Abelia she snubbed him with a blank
expression and cold, hard eyes. He just shrugged it off and again looked at
his cousin.
Jori’s wide body swayed a little as he waved a thick arm across his
broad chest saying, “That is over…even if there was any decent money to
be made. I do not want to even be around that son of satan!”
Jori looked scared, but a tiny smile played along Elkanah’s lips. He
thought to himself, At least we will not be stealing from those people
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anymore…
Adiella took Emoonah by the arm and gently pulled her as they
walked to one side. “Do you really think Jori saw what he said he did?”

“I really cannot imagine that…” she thought a minute before
continuing again as she studied her nephew. “Y’shua is very powerful, but
even in the ancient scrolls, nowhere does it speak of anyone walking on
water…not even the greatest of the prophets.
Adiella added, “He must have hit his head harder than we
thought.”
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122
“Recuperation”
Jori lay in bed for several days. He said little, but the wheels,
almost audibly, were turning in his head. Adiella and the other women
came in to feed him and to ask if he needed anything, but he just wanted to
be left alone. It wasn’t long before the fawning women and sheer boredom
drove him out of bed and out of the house.
He would move slowly around the barnyard and sit in the sun for
hours, trying to come up with a way to become rich again. As his wounds
healed, he would fidget and scratch at his bandages. He spent a couple of
weeks like this and after a while he didn’t move like an old man anymore,
but it was obvious he was still sore.
With great effort, he even started to walk up a local hill that
afforded a fairly good view of the area. He would gaze down on the crowd
surrounding Y’shua as if that was as close to him as he wanted to get.
One night around the table Tobias looked toward Emoonah and
asked, “Would you mind if Mara and I went to Jerusalem for a few days?
The time of Passover will be upon us in about six weeks and I have not
participated in it for many years. In fact, I was a very young man with my
late parents the last time… I would like to start the tradition again.”
A far away look came to Emoonah’s eyes as a dreamy
“Jerusalem…” floated from her lips. She paused for a moment then looked
around the table and announced, “I was born there you know.” Sadness
came to her face as she continued. “But, I have not been there in years.”
Hod piped up with, “Why not?”
Elan shot him a look that said “mind your own business,” but
when Emoonah saw his anticipation of a good story, she said, “No…it is
alright. Only Mara knows this story, but I do not see any harm in telling it
to you.”
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She started with the famine and how she and her late husband lost
their crops, how the temple guards arrested him when they couldn’t pay
the tax and of his whipping death. Elkanah sat grim‐faced with his arms
folded across his chest. A mix of sadness and anger swirled in his eyes. It
didn’t get past Abelia, but at this point, she thought it wiser to say nothing.
Emoonah continued with how Caiaphas and the temple guards
turned on them, and, about the run for their lives. When she told about
Nicodemus and the escape through the secret passage, Jori’s ears perked
up. He still said nothing, but now a vapor of a plan started to assemble
itself in his mind.
Jori looked at Elkanah and asked, “Do you remember this,
Cousin?”

“Like it was yesterday!” Elkanah growled.
It took a few more minutes before Emoonah ended her story. With
a deep sigh, she said, “And that is why I cannot go back.”
Tobias offered, “But that was so many years ago! Jerusalem is a
very big place, and it swells with people around Passover. If you were to go
with us, I am sure no one would recognize you.”
He paused for a moment and then said, “Besides, should you not
go and give thanks to HaShem for your healing? That is partly why I am
going!”
Emoonah thought hard about it for a minute that seemed like
hours. “I do not know…” she finally answered. “I should offer thanks,
but…”
Now it was Jori’s turn to pipe up, “You have been the only mother
I have ever known. If you want to go, I will protect you!” He bounced a
hard, square fist off chest a chest like a barrel. His face held determination,
but his mind a plot.
He turned to his cousin and asked, “We can make sure nothing
happens to our mother can we not?”
Elkanah looked into Jori’s eyes and saw something behind them
that only someone who knew him well would recognize. He said nothing.
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Emoonah looked unsure, but suddenly, Jori’s voice lost its bluster
and turned quiet and meek. He said, “Besides, after this accident,” he
waved a broad hand from his head down, “It makes me think that I should
maybe get to know HaShem a little better. After all, no one lives forever…”
his voice trailed off and his lips produced a shy smile.
Emoonah thought hard for a moment. “I think you are right. You
should get to know HaShem. Perhaps he will be merciful to you if you start
to live your life according to his will.” A cautious smiled played along her
lips as the words left her mouth.
A broad grim split Jori’s face as he slammed a hard hand onto the
table and stated loudly, “It is settled then. We will go to Jerusalem for
Passover!” A sheepish confusion darkened his face for a moment as he
asked no one in particular, “When is it again?”

Over the next few days, Elkanah started to work around the farm
with the other men, but it was clear he didn’t like it. He looked grim and
labored, without interest. Even when he was trying hard, he got so little
done that he was getting in the way of the others. One day he was
harvesting wheat in one of the fields, but making little headway. Finally
Elan walked up to him and flatly stated, “I do not think this kind of work is
for you; perhaps you should try something else.”
Elkanah looked angry and embarrassed. He tossed his scythe
across the field and stormed off toward the barn. Abelia was coming in
from the barnyard carrying a basket of eggs. She saw him coming and
turned slightly to meet him. She softly uttered, “I see you are finally trying
honest work.” She seemed happy with that; there was a quiet smile on her
face and she tilted her head down and looked up at him along her
eyelashes.

“Well, that is over,” he sneered. “I was just let go!” He looked at
the ground as furious muttering emitted from his down‐turned face.
When he looked back up he met Abelia’s exasperated eyes. She was
as still as a statue and nothing on her moved except for a curly lock of hair
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that the breeze was playing with. All of a sudden she started to shake. Rage
filled her voice as she spat out, “What is wrong with you? Have you no
talent for anything honest?”
She swirled past him and stormed off, growling to herself. Elkanah
spun around and sort of sputtered. He stared at her back wishing he could
come up with something sarcastic to say, but he had nothing, so he threw
his arms up and took off down the road, doing his own growling.
About an hour later, he found himself standing with the crowd
around Y’shua. He wasn’t sure he believed Jori’s ranting about him
walking on the sea. After all, Jori had hit his head pretty hard in the fall
down the mountain. He was probably just hallucinating. Elkanah really
didn’t want to keep stealing from the people around him anyway. Most of
them were very poor and it just didn’t seem right. He knew what it was like
to be poor.
Now the crowd was moving again. Elkanah asked a man who
walked next to him, “Where are we going?”

“To Bethany of Judea. Lazarus, a friend of Y’shua lives there. He is
very sick.”
Y’shua paused for a moment, turned and addressed the crowd.
“Our friend Lazarus has fallen asleep; but I am going there to wake him
up.”
One of his disciples replied, “Lord, if he sleeps, he will get better.”
Y’shua looked them all in the face and told them plainly, “Lazarus
is dead, and for your sake I am glad I was not there, so that you may
believe. But let us go to him.”
A grim expression coated the face of Thomas, one of Y’shua’s
disciples. He said to the rest of them, “Let us also go, that we may die with
him.”
Elkanah’s face twisted with confusion. If this man is dead, what can
be done?
He thought about all that he’d seen Y’shua do and about what Jori
had said he’d seen, so Elkanah decided that he would go along to Bethany
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even though the walk to there would be at least two weeks. He ran back to
the farm to get provisions.
He was in the kitchen filling a sack with food and next to it there
was a large skin that bulged with water.
Jori ambled slowly in and asked, “You going somewhere?”

“Yes,” he quipped. “I go to Bethany to see the dead raised to life!”
At first Jori thought his cousin was just being funny, but Elkanah’s
eyes told him he wasn’t. “What the ——— are you talking about?”

“Y’shua goes to Bethany today to raise his friend Lazarus from the
dead.”
Jori’s face drained of all its color and took on the appearance of
bleached bone. His jaw clenched as he breathed hard for a moment. Putting
his hands on his stomach as if he felt sick, he slogged over to a wall and
leaned against it. He put his face down and shook his head.
Suddenly his hairy head shot up and angry eyes pierced his cousin
as he shouted out, “I TOLD YOU WHAT I SAW…THAT MAN IS OF THE
DEVIL! HE MAY BE THE DEVIL FOR ALL WE KNOW!” He pushed off
from the wall and started pacing around the room, waving his arms and
ranting, “HE IS DANGEROUS! WHY DO YOU NOT LISTEN TO
ME…ARE YOU AN IDIOT?”
He pulled open his robe and showed his scarred and puffy body.
There were still a lot of swollen areas and some of the deeper cuts had not
yet healed completely. “LOOK WHAT HAPPENED TO ME! DO YOU
WANT THIS—OR MAYBE WORSE—FOR YOURSELF? IF YOU WERE TO
DIE IN HIS PRESENCE, HE WOULD CARRY YOU DOWN TO SHEOL
HIMSELF!”
Elkanah eyes examined his cousin’s beat‐up body as they
wandered from his head to his toes. A question he’d never thought to ask
before came into his mind: “What were you doing on that mountain,
anyway?”
For a brief second, Jori looked like a child caught stealing. He
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quickly pulled his face together but could think of nothing to say.
Elkanah’s eyes narrowed as another thought made its way into his
mind. “What were you going to do—kill him?” Jori looked even more
sheepish as he spun around away from his cousin.
Elkanah nodded saying, “I thought so! Perhaps it was HaShem
who stopped you and not satan!”
Jori sputtered out, “He is of the devil…that is why I had to kill him!
Besides, who could walk downhill over a slate field and then out across the
water? NONE of the prophets EVER did that!” Now Jori looked hurt, “Why
do you not believe me? I have NEVER lied to you, Cousin…”
Elkanah drifted over to the low table and sat down in one of the
cushions. Jori moved with him, but slower. “Following this man around
will do you no good. What can be gained by it?” Jori lifted a large, flat paw
and waved it around the room. “We were rich once…but look at how we
live now!” His face showed disgust. “This life is not for us. Men kill
themselves trying to make an honest living and many live worse than
THIS! There is no decent money to be made here and now we cannot even
get any from the crowd around that devil…”
Elkanah felt lonely, sad and confused. It showed on his face and
Jori picked it up right away. “I know you want to go straight for that girl,
but someone like her is not for you.” Jori smiled with satisfaction as he
added, “Now take her sister…this is woman who understands the ways of
the world. She told me that she did not mind me stealing because many
rich men make their fortunes dishonestly at first and then become honest
after they get rich. That is how it was for us in Nazareth, was it not? Now a
woman like THAT is what you should be looking for!”

“Maybe you are right…” Elkanah’s voice trailed off.
“Of course I am!” Jori chuckled putting his big hand on Elkanah’s
shoulder. “And after we make some real money, we will find one for you.”

“And where is this real money going to come from?”
“We are going to loot the temple at Jerusalem!”
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Elkanah’s mouth dropped open “WHAT?” he gasped, “Are YOU
crazy? Do you want to die? Do want us to die—like your father?”
Jori flicked a hand in the air and passed it off saying, “That will not
happen; I already have most of a plan.”
Elkanah was panicky and spoke in quick staccato bursts. “The
LAST TIME everything was planned out. It seemed like nothing could go
wrong and still Uncle was caught.” An icy shiver ran up his spine as he
thought back on the death of his uncle. He cried out loudly, “I DO NOT
WANT TO DIE ON THE CROSS!”

“Shhhh,” Jori said he put a big square finger to his lips. “We will
not be caught because all we have to do is find the quarters of the Pharisee
Nicodemus. We will use the same passage to get beyond the wall as your
mother used to get you both out of Jerusalem.”
Elkanah bolted upright out of his chair. “Do you know how long
ago that was? I was five…FIVE! That was…” Elkanah started to count on
his fingers, “twenty…um…twenty‐six years ago! How do you think I
would find it again?”

“We will have time.” A corrupt grin came to Jori’s face and a slick
tone to his voice as he added, “Passover is not for several weeks yet. I will
think of a way to get everyone to leave a little early and we can scout
everything out. Then we will come up with a plan.”
Elkanah was nervous. “I do not know … Look, I am going to
Bethany. I will think about it on the way and meet you all in Jerusalem in
twenty days! I will let you know what I decide then, and if I decide to get in
on this insanity, we will still have time to plan things out.”
He picked up his sack, grabbed the water skin and charged out the
door. Jori called after him, but Elkanah did not stop or look back. He
rushed across the plain and caught up with the crowd a couple of miles
down the road.
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123
“Lazarus”
It was a long hike. The crowd trudged through the dessert
landscape into a valley and through a pass that put the mountains to their
left. Once the mountain range separated them from the area around the sea,
it became much hotter. Elkanah felt tired and weak. He grunted as he
plodded along thinking to himself, I must be getting soft.
The sun burned down, and toward the end of the second day, he
wished he’d brought more water. There were a few oases on the way,
where he could refill his water skin, but the going was still hard. It took
over a week to get there.
On the fifteenth day the outline of Bethany started to rise up out of
the horizon. The crowd made its way over the rocky landscape to the
outskirts of the town. As they passed a stand of tough‐looking palm trees, a
few people milled around here and there, but as they got closer, it turned
into a crowd only somewhat smaller than the crowd Elkanah traveled with.
Since Bethany was less than a week from Jerusalem, many of those Jews
had also come to Martha and Mary to comfort them in the loss of their
brother.

“Are all these people mourning the man Lazarus?” Elkanah asked
one of the men who stood sad‐faced at the side of the road. “He must have
had many friends!”

“I do not know … I have never met the man or his family. I am
being paid two copper coins to come here and mourn for him.”
Confusion

painted

Elkanah’s

face.

He

shot

the

man

a

dumbfounded expression as a nearby woman wailed and tore her cloak.
The sound made him turn and stare.
The man looked on and said, “She also is a paid mourner—and
pretty good at it too!” He shrugged as he added, “It is very common for a
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family to want to build up the crowd a little.”
Annoyance tinged Elkanah’s voice as he asked, “So most of these
people are paid to be here … Was this Lazarus disliked?”
The mourner shook his head and answered, “I do not think so. I
have heard many good things about him. I guess the family just wanted a
bigger crowd.”
Elkanah shook his head in disbelief and moved with the press.
On their arrival, it was found that Lazarus had already been in the
tomb for four days. Elkanah muttered to himself, “How can even a mighty
prophet raise him up now? It is said that a spirit leaves from hovering over
a body after three days…and it is now four!”
An entourage lead by a slim, teary‐eyed woman approached
Y’shua from the other end of town. When she came close enough, she
threw her arms around him and wept out, “Lord, if you had been here, my
brother would not have died!”
Elkanah asked another hired mourner, “Who is that?”

“Martha, one of Lazarus’s sisters. I think the older one.”
Y’shua put comforting arms around her as she wept a bit more. She
snuffled back the tears as they began to stop. She let go of him and backed
away a step or two as she wiped her eyes on a piece of finely woven cotton.
Sniffing hard, she held her head high and added, “But I know that even
now, HaShem will give you whatever you ask.”
Elkanah struggled through the clot of bodies to try and get a little
closer. He was just in time to see Y’shua say to her, “Your brother will rise
again.”
Martha answered, “I know he will rise again in the resurrection at
the last day.”
Y’shua said to her, “I am the resurrection and the life. He who
believes in me will live, even though he dies; and whoever lives and
believes in me will never die. Do you believe this?”

“Yes, Lord,” she told him, “I believe that you are Messiah, the Son
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of God, who was to come into the world.”
A thin smile came to her lips, but one tinged with grief and pain.
She put a hand on his shoulder and looked into his eyes for just a moment.
Then she turned and walked back the way she came, followed some of
those who came with her. As she went, she turned back over her shoulder
and said to Y’shua, “I will go and get Mary.”
Now Y’shua had not yet entered the village, but was still at the
place where Martha had met him when her sister arrived. When Mary
reached the place where Y’shua was and saw him, she ran to him, fell at his
feet, and sobbed out, “Lord, if you had been here, my brother would not
have died.”
When Y’shua saw her weeping, and those who had come along
with her also weeping, he was deeply moved in spirit and troubled. His
face became ashen and twisted with sorrow. “Where have you laid him?”
he asked as he lifted the woman to her feet.

“Come and see, Lord,” Martha replied as she took his hand and
lead him there. They meandered to the left and along the edge of the village
where the stand of palms continued. Walking to the grave, Y’shua wept
quietly.
Elkanah ambled along with the crowd of people. Some said, “See
how he loved him!” But others said, “Could not he who opens the eyes of
the blind have kept this man from dying?” He was undecided and a little
confused, but also excited about what he might see. He wondered, Can this
man really raise the dead?
Y’shua, once he got to where Lazarus lay, was even more deeply
moved. His face was tear stained and still a little distorted with grief.
Elkanah looked from a distance at Y’shua and the two women
walking close to him. He sidled through the crowd, edging closer as he
thought to himself, This man does not seem very confident.
The crowd grew to a thick mass of onlookers as more and more
people tried to get close enough to see what was going to happen. There
was a rocky bluff directly ahead, and the tomb was a cave cut into it. A
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huge stone lay across the entrance. Y’shua turned his eyes to a crew of
grave keepers and told them, “Take away the stone!”
Now Martha’s face went ashen. She looked panicked as she
stuttered out “Bu…but Lord, he has been in there FOUR DAYS. By this
time there will be an ugly stench!”
But Y’shua’s face was no longer ashen or contorted with grief. He
looked her in the eye as a calm smile played along his lips. His face held a
warm glow. He said to her, “Did I not tell you that if you believed, you
would see the glory of God?”
Martha and then Mary both looked at him. Smiles brightened their
faces as they also took on the same confident glow. Mary nodded, but
Martha just continued to smile as the grave keepers rolled away the stone.
Y’shua looked up into the blue, cloudless sky and in a loud but
peaceful voice, said, “Father, I thank you that you have heard me. I knew
that you always hear me, but I say this for the benefit of those standing
here, that they may believe that you sent me.”
Elkanah’s eyes were locked on the mouth of the cave as Y’shua
called in a loud, commanding voice, “Lazarus, come out!”
Suddenly, there was a stirring in the back of the cave. From out of
the darkness, a figure moved into the light. Elkanah, in a very excited voice,
asked a woman standing next to him, “Is that the man Lazarus?” Her
mouth hung open and all she could do was to nod rapidly.
Lazarus was no longer dead! His hands and feet were still wrapped
with strips of linen, and there was a cloth around his face, but he was doing
his best to walk forward. There were gasps from the crowd that shortly
became cheering.
Elkanah just stood there, stunned. An older woman who stood
right next to him fainted dead away and he didn’t even notice. Shaking his
head back and forth, he said to himself, “This man must be from
HaShem…HE MUST!”
Y’shua said to the grave keepers, “Take off the grave clothes and let
him go.”
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124
“The Sly”
Elkanah had left for Bethany. Jori was sitting on one of the cushions
in the kitchen. He leaned on the table with his face in one of his big, flat
hands, looking as gloomy as the dim, airless room.
The mid‐day meal was being prepared, and the whole kitchen was
filled with all sorts of different odors. Emoonah shelled a basket of beans
while Mara strained chicken bones from a large pot of stock. Abelia and
Rafela sweated while moving small loaves of bread around in the big
earthen oven that was attached to the house. Adiella was chopping
vegetables while keeping an eye on Jori. She was trying not to be too
obvious.
Mara glanced at the big man as she and Emoonah carried the pot of
soup stock to the fireplace and hung it over the fire on the rough iron hook.
Emoonah dried her hands on her food‐stained apron as she drifted
over to where he sat. She put a small, strong hand on his bulky shoulder
and asked, “Why so sad…do you miss your cousin?”

“Of course,” he grumbled as he looked up through sad eyes at his
aunt. “But that is not the only reason why I sit here like this.” He paused a
moment and added with a plaintive sigh, “I just hate being crippled up this
way.”
Emoonah drew breath to speak, but Jori cut her off, saying, “I
know, I know…I will heal and most likely be as strong as I was before. But
it takes so long…and I do not want to be late to Jerusalem…and Passover!”
Mara looked at him with a jaundiced eye. She had known him most
of his life and her cynical edge made her wonder what he was up to; she
knew it had to be something. Glaring at him blankly, she huffed, “Has that
fall down the mountain made you so different? Is all you care about now,
religion?” That didn’t make sense to Mara; she had known the cousins too
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long. “I think something else is going on…”
For a split second a glimmer of apprehension showed in Jori’s eyes,
but it was gone as fast as it came. Mara thought she saw something, but she
wasn’t sure.
Emoonah was more trusting. She glared indignantly at her friend
as she sat down next to him. Putting a comforting hand on Jori’s shoulder,
she assured him, “We will not be late; it is only two weeks away!”

“But I am still very sore!” he complained. “I cannot walk all that
way now, and even in a wagon we will not be able to travel as fast. The
road to Jerusalem is so bumpy!”
Again Mara piped up. “Is our poor little boy getting soft? I never
thought I would hear you whining like this!”
Daggers shot from Jori’s eyes as Emoonah, in a chilly tone ordered,
“That is enough, Mara!” A skeptical grimace painted Mara’s face as she
shook her head and went back to her work.
Emoonah seemed lost in thought for a moment, and then a small
nod moved her head. “I think you are right…the trip will probably take
longer with you in this condition. I think we will leave at the end of the
week.”
Mara spun around and argued, “That is TWO EXTRA WEEKS! We
are in the middle of harvest; who will feed the men if we all go?”

“I think we should all encourage Jori in his search for HaShem,”
Emoonah calmly stated.
As she opened her mouth to speak, Mara’s face was covered with
frustration. Her eyes glared and it was apparent she was about to say
something harsh, so Rafela cut her off. “I also think it important that you
get to Jerusalem in plenty of time.” Her big dark eyes darted between the
two women. “I will stay and feed the men.”
Abelia stepped forward. She used both hands to beat the flour off
her dress as she offered, “As will I! We can leave to meet you all there in
two weeks; after harvest is over.”
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Emoonah was wary. “That is an awful lot of work for just two
women. Are you sure you can do it?”

“There will be three!” Mara stated in a commanding voice. She
stared angrily at Jori as she waved a callused hand at the big man and
sneered out, “Someone has to stay and work! What is more, I will go crazy
if I have to spend four weeks on the road listening to that big sissy whine
and cry! Take Tobias with you to drive the wagon—he has more patience
than I.”
Emoonah’s smile was furtive; almost invisible. She stared at Jori as
she wondered about his sincerity. Was Mara right? And if so, what was she
getting into?
Jori sat there contented, saying nothing, but thinking to himself, I
can still sling the bull with the best of them! There was relief on his face, but
only the smile he wore was on the inside, when he thought of all the gold in
the temple at Jerusalem.

524

TWO THIEVES

125
“The Road to Jerusalem”
It was late morning as Elkanah made his way along the rough,
rocky route. Meandering along, all but lost in thought, he had just come to
the fork that lead toward Jerusalem. He shook his head in amazement.
Lazarus was again alive. He had talked to him, touched him, and even had
a long conversation with those who wrapped his lifeless body in the grave
clothes. The whole town and the area around Bethany feasted for three
nights and two days and the partying was still going on when he left.
Elkanah’s eyes were glazed over and he ambled along the way
looking down as he shook his head. Suddenly a voice called out to him
shouting, “You…you there!” He looked up to see two ornate chariots of the
Roman guard moving fast along the road. There was a driver in each and a
centurion in one of them.
An icy chill ran up his back as his eyes locked on the man next to
the driver of the second chariot. It was an older Pharisee. His lips were thin
and twisted with a sneer of disdain that seemed to be locked into them. He
was a thin, almost gaunt man with a long face, a stringy, graying beard and
bushy eyebrows. He had a small, pointy nose and close‐set eyes that were
black and cold as a tomb. His olive skin was greasy and he had an
appearance of always looking dirty. He was dressed in the traditional
Pharisaical uniform, but on him it hung like a bed sheet on a pole. He stood
just little hunched over as if sin itself rested on his shoulders.
They skidded over next to him and stopped raising a thick cloud of
dust and pitching gravel everywhere. The centurion in the first chariot
called out, “Where are you coming from?”
Elkanah barely heard him as he stood staring at a face he hadn’t
seen in twenty‐six years; it was that of Caiaphas!
Elkanah said nothing; he just stared dumbfounded at the Pharisee.
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The Roman jumped out of the chariot and pulled a lash from his thick
leather belt. Stepping forward, he slashed the butt of it along the side
Elkanah’s face, knocking him to the ground. He reached a burly arm down
and grabbed him by the throat pulling him to his feet. Blood dripped from
Elkanah’s head onto the centurion’s hand.
The Roman hollered point‐blank at Elkanah, “Are you deaf,
Hebrew? Answer me when I speak to you!”
Fear coated his face as Elkanah stuttered out, “I… I come from
Beth…from Bethany.”
The Roman still held him by the throat as Caiaphas climbed out of
the chariot and meandered over to them. His voice sneered, “And what did
you see there, sluggard?”
Elkanah looked at him with contempt thinking, After all these
years, this man still thinks that no one but him works!
The Roman hit him again; this time in the mouth as he roared,
“Speak up, dog!”
Blood oozed from his lip as Elkanah grinned and with glee in his
voice, spat out, “After four days in the tomb, the prophet Y’shua has raised
his friend Lazarus from the dead… I saw it myself!”
Caiaphas’ face was drained of its color as a cold rage burned in his
eyes. “LIES! NOTHING BUT LIES!” he yelled. He turned to the Roman and
screamed, “BEAT THE TRUTH OUT OF HIM!”
The centurion motioned to the drivers and they both hopped out of
their chariots and closed in on Elkanah. The three brawny men started to
work him over. Each of them held an arm as the centurion punched
Elkanah in the stomach and in the face. This went on for several minutes.
The older Pharisee shouted, “HOLD!” He strolled up to Elkanah
and asked him again, “Now, tell me the truth! What happened in
Bethany?”
Elkanah breathed hard and smiled as he spoke to Caiaphas
through swollen lips. He joyfully told him, “This beating or a thousand
more would not change what I saw. Lazarus has been raised from the dead
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and you will never change that—not in two thousand years!”
You could see the blood rise up in Caiaphas’ face as he hollered at
Elkanah, “LIAR! WHY DO YOU STILL INSIST ON THIS FALSEHOOD?
Y’SHUA IS A FRAUD AND YOU KNOW IT!” He waved his arms and
shrilled at the Roman, “CONTINUE!”
The centurion started to punch him again, but now the punishment
just made Elkanah angry. He spat blood at the soldier as he shouted, “IS
THAT THE BEST YOU CAN DO, YOU ROMAN —————? I HAVE
HAD WORSE BEATINGS FROM MY MOTHER!”
Now it was the centurion’s turn to get angry. He shouted, “TURN
HIM AROUND!” As the two drivers turned Elkanah, the centurion tore the
beaten man’s cloak open and started whipping his back. The Roman’s face
was red with rage as he inflicted stroke after stroke, but Elkanah just
laughed at him and continued to laugh. The Roman was breathing hard
and Elkanah’s back was torn open and red with blood, but neither man was
willing to give in.
As the blood flew, Caiaphas looked sickened. Finally he shouted,
“ENOUGH, ENOUGH! I TIRE OF THIS … THIS … TELLER OF TALES!”
The Romans stopped beating him and threw him to the ground.
Blood and dirt hung on his face as Elkanah looked up at the Pharisee and
spat out, “WHAT BOTHERS YOU, OLD MAN? I KNOW THIS IS NOT
THE FIRST WHIPPING YOU HAVE EVER SEEN! ARE YOU LOSING
YOUR STOMACH FOR THE BLOOD OF THE INNOCENT?” Caiaphas ran
over to him and kicked him in the side again and again. Elkanah only
snickered between grunts.
The centurion drew a sword. As he walked over to where Elkanah
lay he raised it above his head. “NO!” Caiaphas ordered, holding out a
hand to keep him away. “The sword is too quick a death for this liar…let us
leave him. Once night falls, he will be consumed by the jackals!”
Elkanah glanced up through puffed‐out eyes and saw on Caiaphas
a face so evil, it could have been worn by the devil himself. The men
laughed heartily as they all spat on him. They climbed into their respective
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chariots and took off at a run.
Elkanah lie there in a battered heap. Whips cracked and horses
whinnied as the sound of gravel under hoof and wheel rang in his ears. He
looked up just in time to see them charging away toward Bethany. He was
beaten, bloodied and breathing hard, but satisfied that neither that dog of a
Pharisee nor that Roman filth had gotten the best of him. He got to his
knees, looked at the chariots moving away and spat violently on the
ground as a bloody grin twisted his swollen lips. All at once, his head
started to spin and he slumped to the ground as a pit of deep darkness
swallowed him up.
Vague sounds rang in Elkanah’s head as the feel of a wet cloth ran
around his swollen face like a swarm of ants. A familiar voice had a
muffled sound to it as he thought he heard “See? Did I not say that trouble
would find him if he continued to follow that Y’shua around?” Other
voices fell unintelligible into his ears as the blackness pulled him back in.
It seemed like century when Elkanah’s puffy eyelids flickered
open. Bloodshot eyes slowly swept the room; but it wasn’t a room. There
was a swaying back and forth that made him feel a little sick to his
stomach. A wet rag fell over his eyes and the nausea ceased. A familiar
female voice called softly, “He is awake…but come quietly.”
Within a few seconds, a set of thick fingers lifted one corner of the
rag and Jori’s broad flat face grinned at him. Pitiless chuckling echoed
around the inside of the wagon like rats scurrying behind a wall. A
booming voice asked him, “Well, Cousin…did you see the dead raised to
life?”
A small, hard hand flashed behind Jori’s big head, jerking it
forward as Emoonah whacked him hissing, “I told you to be quiet!”
There was a combination of anger and distress in Jori’s voice as he
whined at her, saying, “You have never hit me before!”

“Well then, it is about time I did. Now let your cousin rest!”
Jori started to rise up from his kneeling position, but a weary hand
grabbed him by the sleeve and tried to pull him back down. There was
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excitement in Elkanah’s voice as he spat out with great excitement, “I did…I
did see the dead raised to life. Lazarus is alive again. I saw it myself!”
Elkanah was hanging onto Jori’s sleeve with both hands and was nearly
climbing his arm. His face was puffed up and still a little bloody, but there
was a satisfied smirk on his swollen lips.
Elkanah was breathing hard and his heart beat loud in his ears
until it was all he could hear. He felt as if his head would explode. His eyes
rolled back as his grasping hands released Jori’s sleeve and he passed out
again.
Emoonah’s eyes were wide and troubled as she threw herself to her
knees next to where her son lay. She put a hand to his head and her head
on his chest and listened to his heart as it slowed. When she felt sure he
was all right, she stood up and stared wistfully at him for a long moment,
saying nothing.
Jori shook his big, hairy head and muttered, “That beating must
have done something to him—he talks like a crazy man!”
Emoonah slapped the back of Jori’s head again and watched it
jump forward. She spat out, “Have you no sense at all? You saw how badly
he was beaten. Why do you go out of your way to get him all worked up?”
Jori rubbed the back of his head as a sheepish grin twisted his
mouth.
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126
“The Arrival”
It was about mid‐day as the road grew steeper. The city of
Jerusalem was coming into view as a tiny dot on top of a big mountain off
in the distance. It had taken just short of a month to travel what should
have been a two‐week journey. Jori was just about well and Elkanah was a
lot better even after riding in the rocking, swaying wagon for several days.
Tobias continued to drive and although he missed Mara, he was in
his usual good mood. He turned his head back to look into the wagon and
cheerily called out, “You boys look as though you could lick your weight in
wild cats!” Jori chuckled and Elkanah grinned back at him through still
slightly swollen lips.
Emoonah looked at Tobias and growled, “Why do you encourage
them? They get in enough trouble already!”
He just shrugged and grinned a tiny grin.
It was silent in the wagon for most of the next couple of hours as
the road continued to climb and Jerusalem grew in the distance. Soon it
was no longer a dot; the wall surrounding the city came into view. Then the
tops of some of the taller buildings appeared, then opening where the huge,
heavy gates hung. All the while more and more wagons, carts and people
on foot crowded the roadway even as it grew wider.
Now the road it was a thick clot of people. Emoonah looked at
Tobias and asked, “Is the road to Jerusalem always this crowded?”
He shrugged his broad shoulders and drew the corners of his
mouth down, saying, “I would think that around Passover that there would
be a lot of people coming in, but I have never seen anything like this!”
Suddenly, cheering and shouts of “Hosanna, hosanna!” hung in the
air as the procession reached the gates.
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Jori pushed his way to the front of the wagon and angrily growled
to no one in particular, “What the ———— is going on here?”
Elkanah moved to the back of the wagon and lifted the heavy
woven shade that covered it. He was shocked at what he saw; people were
laying down their cloaks in front of the wagons along with palm branches,
making a colorful carpet over the dusty road. All at once the shouting grew
to a fever pitch. It was almost deafening.
A man with a pull cart moved off the road behind them and
Elkanah’s jaw dropped. There, riding on the foal of an ass, was Y’shua. The
crowd on either side of the “carpet” cheered as the children among them
waved and jumped for joy. He waved back at them all, smiling warmly the
whole way.
Suddenly, Elkanah was shoved aside as Jori pushed his way
through to look out the back. A startled look blanketed his face and some
blue language spilled from his lips at seeing the throng in such adoration.
As Elkanah stumbled across the wagon, he banged his sore ribs against the
side and a blinding stab of pain shot through him.
That was it; a heavy stream of profanity vomited from Elkanah’s
mouth as a quick fist shot through the air. It caught Jori on the side of the
jaw and he tumbled onto his side. His cousin jumped on him and started
swinging. Jori was so surprised that before he could put up a hand,
Elkanah’s repeated punches smashed hard into his face.
Blood flowed from Jori’s nose and one of his eyes started to puff
up. His good left hand was tucked under him, so he put his damaged one
right against Elkanah’s chest and grunted as he pushed hard. His cousin
flew back and bounced off the side of the wagon’s wall with a resounding
crash. He landed on his face in a crumpled heap.
Jori put his large square hands under himself and lifted his butt off
the floor as he came to a sitting position. He looked over at his cousin, who
lay spent on the floorboards, breathing hard. He snipped, “Well, I guess
you are feeling better!”
Elkanah lifted narrow eyes to look at his cousin. With the last of his
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strength, he made an obscene gesture and passed out. A grimace gnarled
Jori’s face as he lifted a callused hand to massage his sore jaw. He muttered,
“What the ———— is bothering him?”
A sudden, jarring shriek from the front of the wagon split Jori’s
throbbing head like an ax. “WHAT ARE YOU TWO IDIOTS DOING BACK
THERE?” Emoonah shrilled. “CAN’T YOU GET ALONG AT ALL?”
Jori Looked at two red spots burning on Emoonah’s cheekbones.
Her face was livid; her mouth twisted and her eyes held an angry fire. He
continued to rub his head as he turned and looked at the pile of clothes that
was Elkanah. His grimace became even more distinct as he wondered why
they didn’t anymore.

“I was just having a little fun with him,” Jori explained. “I guess I
got a little too rough…” his voice trailed off in a subdued manner.
Emoonah glared at them with angry eyes and spat out, “Two
weeks in a wagon with you buffoons is more than ANYONE can take! You
are grown men! Why do you make me treat you like spoiled, hot‐headed
children?” She shook her head and glared at them a little more. “You are
nothing but overgrown brats! One of these days you will get in more
trouble than anyone can get you out of…I just hope I am not around to see
it!”
Jori sighed and leaned against the wall of the wagon. His big, hairy
head unconsciously turned slowly from side to side. He closed his eyes and
retreated into his mind as a million thoughts ricocheted off the walls of his
skull.
The shadow of the huge doors to the wall of city darkened his
eyelids as the wagon ambled slowly through the gateway. Jori got to his
knees just as Elkanah was stirring. Jori looked at his cousin and felt bad. He
put a wide hand on his head and asked softly, “Are you alright?”
Elkanah looked up with a nasty look on his face, but before he
could say anything, he saw his cousin’s sorry expression. It shocked him a
little. “Yes…I guess so…” issued from his lips.
Jori winked at his cousin and with a grin in his voice uttered

532

TWO THIEVES

quietly, “We had better be good; our mother is about ready to spank us!”
Jori put his hands under his cousin’s shoulders and lifted him to
his feet. Elkanah grunted and winced. “Sorry…” Jori said as he winced
along with him. “Come,” Jori offered as he helped his cousin to the back of
the wagon. He rolled up the heavy woven shade and they both sat and
looked out.

“So this is Jerusalem…” Jori muttered to no one in particular. The
wagon kept rolling through wide streets past buildings of all sorts. Jori’s
eyes twinkled and grew bright as he saw what he had been looking for—
the temple! His mouth almost watered in anticipation.
Elkanah saw the expression in his eyes and knew what he was
thinking. He looked at the size of the temple. It was huge! He wondered
how they would ever find their way around in it. The whole idea of
robbing it made him very nervous.
Jori looked at his cousin and saw the uncomfortable grimace on his
face. He put an arm around him and quietly exclaimed, “We can do this
cousin—it will just take some planning. And we have a whole week to do
it!”
A weak smile tucked itself into the corners of Elkanah’s mouth as
his stomach started to churn.
Tobias looked at the fading daylight, turned to Emoonah and said,
“We had better find lodging for the night. Soon it will be Shabbat.” She
nodded and continued to look warily around.
There was a nervous discomfort in her voice as she suggested, “Let
us find a place away from the temple.”
Tobias nodded and said, “Good—it will be easier to get something
that way.” He turned the wagon around a narrow corner and the temple
fell out of sight.
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127
“Planning”
The tavern was just like any other tavern; dingy, blank, mudded
walls connected to wooden floors that were worn from a thousand
footsteps and stained with everything from wine and strong‐drink to blood
and vomit. The ceiling was dark, high, and remote. Oil lamps or tallow
candles burned on the low tables, illuminating disheveled patrons leaning
on dirty cushions that ran the perimeter of the room.
The tavern keeper was a seedy sort; his face was tight, drawn, and
shady. He was balding but a few weak strands of hair stuck up and
quivered when he moved, like the antenna of a large bug. His beard was
thick, bushy, and graying. What teeth he had left were yellowed, and his
shopworn smile looked like a fence with most its boards missing. The front
of his garment was a hail of food stains so thick, it could have been boiled
for soup. The handle of a dagger peeked from behind a sash around his
waist, toward his left. His bony hands mopped the bar with a heavy, rolled‐
up chunk of towel while his bloodshot eyes warily scanned the room.
Being Shabbat, the place was nearly empty. There were two men at
the bar to the right of the tavern keeper, and a few rough‐looking galoots
were trying to get somewhere with a youngish, top‐heavy serving girl. She
was attempting to look aloof, but seemed to be enjoying the attention
anyway.
Over in the corner by the other side of the bar, a beat‐up‐looking
older man was hunched over a stained wooden cup with a jug of
something or other at his right elbow. He didn’t look up or around; he just
stared into his drink. A drunk snored into the cushion at the wall he was
stretched out against. His snoring rumbled in and out. Even the thick
pillow didn’t do much to dull the sound.
An older‐looking harlot dressed in a long wrap opened the door
and looked around. Her full, wiry hair was parted in the middle and
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loosely pulled back by an ornate silvery hair clasp. Her face, though older
was still pretty. Her eyes were big, dark and soulful but jaded. She had
outlined them, but not quite in the heavy Egyptian fashion. She had a small
nose, and her tiny mouth had a whisper of a smirk that played in its
corners. There was a gilded band set with semiprecious stones around her
neck, and oversized rings with more stones hung in her almost‐hidden
ears.
She stepped in a foot or two and opened her cape to expose sheer,
loosely woven fabric that looked more like a fine netting—it was almost
transparent. On display was a set of curves that looked a lot younger than
her world‐weary face. Her figure was that of an hourglass and the top of
the outfit ended just past her full breasts and started again as a skirt that
hung on her hips, almost of its own accord. A gilded chain hung around
her small waist and a shiny piece of beryl peeked from her navel.
She smiled at the table full of men who were trying to make time
with the barmaid. They smiled back and motioned her to come over. The
serving girl looked a little angry now that she had some competition. She
made a disgusted sound in her throat and turned away toward the bar. The
harlot took couple of steps toward the table before the tavern keeper glared
at her, pulled out his dagger, and jabbed the point into the top of the bar
with a violent, slamming noise that caught everyone’s attention. The force
of the knife digging into the wood made the cups on the bar bounce and
one of them spill a little. The men who were drinking from them shot the
tavern keeper a pretty ugly look. He quickly returned the same ugly look
and one‐upped with one that could curdle milk. They turned away fast.
The long, shiny blade gleamed at the “working girl” as her eyes
went wide. Her little mouth fell open and her full lower lip started to
tremble. She took the hint, pulled her cape closed, spun around, and was
out the door. The table of men glared back at the tavern keeper and
growled some assorted obscenities at him before they went back to their
drinks and to the serving girl, who was once again the center of their
attention.
The cousins sat along the wall opposite from where all this was
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going on. They sat at a low table with a cup of wine in front of each of
them. Jori chuckled to himself, but Elkanah just looked uneasy. Jori
muttered, “I would like to find out where that harlot lives…she looks like a
lot of fun!”
Elkanah shook his head and stated nervously, “Let us get back to
what we were talking about…how are we going to find our way around
the temple? It is the biggest building I have ever seen…It will be almost
impossible not to get lost!”
Jori put a calming arm around his cousin’s shoulder and said,
“Before anything, cousin, you need to relax. Let us do this; in the morning,
we will take a walk around the temple grounds and see if anything looks
familiar to you. Then we will see where we go from there. What do you
think?”
Elkanah was noticeably calmer, but still somewhat squeamish. He
grimaced as he answered, “I guess that would be alright…after all, we
cannot be arrested for going to temple.”

“You are too concerned with being captured, Cousin.” Jori stated
flatly. “If you are afraid, things are more likely to go wrong.”
Elkanah became indignant. He shot forward from the cushion
against the wall and was just about to yell at his cousin when he realized
where he was. He looked around, then bent over toward him until Jori
could feel his cousin’s hot breath on his face.
Elkanah snarled, “And why should I not be afraid of capture? Do
you not remember your father—whipped, beaten, and nailed to that cross?
I can see it in my head as though it was yesterday! It took him FOUR DAYS
to die… I DO NOT want a death like that!”
There was an earnest look on Jori’s face as he asked his cousin,
“Those Pharisees that really stole the gold…how did they do it?”
Elkanah looked at Jori as if he was stupid. His tone was scornful as
he exclaimed, “They used that secret passage, do you not remem…” his
words stopped dead as he got Jori’s meaning.

“That is right.” Jori’s face split into a wide deceitful grin as he
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exclaimed, “This time we have the secret passage—and it will get us out
beyond the wall!”

“If we can find it!” Elkanah added. He grabbed his wine and threw
it back in a gulp.
Jori pushed his across the table and said, “Here…you need this
more than I do.” His cousin grabbed the cup and gave it the same
treatment.
Jori said as he stood up glancing at the door, “So, it is settled then;
we will meet in the morning and take a walk through the temple. Let us go
now; I have things to do!”
Elkanah knew his cousin better than that. He gibed, “What will you
do if Adiella finds out about you going after that harlot?”
That surprised Jori. He didn’t expect Elkanah to know what he had
in mind. He looked sheepish, but then he got bold. “She cannot tell me
what to do,” he harrumphed. “Besides,” he said with a sly grin, “she is not
even in town!”
Elkanah looked at Jori with a mix of confusion and disappointment
in his eyes. “But…I thought you were in love with her.”

“I am, cousin, I am…but there is nothing wrong with a little
variety.”
They tumbled through the door, and, to Jori’s delight, the harlot
was right across the street. He turned to Elkanah and chuckled, “Do not
wait up for me, Cousin!” He turned back and grinned at the lady of the
night. She grinned back and gave him a seductive, up‐from‐under look
opening her cloak just enough to give him a flash of a full, barely covered
breasts and a shapely thigh, then closed it just as fast.
He grinned widely and took a few steps into the street. Suddenly
he heard a familiar voice. “So there you are…I have been looking for you
all night!”
There was a sheepish expression on Jori’s face as he turned to see
Adiella along with Mara and Tobias.
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The sheepish expression was gone faster than it came as Jori
bellowed, “Darling…it is so good to see you! When did you get into town?”
He strode over to where she stood and wrapped his arms around her and
picked her up off the ground as he spun her around with her back to the
harlot. As he hugged Adiella, he shrugged and flashed a flimsy smile at the
harlot. She scowled, turned, and went on her way.
None of this escaped Mara. Her voice dripped with sarcasm as she
asked, “So…who is your little friend?”

“Her? Uh…I do not know her…I was just going to ask directions
back to our inn.”

“Uh‐huh,” Mara exclaimed. “And is she not a harlot?”
Jori answered innocently, “It looks like she could be … but they
always know their way around town…do they not?”
Adiella reached up and grabbed a handful of Jori’s thick, black
hair. He scowled and made a pained noise like a wounded animal as she
pulled his ear to her mouth. She whispered, “If you are thinking about
harlots, we have been apart too long. I am the only one who is going to
show you a good time! Come. I have a room in a different inn—and it is
just for us.”
There was a sly expression on Jori’s face as Adiella and he walked
in a different direction than Elkanah, Mara and Tobias. He looked back
over his shoulder and flashed a wolfish grin. “I will see you in the morning,
Cousin!” he called out.
Elkanah gave a small wave and turned to walk on toward his
quarters. He thought about tomorrow and hoped that as they walked the
temple grounds, he would see something, ANYTHING that looked
familiar.
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128
“Insight”
A nearly full moon fought with pale, brittle stars to light up the
streets of the unfamiliar city. The trio ambled silently toward their lodging
place, but Elkanah looked at neither of his companions, just straight ahead.
There was an anxious manner to him—his walk, his expression and
especially his eyes. They shuddered and twitched as if they had a mind of
their own.
Mara caught Tobias’s eye then cast an expression of concern
toward Elkanah. Tobias’s shadowed face; staring back at her was a baffled
mask. He shrugged his shoulders and kept on walking.

“Let us go this way,” she suggested out loud. “It is a pleasant night
for a walk and from what I remember of this place, this way leads to a nicer
area of the city.”
They veered left, took a dogleg right, and the street they were
walking on went from a narrow, hardscrabble dirt path to a wide
boulevard with thick slate tiles, dark and smooth in the moonlight. They
rounded a corner and came into a vast square that took up an area as big as
their farm back in Capernaum. In the center there was a well that must
have been ten feet across. It was a fussy, octagonal piece paneled in
ornately carved marble that was about a foot thick. It sat high off the
ground on a set of thick steps. At the base of every other one was a well‐
used drinking trough for the city’s animals. Surrounding the well were
shops of all kinds. Every one wore a facade of marble similar to what the
well was made of, and each sported the same sort of fussy carvings.
This was obviously the better side of town. The plaza was the
fanciest place Elkanah had ever seen. Unlike the area where they had been,
there were no animal droppings and, although it was late at night, a crew
of three men worked in the square. One pushed a cart festooned with
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torches for light while the other two swept up the dung, dirt and debris of
the previous day.
The cool night air smelled fresh and invigorating. Life could have
been easy and sweet if Elkanah hadn’t had so much on his mind. The
thought of trying to loot the temple—especially this temple had him more
than uneasy; he felt unstrung. He was weak, spent and at a loss. Ambling
over to the steps of the fountain, he plunked himself down and sighed.
Tobias sat down next to him and asked, “What troubles you, my
friend?”
For a split second, he thought about telling Tobias and Mara about
what Jori and he were planning, but the impulse was gone as fast as it
came. “I just feel very tired,” he passed a big yawn from an easy mouth and
added, “I think I’ll rest here for a while…” his voice trailing off sleepily.

“Are you sure?” Mara asked. “It is getting very late. Why do you
not let us help you back to the inn? Tobias can take one side and I…”
Elkanah cut her off. He frowned and waved a hand at her, saying,
“No…just let me rest for a while. I’ll come back when I am ready.”
Mara was not about to take “no” for an answer. She took a couple
of steps forward and bent down to reach for his arm. “Just let us help you.
We can make it to the inn fast if we all…”
Anger flared in Elkanah’s eyes. He lunged forward and spat at her
“WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH YOU? DO YOU NOT UNDERSTAND
THAT I WANT TO BE LEFT ALONE? GO AND MOTHER SOMEONE
ELSE!” His jaw trembled with rage. A little spittle filled the corner of his
mouth and rolled a short way down his beard. His violent eyes looked a
little crazy.
For a moment Mara was stunned. Then fire glared in her own eyes.
Just as she drew breath to yell back at Elkanah, Tobias’s strong hand
wrapped around her upper arm. “Now Mara,” he purred, “Can you not see
that he is tired? I am sure he would like to be alone with his thoughts for a
while.” He looked over at Elkanah and said graciously, “I hope to see you
back at the inn a little later. I will wait up for you for a while if you like.
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Perhaps then, we can talk.”
Elkanah glared at him for a long moment and snapped, “Do not
bother; I will get there when I get there!”
Tobias looked at him kindly and answered, “As you wish. Let us
go now, Mara.” He tugged a little more than gently at Mara’s arm as the
two of them strolled across the square and into the shadows. Mara turned
back over her shoulder and gave Elkanah a deadly look. The one he shot
back at her was just as bitter.
He listened as the footfalls from the pair receded into the distance.
Now the only sounds left in the square were those of the clean‐up crew as
they drifted away towards the far end of the plaza to an area that had not
yet been swept.
Elkanah leaned his back on the cold marble stairs, so that his head
was laying on the third step and his face was to the sky. He must have
dozed off for a while because a voice he thought he knew came out of the
mist of a dream. His eyes flickered open. He looked around bleary and
befuddled.
There was a man standing in front of him. His forehead was tall
and his hair was straight and long, longer that most. It was pulled back and
spattered with gray, and so was his beard. His face was thin, almost to the
point of being bony. His nose was crooked; his lips were thin and had a
little smile at one of the corners. His eyes were bright and inquisitive.

“What? What was that?” fell from Elkanah’s lips as he blearily
looked at the man whose expression changed from one of whimsy to
puzzlement.

“I said, what a beautiful night.”
Still bleary from sleep, Elkanah yawned out, “Yes…it is,” as he
looked up at the peaceful night sky and around at the ornate street.
The man paused and just stared at Elkanah, then stated, “I know
you…do I not?”
A vague recognition deep within his fuzzy mind made Elkanah’s
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stomach start to agitate. His eyes darted along every inch of the man. He
searched every cobwebbed corner of his brain until it found a face that
nearly matched. It was that of Bartimaeus—the blind man from Jericho—
but he wasn’t blind anymore!
There was a fine mist of sweat on Elkanah’s forehead as he
stammered out, “No…no…I…I do not think so …no.”
The little smile was back in the corner of his mouth as Bartimaeus
countered, “Oh, but I DO… I was blind for a long time and my ears do not
lie!”
Elkanah pretended to be confused. “What do you mean you were
blind? If so how do you now see?”
Bartimaeus just looked at him for what seemed like an hour. He
scowled as he uttered, “You fool no one, Elkanah—you know exactly who I
am. How I came to see you know just as well! I also know why you pretend
not to know me…”
He paused for moment to dig around in a shabby purse that hung
from the dingy sash that passed for his belt. He came up with a large
copper coin of some obscure Arabic tribe. He held it out to Elkanah as he
move his thumbnail along the edge to a deep knick. He said, “Someone
threw this coin into my bowl when I used to beg. It was among the money I
gave to my crippled friend to go and buy food on the road to Capernaum.”
His grin grew wider. “When we left that ramshackle house, you
remember that house—do you not—and I parted ways with you and your
cousin, you gave me some money. When I felt it over, I knew it was the
same coin. That was when I knew you had seen my friend—or rather his
body—and lied about it so you could keep the money.”
Elkanah shuddered. Still he contended, “No…you are wrong…we
have never met!” He bolted up from his seat on the fountain steps and spat
out, “I have to go!” and took off at a run with Bartimaeus close behind,
shouting, “No… Wait… STOP!”
Elkanah’s panic had him running without direction throughout the
plaza. Every time he looked back Bartimaeus was right behind him, only
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increasing his frenzy. An alley opened up in front of him and he took it,
thinking it was the way back to the poor side of town and to the inn where
his family was staying. He looked for the dogleg but it wasn’t there; instead
there was a blind wall with a path going in both directions like a “T.” He
took a right and ran like a madman, dodging around piles of trash and
wooden boxes and jumping over debris and even one or two shabby men
sleeping there. The alley ended as another right turn loomed ahead. He
took it.
There was nowhere to go. Twelve feet in was nothing but a blind
wall. Feet pounded after him as Bartimaeus still followed calling out,
“Wait…wait!”
Elkanah frantically looked side‐to‐side and then up at the indigo
slit of the night sky above the alley. A few brittle stars winked back at him.
Hearing footfalls stop behind him, he spun around to see the
sweating, gasping man. Now they were face to face; two wheezing men
staring at each other. Perspiration poured off them in large drops as their
glares locked; each afraid to take their eyes off the other.
Elkanah quickly glanced around, trying to keep one eye on
Bartimaeus at the same time. He noticed a rounded piece of wood sticking
out of a short pile of debris and he grabbed it out. It was about eighteen
inches long and suitable for a club. He used both hands to brandish it at
Bartimaeus and growled, “Stay back!”
Bartimaeus smiled thinly and though his gasps uttered, “You are
not going to use that…look, your hands are trembling!”
Elkanah shifted cautious eyes to his hands. Surprise painted his
face as he saw that the man was right. Looking back at Bartimaeus, he
realized that he didn’t look angry; his eyes were soft and he wasn’t in a
fighting stance.

“Why do you chase me?” Elkanah demanded. “What is it you
want?”

“Just this: I want you know that I forgive you…and your cousin.”
He paused for moment while his breathing came back to normal,
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then he said “Y’shua the Messiah wishes us all to repent and be changed so
that we my live an obedient life—a full life!

“It was yesterday as I sat in the streets of this city begging and I
heard Y’shua was going by. I cried out to him, he gave me my sight and
now I see!”
A new sorrow entered his eyes as Bartimaeus continued, “But more
than that, I see that I have been envious of those around me.” He paused
for a moment, put his head down, and laid a hand on top of it. He breathed
deeply a few times before he looked up at Elkanah again and continued. “I
was bitter about my blindness and I wished my affliction on others.” He
shook his head as he looked up the alley walls at the night sky.
Grief filled his voice as he continued, “I sat and I begged instead of
trying to find some kind of honest work I could do…” His head darted
from looking upward to catching Elkanah directly in the eye. “I stole from
others by not working. I pitied myself and blamed my troubles on
anyone—ANYONE but me—including HaShem. I took with selfish
motives and without gratitude as if I was owed whatever I got.”
Elkanah slowly lowered his club as tears began to fill Bartimaeus’s
restored eyes, and his lips started to tremble. “It was right of you to steal
from me, because I was a thief myself! Now I ask YOU to forgive ME!”
The club fell to the ground as the two men drifted slowly toward
each other. Elkanah’s eyes softened and a tear rolled down his cheek as
well. As Bartimaeus looked at him, his expression of sorrow changed to one
of wonder. He cocked his head and for a moment just stood there and
stared until he realized something different about Elkanah. With
amazement in his voice, he said, “You too are changed—I can see it! Have
you also known Y’shua?”
Elkanah smiled weakly and just nodded his head.
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129
“The temple”
Jori strolled the grounds of the temple area as if he owned it. His
chest was puffed out and his gait was confident. He had the look of a man
who owed no money, had eaten a good breakfast and had gotten lucky the
night before.
Elkanah, on the other hand, stumbled along after him sleepy‐eyed.
Even though he looked tired on the outside, his insides churned with
nervous tension. Fear painted his face and his head moved side to side and
up and down. His eyes darted around like he was expecting to be struck by
lightning.
Jori saw that they were coming up on an alley, and just as they
were about to pass it, he ducked in and yanked his cousin after him. He
pushed Elkanah into the wall and slapped his face hard. He pulled him
toward himself and then threw his cousin back into the wall again. He put
his face nearly into Elkanah’s and hissed, “What is the matter with you?
You look like a man with a bounty on his head! Do you want to get us both
arrested?”
Elkanah winced in pain at being roughed up and saw the anger in
his cousin’s face. He tried to bluff his way out by saying, “I am just trying
to see if I recognize anything!” he lied. “It is hard work remembering
something from when I was five…”
Jori looked hard into his cousin’s eyes. “You are scared and we
both know it! If you cannot get grip on yourself, WE WILL BOTH FIND
OURSELVES ON THE CROSS!”
He breathed heavily through his wide nose and his nostrils flared.
He just held Elkanah there for what seemed like a very long time, and then
relaxed his hold on his cousin, hung his big, hairy head, and slowly shook
it.
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“Look. I do not mean to get so angry,” he said as he brought his
face back up to meet his cousin’s, “but we can do this! All we have to do
find that Pharisee’s quarters.” He smoothed the front of Elkanah’s robe as
he spoke.

“For a couple of copper shekels in the collection box each, we can
easily get into the temple. I hear that nearly everything is open. Once we
find out where the treasury is, we are all set. I know you will find a
landmark we can use to find that secret passage—I know you can!”
A sickly smile showed on Elkanah’s lips as Jori put a heavy arm
around his shoulder and said, “C’mon, let us go out to the front and see if
we can still get into the temple.” The cousins ambled out of the alley and
moved along the side of the buildings.
Turning a corner into a wide, dirty courtyard, Elkanah stopped
dead. His face went white and his mouth hung open. There in front of him,
a small way into the distance was a framework of roughhewn beams rising
out of the ground. Crossbeams joined them by pegs and thick leather
strapping. Chains hung from the crossbeams and all the wood was stained
with old, blackened blood.
A sick feeling erupted in Elkanah’s stomach as flashes of violent
memory flared in his mind; memories of a tall thin man hanging there as
blood flew from every part of his back and legs as the whips lashed out
again and again. He could hear them in his mind. And the screams—the
screams from his father, from his mother, from the crowd, and from the
other men being whipped.
He suddenly felt weak in the knees—dizzy and sick. He turned to
the building and vomited then slid down the side. Jori looked at his cousin
and then at the whipping posts.
Everything clicked. Jori cried softly, “Oh…I am so sorry,
Cousin…this must be where your father died. I am so sorry! Please…here—
come over to the shade and rest.” He reached down and gathered up his
cousin and walked him across to a shady spot near another building.
Elkanah almost collapsed against it as he put his face on his knees
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and sobbed uncontrollably for many minutes. When he lifted his tear‐
stained face there was no longer any fear on it—just a blind hatred of the
Pharisees. He picked himself up off the ground and dried his face on his
dirty sleeve. He looked again at the whipping posts and then around the
area. It took a few minutes, but then he pointed with his finger at a large
portal across the way.
With a hard sneer in his voice, he said “There…I believe that is
where mother and I ran in to get away from the temple guards.”
Jori patted his cousin on the back and looked at Elkanah with pride
and respect. He said out loud to no one in particular, “My cousin is back!”
and the two of them walked on with a new determination.
The heat of the day fell away as the cousins made their way though
the portal and into the temple. It was cool inside. Flashes of memory flew
through his head as Elkanah looked around. The walls were earthen
brickwork mortared over by the finest craftsmen; there wasn’t a flaw in it.
The beams overhead were ornately carved and the once‐dirt floor was now
covered in smooth ceramic tiles.
Torches burned on the walls and shed a steady light in the large
semi darkened room. A thick wall with a set of heavy bronze doors that
Elkanah didn’t remember loomed in front of them. His face twisted and his
forehead furrowed as he thought hard, trying to get some sort of image into
his mind. He vaguely remembered a large hole in the floor and realized
that the wall in front of them covered it.
He looked at the ground, looked at the wall, and then looked at the
ground again. His eyes were narrow and darted side to side as he tried to
pull the ancient memories to the surface of his laboring mind.
It was more of an impulse than a thought. Elkanah gently turned
his head to the left and looked toward a blank wall in the distance.
“C’mon…” he said taking short, cautious step as Jori followed him eagerly
chuckling to himself as they went.
When the cousins got there, all they saw were long, narrow
windows about eight feet apart. Elkanah’s face wore an expression as if an
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unseen force had grabbed a hold of his right eyebrow and pulled it up
while the rest of his face was being pulled in the opposite direction. “This is
not right,” Elkanah muttered as he lightly rubbed the thickly textured wall
with a callused palm.

“Is this not the way into the Pharisee’s quarters?” Jori questioned
as he stared around at the inside of the buildings.

“I thought it was…” Elkanah softly exclaimed.
He turned and looked out one of the windows into a cool,
comfortable‐looking garden courtyard. Trees and shrubs decorated the
landscape and low‐slung, heavily padded lounges near short tables dotted
the area. Some scribes and Pharisees loafed in them, and others meandered
around or snored in the shade of the trees.
Jori looked at his cousin and asked, “Was that garden there
before?”
It took a while to think it over, but then Elkanah muttered, “No,” as
he leaned on the narrow sill of the window, “And I do not think this wall
was here, either…or at least not all of it. I just remember a dirt yard
between the buildings.”
Elkanah studied every inch of the courtyard while the vapors of
lost memories drifted in and out of his mind. Shaking his head he looked at
his cousin and muttered, “C’mon,” and they ambled down the wall to the
next window, then the one after that.
At each window, he stopped and stared out at the garden for a long time.
Finally, the cousins stood at the last window before another wall that held
another bronze door that stared them in the face. “I don’t know, it was too
long ago—I just cannot remember!”
Jori gazed at the frustration on Elkanah’s face and put a thick arm
around his shoulder. There was understanding in his voice as he smoothly
uttered, “It is alright, Cousin. I know it was a very long time ago. Do not
worry, we will find out what we need to know. There are six days left
yet…that will be more than enough time.”
Elkanah looked a little anxious and fairly angry. Some blue
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language hissed from his lips and he remarked, “I hope you are right.
Those Pharisees stole everything from me…” A sneer twisted his mouth
and his voice erupted with contempt as he grumbled, “It is time I returned
the favor.”
Jori smiled a self‐satisfied smile, stuck his chest out and proudly
exclaimed, “We will both return the favor, Cousin!”
As the two men wandered across the tile floor to the portal and out
into the heat of the day, Elkanah asked, “Is there still time to tour the
temple?”
Jori nodded and acknowledged, “I think so. Let us find out!”
Elkanah glared over his shoulder at the whipping posts and spat
on the ground. There was fury in his eyes and disgust on his face. They
rounded a corner and left the area.
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130
“The Outer Court”
It took over an hour of turning and twisting through the crowded
and hilly paths, side streets and alleys of the mountain city to get to the
front of the temple.
Their route took them past the gate of Ephraim where the
Praetorium—the stronghold where Roman troops were quartered—stood.
The building looked different than anything they had seen before. As they
walked by the gates, the cousins peered inside. It was huge. Sectioned off
into all kinds of rooms and courts, broad spaces for camps and even places
for bathing, it had all the conveniences that a city might want. In fact, it was
like several cities, but by its tall walls, the parapets encased by ornate
marble facades and the tall iron gates, it seemed more like a fortified
palace!
The entire structure resembled that of a tower, containing four
other distinct towers at its four corners. The tallest of the four was at the
southeast corner, from where the whole temple could be seen. On one
corner passages joined it to the two cloisters of the temple. This allowed the
Roman legion stationed there to travel quickly during the Jewish festivals
in order to watch the people, that they might not attempt to rebel or to
make any other trouble. It was also common knowledge that the basement
area housed a large prison.
Jori glanced out the side of his eye at Elkanah. He wondered if
seeing this installation would shake his cousin’s resolve. If it did, it didn’t
show in his face.
The cousins continued walking in silence until they passed the gate
of ben‐Jamin. Elkanah motioned with his head to Jori and they drifted over
to a quiet spot against the wall. “I was thinking that we might be able to use
that walkway that runs from the Roman fort to the temple if we cannot find
the hidden passage.”
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Jori looked shocked. “What do you mean?” he whispered, “Use it
for what?”

“Well, would not the last place they would look for us be in their
own fort?”
A thin, nervous smile played at the corners of Jori’s mouth as he
softly muttered, “It seems you have gone crazy, Cousin.” His eyes darted
around, checking the area for anyone that might be listening to their
conversation. “Let us try to find the passage before we think about
changing our plans!”

“As you wish.” Elkanah shrugged as they again moved off toward
the front entrance to the temple. Neither one spoke much as they ambled
past the gate that led out to Gethsemane and then down the hill to the
temple doors. It had been a long tiring hike, but they were finally there.
Both cousins nodded complacently to the temple guards that stood
on either side of the collection box. The guards looked at them with the
same kind of scornful expressions they would have worn if they were
looking at an insect. The cousins threw a couple of copper shekels apiece
into the chest as they meandered by, but the contempt on the guards’ faces
didn’t change.
In the main court the cousins stopped in astonishment. The place
was a mob scene. Merchants sold sheep, cattle and all sorts of goods.
Moneylenders haggled with rich and poor alike. There was even a band of
Pharisees refusing sacrificial animals brought in by the general public and
selling them ones they assured them to be a more acceptable sacrifice to
HaShem.
Jori and Elkanah wound through the crowd and almost made it to
the other side when they heard a huge commotion coming from behind
them.
Y’shua had entered the temple area and was yelling at the
merchants and moneychangers. He swung a homemade whip of many
leather cords and was driving out all who were buying and selling there.
He overturned the tables of the moneychangers and the benches of those
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selling doves. Coins of all types and denominations flew everywhere. The
air was thick with dust and feathers.
There was fire in his eyes as he snarled through clenched teeth,
“HOW

DARE

YOU

TURN

MY

FATHER’S

HOUSE

INTO

A

MARKETPLACE?” He stood in the midst of the wreckage with men and
women cowering at his feet and shouted from the top of his lungs, “IT IS
WRITTEN…‘MY HOUSE WILL BE CALLED A HOUSE OF PRAYER,’ BUT
YOU HAVE MADE IT A DEN OF THIEVES!”
Jori just shook his head and sneered, “No one can clear a room like
that man!”
Elkanah answered with a nod and whispered, “We can use this
commotion,” as he motioned to Jori to look at large portal on the other side
of the room. Two guards had been posted there, but had moved away from
the door toward Y’shua. The soldiers couldn’t take their eyes off him.
It was Jori’s turn to nod. The two of them drifted across the wide
chamber and sneaked through the opening in search of the treasury and the
quarters of Nicodemus.
This was the inner court of the temple. The cousins intended to
look around quickly and keep up their search, but their eyes caught on an
amazing sight. Up a wide stone stairway stood a building that was as wide
as it was tall. It was faced in precious metals and cedar wood. Gold and
silver adorned almost every part of it. Up the posts on either side of the
doorway, inlaid in gold, were the names of the twelve tribes of the sons of
Israel. Polished silver settings framed twelve stones of beryl and amethyst
that were set into the lintel. A bright red, thickly woven veil hung in the
opening, hiding whatever was inside. A spool of thick rope coiled at the
base of the doorpost on the left side. A golden hook joined it there and on
its end was a long, leather strap with a heavy golden buckle. As the cousins
approached the building, there seemed to be a fine haze in the air as well as
a strange foreboding.

“What is this place?” Jori uttered in awe.
“Elkanah had to drag his eyes away from it long enough to answer
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his cousin. “I think this is the temple itself, the dwelling place of
HaShem…they call it the ‘Holy of Holies!’”
Jori pulled up the sash he wore as a belt and puffed out his chest.
He strode purposefully up the stairs saying, “There are quite a few
questions I have for HIM!”
Elkanah grabbed Jori’s arm and pulled him back off the staircase,
almost knocking him down. “Have YOU now gone crazy, Cousin?”

“What do you mean? If I have questions, why should I not ask
them of the one who has all the answers?”
Elkanah looked at Jori in disbelief. “Do you know nothing of
HaShem?” he demanded. “Only once a year, on the Day of Atonement, can
ANYONE approach Him… and even then only a sinless priest from the
tribe of Levi!” He pointed at the coil of rope and asked, “Do you see that?
Do you know what it is for?”
Jori looked puzzled. He uttered a sheepish. “No…”

“They belt that rope to the waist of the priest and he wears a robe
with small bells attached to the hem. They ring as he walks and performs
his service to HaShem. If the bells stop ringing for any long period of time,
those on the outside know that the priest was not holy enough, and they
pull his corpse out by the rope!”
Jori cringed as his face turned a couple of shades whiter and a mist
of sweat appeared on his forehead. There was a touch of sarcasm in
Elkanah’s voice as he asked, “Do you still have questions to ask HaShem?”
Jori muttered as he bitterly looked away from the temple, “Perhaps
later. Let us go on—this place troubles me!”
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131
“Inside”
Elkanah nodded in relief and the two men looked around. Seeing a
bronze door in a back wall next to the temple, they moved to it and tried
the handle. Both of them smiled craftily as it opened to them.
It was another torch‐lit corridor. Pockets of deep darkness wrestled
with the flickering light as the cousins squinted and strained to see down
the long hallway. Silent signals passed between the men and they started
moving, keeping an eye forward and behind. Twice they had to duck into
deep doorways to keep from being seen by roving guards and the
occasional Pharisee.
Hours seemed pass as they made their way down the corridor. A
mist of sweat covered them as their stress‐filed eyes darted around. Finally,
Elkanah put a hand on Jori’s shoulder and whispered, “How do we know
what we are looking for?”
Jori quietly uttered, “The treasury probably has some sort of heavy
doors and will most likely be guarded. As for the quarters of the Pharisee
Nicodemus, who knows?” The corridor was just about to break on another
hallway and they slowed down to peek around the corner. No one was in
the hallway, so they kept going.
All of a sudden, a Pharisee opened his door, stepped out and came
face to face with the cousins. He was a very stocky man, built like a tree
stump; not tall, but not short either. His Pharisaical robes were clean and
white. A full, pouchy face full of wrinkles and a curly, graying beard
framed gentle, inquisitive eyes that were filled with the wisdom of many
years. These were kind eyes that asked many questions, but were also filled
with love.
He whispered, “What are you two doing here?” He grabbed Jori by
the arm and motioned to Elkanah for them both to come back into his
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room. As he shut the door behind him, he asked, “Do you not know that if
you are found here you could be whipped half to death?”
Jori piped up saying, “No…we did not!” He paused a second for
effect then asked, “Is this not part of the temple? We thought we could look
around and that would be alright…but that is not so?”
Elkanah’s eyes scanned the windowless room. There was an old oil
lamp on a well‐used table along with an old, ornately carved box; the only
thing of any value in the small chamber. A cot too small for a bug to hide
under that held up the far wall was kept company only by a tattered
broom.

“No…it is not! These are the quarters of the Pharisees and also
where there are many sacred documents, including the Law of Moses. No
one is allowed here except the temple leaders, our scribes and the guards.
Did no one see you?”

“If they did they said nothing to us! And we saw no one,” Jori lied.
Flashes of memories swirled through Elkanah’s mind as if blown
by a stiff wind. He stared hard at the carved box and then the old Pharisee
until he knew for sure. “You are Nicodemus…are you not?”
The Pharisee’s face twisted into a puzzled expression. “Do I know
you?” he asked.
Elkanah drew breath to speak, but Jori cut him off, saying “Uh,
no…we have just seen you around the city.”
Nicodemus looked at the faces of the men and knew they were
lying. He let it go and asked them, “What are your names?”
Jori puffed his chest out and proclaimed, “I am Jori and this is my
cousin Elkanah.” Elkanah just smiled.
The name “Elkanah” tugged at an ancient memory, but the old
Pharisee couldn’t bring it back. He let that go too. Instead, he commented,
“This place is heavily guarded. How did you get in here?” His face shifted
to an expression of suspicion as he added. “and why?”

“We came to see the ‘Holy of Holies,’” Jori said. “No guards
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stopped us. When we finished looking we saw the door to this hallway and
just walked in.”
The Pharisee looked panicked as his face drained of all color. “You
approached the temple of HaShem and you still live?”
Elkanah uttered, “Well…we did not go in…we just looked at the
outside. It is a VERY impressive building!”

“And no one stopped you from entering the inner court or this
chamber? What happened to the guards?”

“There was a big commotion in the outer court,” Jori offered.
“Y’shua was tossing the money changers out the temple. Maybe the guards
were over near him.”
Nicodemus’s look of panic was gone as fast as it came. Now he
seemed thoughtful and he remained like that for a long minute.
“Y’shua…is here?” He asked.
Elkanah looked at Nicodemus expecting to see anger or fear, but he
didn’t. He just saw a curiosity and possibly a spark of joy.
The old Pharisee came to his feet and said, “I had better walk you
out. If anyone sees us, say nothing—let me deal with them.”
Elkanah, realizing that time was short, started scanning the
chamber looking for the switch that opened the rough stone wall. There
was one stone that seemed to stick out just a tiny bit more than the rest. He
smiled, got to his feet and followed the two men out of the room.
Along the way back out, the three men passed several guards, but
Nicodemus just smiled warmly at them and nodded. If looks could kill,
however, the ones the guards gave Jori and Elkanah would surely have
produced a couple of corpses.
Rounding another corner, the three came face to face with a small
band of Pharisees, along with a couple of scribes.
A short, youngish Pharisee, who wore an obscure expression,
spoke first. He appeared to be the leader. His eyes almost popped out of his
head as he shrilled, “What is the meaning of this? Why are these men here,
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Nicodemus?”
His eyes twinkled and an amused smile played across the
Pharisee’s lips as he gently explained, “These men are two of my students.
We were studying some of the holy writings in my quarters. Is that some
sort of problem?”
The Pharisees and scribes looked Jori and Elkanah up and down
with disgust. “The kind of men you choose for students is beyond me—just
look at these dirty, unwashed rejects of society! Why do you shame law and
the prophets in this manner, old man?”
Amusement faded from Nicodemus’s face and the twinkle in his
eyes was replaced by an angry, righteous fire. Ferocity unknown even to
those who knew the old Pharisee well appeared as angry words spat from
his lips. “I SHAME THE LAW AND THE PROPHETS BECAUSE I
CHOOSE TO TEACH TO THE COMMON MAN THE WAY OF
HASHEM?”
The band of men took a few steps back as Nicodemus took several
steps forward. He trembled with rage as he continued, “TELL ME WHAT
IS WORSE…THAT ALL MEN SHOULD KNOW HASHEM BY HIS LAW,
OR THAT YOU TEACH TRADITIONS OF MEN AS THOUGH IT CAME
FROM THE MOUTH OF THE LORD?”
The men stood there with their mouths hanging open and fear
painting their faces as Nicodemus continued to rage. “HAVE YOU NO
TONGUES? YOU SEEMED TO SPEAK WELL ENOUGH SCANT
SECONDS AGO—ANSWER ME!”
Not one of the group said anything. They all had looks of
sheepishness mixed with anger.
The old Pharisee announced, “Come along my friends…it looks as
if this conversation is over!” He barged through the hallway sweeping the
others aside. Elkanah and Jori were astonished. They looked with
amazement over their shoulders at the embarrassed Pharisees and scribes.
Finally the short Pharisee hollered at Nicodemus’s back, “Annas
will hear of this!” The old Pharisee didn’t even look back; he just flipped a
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hand in the air and kept walking.
As they went, Nicodemus took a left down a corridor the cousins
had passed on their way in, but didn’t take. He said no more and was
obviously still upset by the opinions of the other Pharisees. Time passed in
echoing footsteps, doors flying by and the flicker of many torches.
As they passed another hallway, two soldiers guarded a set of
heavy bronze double doors. Jori sneaked a glance nudged his cousin.
Elkanah looked, saw what Jori was looking at and quickly stuck a foot out.
Jori tripped over it and landed with a solid thud and an accompanying
crack of his head on the stone floor. He grunted hard when he hit as blood
splattered from his nose.
The old Pharisee heard Jori’s thick body fall and his head bounce
on the hard floor. He spun around and gasped at the sight of the fallen man
and the bloody flooring. Nicodemus fearfully spat out, “My son…are you
alright?” in a voice full of compassion.
Both Nicodemus and Elkanah reached down to help the stunned
man up as two other sets of footfalls echoed through the corridor. They
were just getting Jori up to his knees as the two temple guards that were
standing on either side of the bronze doors loomed over them, their spears
pointing at the cousins.
Jori’s head swayed back and forth. He looked woozy and empty‐
eyed as he bobbed his head first at the spears and then to the guards.
Elkanah pretended to be afraid. He trembled slightly as his head turned
quickly, first to the guards, and then to Nicodemus and back to the guards.
The concern in Nicodemus’s voice turned to scorching anger as he
railed at the guards, “WHAT ARE YOU DOING? HOW DARE YOU
LEAVE YOUR POSTS?”
The guards were taken aback at Nicodemus’ words. One of them
stuttered out, “We…we thought they might be trying to rob the…”
Icy daggers coming from the eyes of the old Pharisee cut off their
words. “Shut your mouths and get back to your post…NOW!”
They knew better than to contradict the old Pharisee, so they
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turned and moved quickly back to the doors. Nicodemus feigned a tinny
smile and spoke to Elkanah’s back, “Help me with your cousin, my son.”
He spun around and nodded silently. They each grabbed one of
Jori’s thick arms and they grunted as the two men lifted, but they still could
not get him to his feet. “Jori muttered, “Please…could I just sit a minute?”
Nicodemus breathlessly muttered, “Of course, my son…” and the
two men dragged Jori over to the wall. The old Pharisee slid down next to
Jori and took a linen cloth from inside his robes. He dabbed at Jori’s nose as
the big man winced. Noticing his discomfort, Nicodemus just handed the
cloth over to Jori and he held it to his bloody nose. Elkanah just stood
blank‐faced and leaned against the wall.
It was a long time before anyone spoke. One of the guards looked
on with apprehension at the men in the hallway while the other one just
glowered and tried to look tough. There was a large “goose egg” coming
up on Jori’s forehead. The old Pharisee looked at it and cringed.
Finally, Jori muttered, “I think I am alright now” and slowly
dragged himself to his feet. All the while Nicodemus held his arm. There
was a troubled expression on his face as he offered, “Let us get you outside
and we will get you some water.”
The three men continued down the hallway. Their footfalls slowly
echoed along the way. Jori slowed them down a little, but after a while and
a few more turns, they came to a door that opened on an alleyway off a
little used street. Nicodemus walked them along and around a corner. No
one said anything until they came to a well.
Nicodemus gently took the linen cloth from Jori’s hand and said to
Elkanah, “Draw some water for your cousin.”
Elkanah grabbed an earthen vessel from the ground by the mouth
of the well and slipped it through the loop on the rope that hung over it.
Jori sat on the stone rim and waited. The vessel dropped into the well and
Elkanah pulled it back up.
When it reached the top, Nicodemus saw that there was crack
down the side that spilled water in a thick shaft. He put the linen cloth in
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the stream and wrung it out. As he swabbed Jori’s swollen, bloodied face
he told Elkanah, “Drop it down again.”
Elkanah argued, “But it is cracked…you can only get so much
water from it!”
The old Pharisee smiled warmly and said, “We are all broken
vessels in the eyes of HaShem, yet he uses us all, in one way or another.” It
was a strange thing to say, but it struck something in Elkanah. He let it
down and pulled it back up, saying, “It will take some time to get enough
to use.”
Nicodemus smiled again and said, “There is a time for everything,
my son; so says our father Solomon!”
This time Jori drank. A little smile curled his lips. He seemed to be
feeling better. The old Pharisee handed the wet cloth back to Elkanah and
turned to go. A wry grin played along his lips as he chided them. “I will
again see you ‘around the streets.’ Take good care.” And with that he
headed back the way they had come.
Elkanah reached with the cloth to again daub his cousin’s head, but
Jori fairly slapped it away. He pointed to his swollen forehead,
complaining, “Do I now wear this knot for nothing? Go! Follow him and
see how he gets back in!” He waved an arm toward the alleyway as he
grabbed the cloth away from his cousin and put it to his head himself.
Darting back through the alley, Elkanah stopped short at the last
corner the three men rounded before they came out to the well. He slowly
peeked his head around the right angle. There was Nicodemus fumbling
with a set of black iron keys. When he found the right one, he opened the
heavy door and closed it behind him.
Discouraged, Elkanah drug himself around the corner and back to
the well. As he came, Jori shot him an inquisitive look from around the
edge of the wet cloth. “He went in the same way we went out. He carries a
ring of iron keys that unlock the door. We will not be going in that way.

“Why not?”
“What do you mean, ‘Why not?’ We have no keys to this place and
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we know of no one in this town who could make us a set! If we pickpocket
the old priest, he will know that someone is trying to get in and they will
either change the locks or guard all the doors.”

“We may not need to, Cousin. I still have the set of keys father used
to get into the treasury in Nazareth.” He smirked as he added, “They are
now a family heirloom!”

“And the locks to all the temples are made here in Jerusalem in the
temple foundry!” Elkanah sneered. “Could you find your way around
there if we were to get back in?”
A sly grin formed on Jori’s face as he nodded. It was contagious.
Soon both men were wearing it.
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132
“Plans”
The sun was sinking behind the horizon as the room started to dim.
Elkanah struck a flint to a well‐used oil lamp as he watched his cousin.
Jori’s broad backside and flailing arms were all you could see as he kneeled
over a now almost empty trunk. Elkanah dodged flying pieces of clothing
and some other objects as Jori mumbled curses under his breath. Reaching
the bottom and finding nothing, the big man slumped over on his butt and
snarled, “They are not there!”
Elkanah glared at his cousin with confusion twisting his face.
“Maybe they are in the wagon somewhere.”
Jori sat silent for a few seconds, staring at the ceiling. His eyes had
a far‐away look as he tried to remember, then he growled in frustration, “I
really thought I put them in there! They were wrapped in cloth and stuffed
in a sack, so they would make no noise! Where could they have gone?”
Elkanah shrugged his shoulders and in a serious voice said, “If you
brought them, we will find them. Let us clean up this mess before anyone
sees. We do not want many questions asked.” Jori nodded and they both
started to refill the trunk with its contents.
The lid of the trunk closed just as the door opened. Adiella came in
with a flourish and nearly waltzed over to Jori. She threw an arm over his
shoulder and gave him a peck on the cheek. She announced, “Dinner is
ready; come along you two!”
Her expression went from a smile to a look of shock when she saw
the knot on Jori’s forehead. “What happened to you?” she gasped out.
Jori pointed to Elkanah and in a voice dripping with sarcasm,
quipped, “‘Graceful’ over there got his big feet tangled in mine, and I took
a spill!”
Her mouth formed an “ooh” shape as she asked, “Does it hurt?”
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and started to move a curious finger toward the lump. Jori’s large, square
hand caught it in mid air as he answered, “ONLY if someone touches it!”
The “ooh” was chased away by an embarrassed smirk. She
shrugged her shoulders a little and turned to glare at Elkanah. He called
her smirk and raised her an embarrassed grin.
She shook her head and groaned, “What am I going to do with you
two?” The big smile returned to her pretty face as her arm slid off Jori’s
shoulder and her hand linked to his. There was music in her voice as she
spoke. “Let us go downstairs; we do not want to keep the others waiting!”
She pulled him out the door with Elkanah following.
Both men wore perplexed expressions as Elkanah shot his cousin a
look that said, “What is all this?” Jori just shrugged back over his shoulder
at his cousin and allowed himself to be towed.
The aroma from the kitchen grabbed their noses before they hit the
bottom of the stairs. The cousins looked at each other with wide eyes and
wider smiles. The women brought out steaming bowls of chicken stew and
garbanzo beans laced with leeks and garlic. Hot unleavened bread came
out in baskets alongside the bowls on the low, candle‐lit table.
All the men smiled and dug in. Once they were served, the women
sat down to eat as well. It was a noisy affair. “Ooo’s”, “Ahh’s” and slurping
sounds, along with loud belches filled the air. Hod looked around, and his
young eyes held on Emoonah. “We do not get food like this too often…is
there some sort of special occasion?”
She smiled coyly and answered, “There is plenty of time for that,”
and put another spoonful of stew into her mouth.
Tobias also smiled as Emoonah’s eyes rambled from one woman to
another. There was some sort of secret, and they were all in on it. They kept
eating as their eyes smiled back at her.
Everyone was cheerful—all but one—Abelia. She scowled at her
bowl and absently played with her stew, hardly eating any. She looked at
her sister, then over to Jori, and a scornful expression darkened on her face.
Jori was preoccupied with the stew and was using a piece of the
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warm bread to sop up what was left in his bowl. He was still chewing as he
held out his bowl and asked through the mouthful, “Is there any more?”
Adiella stood up and took the bowl from his hand. “I am glad you
like it. It is my mother’s recipe.”
Jori was surprised. He mumbled through the half‐eaten food. “Did
you make this? It is delicious!” She smiled and ambled off to the cooking
area to get his refill.
Jori leaned back against the pillows that lined the wall around table
and sighed contentedly as he wiped his mouth on his sleeve.
Elkanah remained upright. A curious expression played with his
brow and the corner of his mouth. He examined all those around the table
and saw that the women had a secret.
He took a quick look at Tobias and saw the way he smiled with the
women. Elkanah was sure he knew too and since he was now with Mara, it
was more than likely.
He thought back a few minutes to when Adiella came up to get
them for dinner; she seemed happy—really happy—and even more
affectionate toward Jori than usual. Now she was cooking for him. And
there was something different about her. It was like she was glowing. His
eyes widened as a light clicked on in his brain.
Adiella came back with the stew and placed it in front of Jori with
an endearing smile. He smiled back at her and picked up his spoon. Just as
he put a good amount into his mouth, Elkanah leaned in and said, “I think
you are getting married!”
Jori nearly choked as the stew flew from his mouth and splattered
on the table. Tears ran in streams from his reddened eyes as he coughed
and gasped. Elkanah wore a wide grin as he pounded on his cousin’s back.
A small chuckle curled his lips and drifted through the air.
When Jori could finally talk again, he gasped out, “You —————
! What do you mean making me choke like that?” and slugged his cousin in
the shoulder.

“Elkanah winced and held his upper arm as he snickered out, “I
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believe your woman is with child—YOUR child!”
At first Jori looked at him as if he’d seen a ghost. Then his own
wide grin moved across his face. He waved his hand and uttered a sound
of disbelief as he said, “You ———! Why do you try and scare me like that?
Can we not eat in peace without you joking around?”
The smiles the women wore disappeared instantly. Now they
looked shocked and Adiella looked hurt—very hurt. Emoonah threw down
the rag she was using as a napkin and glared red‐faced at her son. There
was fire in her eyes as she spat out, “You always were too smart for your
own good!”
Jori’s eyes went wide again. He looked at Emoonah. He looked at
his cousin. He looked at Adiella. For a long time he said nothing. Then tears
started to roll down his face again. He jolted up and charged over to where
Adiella sat and grabbed her up in his thick arms. He looked into her large,
soft eyes and whispered, “A baby?” She nodded as he pulled her body to
his and kissed her softly.
From the other side of the table Abelia shot up and shrilled at her
sister, “HOW COULD YOU LET THIS HAPPEN? LOOK AT THE TWO OF
THEM! THEY ARE NO MORE THAN A COUPLE THIEVES…THEY WILL
NEVER BE ANY DIFFERENT! IS THIS WHAT YOU WANTED? FOR
YOUR BABY’S FATHER TO BE A COMMON THIEF AND FOR THE
CHILD TO BE A BASTARD?”
The atmosphere in the room was charged and broken silence filled
it as Adiella tore away from Jori, stormed across the room and slapped her
sister across the face hard. The blow knocked her head back, but that didn’t
quiet Abelia. She looked Adiella in the eye and with a hard‐bitten, sadistic
edge to her voice snarled, “THE TRUTH IS NOT ALWAYS EASY TO
HEAR…IS IT?”
Adiella’s face went red. She barked something unintelligible as she
jumped on her sister slapping and pulling her hair. Abelia fought right
back, slapping and kicking.
Jori took a couple of steps toward the women and grabbed Adiella
as Tobias ripped around the end of the table and grabbed Abelia. As they

565

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

pulled the two women apart, the sisters hissed incomprehensible things at
each other.
Jori bellowed at Abelia, “MY CHILD WILL BE NO BASTARD! AS
SOON AS WE GET BACK TO CAPERNAUM, WE ARE GETTING
MARRIED!”
A proud look covered Adiella’s face as her eyes flashed brightly.
“SEE?” she jeered at her sister, “I TOLD YOU HE WOULD MARRY ME!”
Abelia threw up her hands and with derision and barked back,
“HE IS A THIEF—A THIEF! DO YOU NOT UNDERSTAND THAT? YOU
ARE THROWING YOUR LIFE AWAY!” She pointed at Elkanah and
shouted at Adiella, “DID YOU NOT TELL ME NOT TO GET INVOLVED
WITH HIM BECAUSE OF THE KIND OF MAN HE IS…AND THEN YOU
IGNORE YOUR OWN ADVICE?”
Now she pointed to her sister as she gritted her teeth and hollered,
“WHATEVER YOU GET, YOU HAVE COMING TO YOU!” She pulled
away from Tobias and seethed, “I WASH MY HANDS OF THIS WHOLE
SITUATION!” and stormed toward the door. She stopped for a second as
she turned to Emoonah and proudly but politely exclaimed, “Tomorrow, I
will start to look for a new position. I thank you for all your kindness.”
Then she turned and left.
Emoonah looked hurt and unhappy. Everyone just stared at the
door where Abelia went out. They were speechless and they looked
uncomfortable. Adiella started to cry and Jori once again put his thick arms
around her.
Finally, Elkanah sarcastically announced, “Well…that was
entertaining!” He slumped back against the cushions with his arms crossed
and a look of derision on his face. Jori turned and frowned at him and was
soon joined by everyone else.
As Elkanah sat, he thought to himself, Now marriage and
babies…so much for robbing the temple! He gazed at the door Abelia left
through and smiled a tiny, sad smile that no one noticed. He never said it,
but he was a little sorry to see her go.
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133
“The Keys”
In the morning the cousins started for the wagon. It was quartered
at a livery that was only a few city blocks away, but it seemed like they had
been walking forever. It was a hot, dull, humid day and you couldn’t stay
dry with a Turkish towel. The heat radiated and bounced off the mudded
stone buildings. Hardly anyone was on the streets and the ones who were
made the most of any scrap of shade they could find.
For a long time, a thick silence hung like a curtain between them.
Neither one felt like rehashing the events of the last night, but finally
Elkanah had to ask. He drifted over to Jori and whispered, “I thought that
you would not still want to rob the temple now that you have a child on the
way and are getting married.”

“How do you expect me to support a family…by getting a job? HA!
Can you imagine me working? Besides, even if we were to revive the
strong‐drink business, it would take more money than we have. And there
is no way at all to restart the money‐lending business. We are just going to
have to steal a little more gold from the temple than we planned. But first—
we have to find those keys!”
Elkanah growled “Those ———— Roman pigs! None of this would
have happened if they had not stolen all the gold we had!”
The words about Elkanah spoken by their Roman protector
Antonius echoed in Jori’s mind: “Day in and day out for years, we watched
him swagger around like a moronic general…talking to us like we were
dirt…or less! We spent most of our time babysitting him, bailing him out of
trouble because he could not keep his stupid mouth shut! It is because of
him that none us have any respect or caring for either of you!” Jori shook
his head, but said nothing.
When they finally got to the livery, Jori climbed in and started to

567

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

give the wagon the same treatment they gave the trunk last night at the
lodge. Several noisy, ill‐tempered ravens took time out from poking around
in the various piles of manure looking for grubs and beetles to berate the
two men.
Grumbling under his breath at the boisterous, foul‐mouthed birds,
Elkanah picked up a rock and flung it at the noisiest one. At first the rock
seemed like it would hit the bird right in the breast, but at the last second
and with no seeming effort at all, the bird hopped out of the way and the
stone went sailing past.
Unfortunately, the next in line for the rock was a surly‐looking bull
of an oxen that was tied to a strip of none–too‐sturdy fence. The stone hit
the bull squarely on the side of the head, almost in the eye. There was a cry
of pain mixed with a lot of anger as the bull saw Elkanah. Kicking up dust
and bellowing, the animal charged him, taking part of the fence along with
him.
Panic twisted Elkanah’s face and blue language shot like a geyser
from his lips as he took some fast steps and dived headfirst into the wagon.
He hit the hard wooden floor with a thud just as the bull struck the tailgate,
tearing it away.
The oversized creature snorted hard and then backed off. He
kicked up considerable dust; his front hooves carved at the ground as he
readied himself for another run. Elkanah turned over grunting and crab‐
walked toward the back of the wagon on his palms and the soles of his feet
as Jori swore and tried to keep his balance.
The bull hit again. Pieces of floorboard came loose, flipping
through the air, bouncing off the wall of the wagon and landing outside
and in it. With the second hit, Jori flew toward the back of the wagon,
hollering at his cousin “WHAT THE ——— IS WRONG WITH YOU? CAN
YOU DO NOTHING BUT CAUSE TROUBLE?”
There was a third hit. Both cousins flew up from the floor and then
back down again, Jori on his back and Elkanah on his face. There was
shouting from behind the bull and the stable keeper ran out toward the
wagon, followed by several hired hands. They circled the animal and tried
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to calm it down, but it was quite a few minutes before they were able to get
the big beast subdued.
When they finally got the bull under control, the stable man asked
with a jaundiced eye, “What happened? Why did Goliath charge you?”
Before Jori could say anything, Elkanah answered sheepishly,
“Goliath, huh? Well…his name surely fits him.” He shook his head and
admitted, “I threw a rock at one of those ravens. I missed and it hit your
bull in the head…”
At first, the stable man looked angry, but then he started to snicker
and suddenly he burst out laughing. He was joined by the rest of the stable
hands until tears ran down their faces. Jori laughed hard along with them.
When the laughter subsided, the stable man wiped his face with
the sleeve of his dirty tunic and chuckled out, “Well, I hope you learned
your lesson.”
Still amused, Jori’s eyes twinkled as he asked with a tone of glee,
“How much to fix the wagon?”
The stable man wandered over and looked all around and under it.
“Three silver denari.”
Jori winced and looked to Elkanah for his opinion. All of a sudden,
he started to guffaw. He held his sides as his cousin picked himself off the
floor and looked at him. On Elkanah’s face there was a big strawberry
almost as bad as the knot on Jori’s head. Seeing it made Jori roar with
laughter.
Elkanah scowled at his cousin and started to holler at him in fowl
language. He turned and spat at the stable man, “One—and that is my final
offer!”
The stable man took a casual stroll around the wagon, as he looked
it over even harder. “Two…and I will buy the materials.”
Elkanah opened his mouth to argue, but before he could draw
breath, Jori called out “Sold…IF it is done by this time tomorrow!”

“Agreed!” the stable man turned away and he and his hired hands
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walked the bull away murmuring to the animal in quiet, gentle tones.

“That is way too much money…why did you say yes to that?”
“Because,” Jori laughed out, “It was not MY rock and it will not be
MY money that pays for the damages to our mother’s wagon!”
An angry expression contorted Elkanah’s face. He looked at Jori
and was about to start yelling at him again when he caught something out
the side of his eye. His look changed from anger to bewilderment as he
went silent. A piece of cloth peeked out of a hole in the flooring of the
wagon. As he got nearer, he motioned for Jori to come and look inside.
Jori stopped laughing and ambled over to where his cousin stood
and stopped. Looking down there was a secret compartment and inside it
was a cloth bag. Elkanah reached in grabbed it out. He pulled a handful of
cloth out of the bag and dropped it. The hidden keys jingled as he
unwrapped them and handed them to his cousin.
There was a quizzical expression on his face as Jori cursed mildly
and said, “I wonder who put them in there?”
Elkanah just shook his head. He hopped out of the wagon and
searched through the various pieces of floorboard. Finding the right one, he
grabbed it up. Climbing back in, he said, “It must be one of our family.
Whoever did it might be on to us.” He pointed to the key ring in Jori’s hand
and stated, “Let us take them with us, but replace this piece of flooring and
say nothing…to ANYONE!”
Jori smiled and nodded his head. They worked the piece back into
the flooring and when they finished, it no one could tell it was ever out of
place.
As they ambled off, Jori turned to Elkanah “After it gets dark we
will go try these keys in the lock and see if one will open it.”
His cousin just grinned and nodded.
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134
“Waiting”
Jori and Elkanah were trying to spend the rest of the day staying
out of the heat. Inside the stone building, it was only a little cooler than it
was outside. The women drew water from a nearby well as the cousins laid
around mopping themselves with it and complaining about the heat. The
other men were off looking for work so they could bring a little more
money back into the household.
The more the cousins whined, the angrier the women became.
Emoonah lost her patience and pulled a broom from a corner. She shrilled
at Elkanah as she smacked him repeatedly with it. “YOUR FATHER
WOULD TURN OVER IN HIS GRAVE IF HE COULD SEE YOU LIKE
THIS—YOU LAZY, INDOLENT SLUGGARD!”
It was along time since Elkanah had heard the word indolent.
There was a frown on his face as he tried batting the bloom away. But his
mother was pretty fast and was able to hit him more than she missed. Jori
bellowed with laughter as he watched the small woman work over her
much larger son. It was a pretty funny sight.
Emoonah heard the laughing behind her and spun around with fire
in her eyes. “WHY DO YOU LAY THERE AND LAUGH? YOU ARE JUST
AS BAD AS HIM!” she screamed.
In a split second she was over whacking Jori as he tried vainly to
smack the broom away. Soon both cousins were bounding out the door as
Emoonah gave chase, still flailing at them. Some chickens that pecked in the
street panicked and took flight screeching, kicking up dust and throwing
feathers in the air.
When the cousins ducked around the corner of an alley, she finally
stopped and hollered, “AND DO NOT SHOW YOUR FACES AROUND
HERE AGAIN UNTIL YOU CAN MAKE YOURSELVES USEFUL!” She
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turned and strode purposefully back to the building, walked inside and
slammed the door as the cousins watched from the mouth of the alleyway.
Both the men looked at each other and broke out laughing. When
they stopped, Elkanah scowled and said to his cousin, “I do not know why
we are laughing—it is not even the second watch of the day and we have
nowhere to get out of the heat!”
Jori suggested, “Let us go over to the well and draw a little water.
We can wet our clothes down. That should make us feel better!”

“Until we dry out again,” Elkanah complained.
Jori grinned as he chided his cousin. “Stop whining, you indolent
sluggard!” Elkanah grinned back and hit him in the arm.
When they reached the well, there was a small crowd around it
waiting to draw water. When it was their turn, they let down the line, drew
it back up and poured it over each other. The people around them gasped
as if they had kicked a baby. A large man with a foul disposition hollered at
them, “ARE YOU CRAZY? THIS WATER IS FOR DRINKING—NOT FOR
YOU TWO TO SPLASH AROUND IN!”
Elkanah looked at him cruelly and got right up in his face
growling, “HOW, THEN, ARE WE SUPPOSED TO STAY COOL AROUND
THIS TOWN?”
The man still looked a little indignant, but suddenly seemed a little
friendlier, saying “Oh…are you strangers, then?”
Elkanah was about to take another step into the man when Jori
grabbed his arm and pulled him back. “Yes,” he answered kindly. “We are
here for Passover.”

“Well then. I know how you two can cool off. There is a pool you
can go to near the Sheep Gate…it is called Bethesda.”
There was a gasp and some muttering amongst the people around the well,
but the man turned to them with a wink and said, “Now friends, we must
not be greedy towards our brothers here.” The mumbling subsided as
quickly as it had started. There was a chuckle here and there, but the
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cousins were so hot and irritable that they really didn’t hear anything
beyond the word “pool.”

“By the Sheep Gate huh?” Jori asked. “Will we be able to see it
from there?”

“Most certainly!” the big man declared. “You cannot miss it! It is
surrounded by five covered colonnades.” He pointed and offered, “Just
walk that way. You should be able to make it in just short of an half an
hour.”
Jori smiled widely and thanked the man. Elkanah just turned in the
direction the man pointed in and started to walk. When they got out of
earshot, the crowd around the well burst into laughter. Some of the men
slapped the big man on the back or punched him in the shoulder. The
women just snickered or shook their heads.
After a couple of wrong turns and a few stops for directions the
cousins wound up at the Sheep Gate after about fifty minutes. Every time
they stopped someone to ask about the pool, they would get halting
instructions followed odd expressions. Finally the roofs of the colonnade
appeared and the cousins followed the sloping path down to where they
could see the shimmer of the bluish water.
Jori looked at his cousin and commented, “I do not see anyone in
the water. On a hot day like this, I thought it would be full…”
Elkanah took off at a dead run shouting, “WHO CARES? LETS
GO!”
Jori shrugged and followed his cousin down the grade and through
an arch in the colonnade. They whooped as they ran down a set of wide
stone steps and flung themselves into the pool, sending walls of water in all
directions. They splashed and kicked as they laughed and doused each
other.
Suddenly, both the men became aware of many eyes watching
them. A great number of the crippled and infirm lay on the steps. Their
faces held expressions of horror and dismay. The cousins stopped their
frolicking and just stood there like statues. A blanket of quiet fell over the
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place—a quiet like that of a tomb.
An old man with only one leg lay on a pitifully thin mat. He looked
at the cousins and tearfully sputtered out, “Wh…what are you DOING?
WHY…WHY DO YOU DESECRATE THIS HOLY PLACE?”

“HOLY PLACE?” Elkanah fired back in an impatient tone. “What
are you TALKING about, old man?”
There were tears running down his face as the old man asked, “Do
you not see all the maimed and infirm around you? Do you care nothing
for us? Why…why do you foul these waters?”
Elkanah drew breath to speak, but Jori cut him off saying, “We are
strangers here, Sir…we know only that we were told by some locals that
this was a swimming pool!”
Gasps and unintelligible cries of desperation went up around them.
The old man cried out “No… NO! THIS IS NO SWIMMING POOL…WE
WAIT FOR THE TROUBLING OF THE WATERS!”
Jori looked with confusion at the old man and slowly moved his
head from side to side.
The old man explained, “From time to time an angel of the Lord
comes down and stirs up the waters. The first one into the pool afterward is
cured of whatever disease or infirmity he has.” He looked up to the sky and
cried out “THIS IS A HOLY PLACE AND YOU HAVE RUINED IT…
PERHAPS FOREVER!”
Elkanah drew breath to say something sarcastic, but Jori nudged
him hard in the ribs and muttered from the side of his mouth, “shut up!”

“I am sure that the Lord has NOTHING but GOOD THINGS for all
of you …” he addressed the crowd, “and that He would absolutely NOT
hold our little mistake against any of you! We are very sorry…”
He turned to Elkanah and said, “Let us go, Cousin!” With that, the
two men slogged out of the water and moved quickly up the stairs, leaving
a trail of wet footprints and sounds of dismay behind them.
Elkanah growled, “When I get back to the well, I will find that ——
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—— and teach him a lesson he will never forget!”
Jori shook his head and mused, “I would rather have something
cool to drink—let us find a tavern. We can wait there until nightfall. Here
we are closer to the door than from the lodge.”
A sardonic grin pulled at the corners of Elkanah’s mouth. He
nodded and answered, “I guess I can crack the head of that ———— later.”
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135
“The Door”
The two men left the tavern well past sunset. It was dark by the
door in the alleyway as Elkanah and Jori loitered around the corner nearest
the alley. They stood half on and half off the street and casually chatted as
if they were a couple of long lost relatives. The locals wandered, strolled or
ambled by. Some were involved in a lot of nothing, while others were out
looking for trouble or just a good time.
It was getting pretty late when the cousins decided there was
finally enough privacy to drift into the alley and try the keys.
Jori leaned into Elkanah and muttered, “Stay here and keep an eye
out. If anyone tries to get into the alley, do not stop them, just pretend to
get a coughing fit and I will get out of sight.”
Elkanah nodded and moved out of the alley and onto the street as
Jori turned and started up the passage.
Pulling the key ring from under his cloak, Jori moved toward the
door. He was just about to stick in the first key when he heard the lock click
from the other side. The door started to swing open. He jumped away and
spun around behind a stack of wooden boxes overflowing with packing
straw.
He flattened himself to the wall for a couple of seconds, but then he
moved to where he could see around the edge. A darkened figure of a man
appeared in the alley—shortish and stocky, possibly older. He heard the
door lock click again as the figure moved down the alley to the street.
When the figure moved around the corner and out of sight, Jori
listened at the door for a long moment. Hearing nothing, he started
carefully trying the keys one by one. There were seven of them and by the
fifth one, he was getting nervous—so far none of them would turn the lock.
He moved to the sixth key on the ring and held his breath as he turned it.
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There was a solid click and the handle gave way. A wide grin split Jori’s
face as he slowly and cautiously pulled the door open to see the long, torch‐
lit corridor that Nicodemus had escorted them down just two days before.
He quietly pulled it closed and turned the key. The lock clicked
again and Jori drifted back down the alley to where his cousin waited. He
wasn’t there.

A couple of blocks away, Elkanah shadowed the phantom that
floated out of the alley. There was something familiar about him and he
couldn’t contain his curiosity. He couldn’t see who it was, but the dark
figure wore a thick cloak and had a big hood pulled down hard over it’s
face.
The cloaked figure turned on a side street and stopped at a
building where lights burned in the windows. An older hand reached out
and knocked on the door. A nondescript character opened it and the figure
pulled back the hood. It was Nicodemus!
He said something to the fellow. The man looked over his
shoulder, called to someone in the room and drifted away from the
opening. Confusion filled Elkanah as another figure now filled the
doorway—it was Y’shua. He motioned the old Pharisee in and shut the
door.
Elkanah sprinted toward it and stopped short at the edge of the
building. Getting on his knees, he crawled under one of the windows to
listen in.
Nicodemus spoke first. “Rabbi, we know you are a teacher who has
come from God, for no one could perform the miraculous signs you are
doing if God were not with him.”
In reply Y’shua declared, “I tell you the truth, no one can see the
kingdom of God unless he is born again.”
There was silence for a long second before an astonished
Nicodemus asked with confusion in his voice, “How can a man be born
when he is old? Surely he cannot enter a second time into his mother’s
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womb to be born!”
Y’shua answered, “I tell you the truth, no one can enter the
kingdom of God unless he is born of water and the Spirit. Flesh gives birth
to flesh, but the Spirit gives birth to Spirit. You should not be surprised at
my saying, ‘You must be born again.’ The wind blows wherever it pleases.
You hear its sound, but you cannot tell where it comes from or where it is
going. So it is with everyone born of the Spirit.”

“How can this be?” Nicodemus asked.
There was an incredulous tone to Y’shua’s voice as he said, “You
are Israel’s teacher, and do you not understand these things? I tell you the
truth, we speak of what we know, and we testify to what we have seen, but
still you people do not accept our testimony.”
Y’shua’s voice seemed to become more frustrated as he continued.
“I have spoken to you of earthly things and you do not believe; how then
will you believe if I speak of heavenly things? No one has ever gone into
heaven except the one who came from heaven—the Son of Man. Just as
Moses lifted up the snake in the desert, so the Son of Man must be lifted up,
that everyone who believes in him may have eternal life.”
Elkanah frowned as he listened to what Y’shua was saying and
how he spoke to Nicodemus. I do not usually have any respect for the
Pharisees—ESPECIALLY a member of the ruling council—but this is a
good, wise man yet he speaks to him as one who is ignorant and
unlearned?
Y’shua went on, saying, “For God so loved the world that He gave
His one and only Son, that whoever believes in Him shall not perish but
have eternal life. For God did not send His Son into the world to condemn
the world, but to save the world through Him. Whoever believes in Him is
not condemned, but whoever does not believe stands condemned already
because he has not believed in the name of God’s one and only Son.
Y’shua stopped speaking for a moment in order to let his words
sink in. He took another breath and continued, stating, “Find this—light
has come into the world, but men loved darkness instead of light because
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their deeds were evil. Everyone who does evil hates the light, and will not
come into the light for fear that his deeds will be exposed. But whoever
lives by the truth comes into the light, so that it may be seen plainly that
what he has done has been done through God.”
All this talk about good and evil, light and dark was making
Elkanah squeamish and uncomfortable. He crawled away from under the
window and meandered back to the alleyway to find Jori. The walk back
seemed a lot longer than the way to the building where the old Pharisee
met Y’shua.

“Born again? Born of the water and the spirit? What do theses
things mean?” Elkanah muttered to himself along the way. As he recalled
Y’shua’s words, he realized that this man WAS calling himself the Son of
God! He shook his head as he walked and thought about what he’d heard.
Why was Nicodemus listening to him? Was it not blasphemy to take the
name of God on yourself?
He was lost in thought as he approached the alleyway where his
cousin stood. Jori glared at his cousin and growled, “Where the ———
have you been? You were supposed to stand guard!”
Elkanah looked sheepish as he answered. “I know…but I spotted
Nicodemus coming out of the alley and I thought I should follow him.”
Jori scowled and shook his head. “Why? Who cares what he is up
to? Suppose I had been seen? Do you care more about the comings and
goings of an old Pharisee than the welfare of your own cousin?”
Elkanah wore an odd expression as he replied, “I am sorry; I just
felt compelled to follow him.”
Jori’s voice was gruff and sarcastic as he declared, “Oh, then I
guess it was fine then.” A deep frown wrinkled his fore head as he asked
his cousin “So. Where did the old Pharisee go, anyway?”

“He went to see Y’shua.”
Jori sighed hard as he rolled his eyes and angrily scoffed, “Him
again! What is it with you and that character?”
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Now Elkanah was getting irritated. “Look, when I followed
Nicodemus, I had no idea where he was going or who he would be
meeting. Do you think I am a soothsayer?”
Jori paused for a moment to glare at his cousin a little more and a
little harder. As he replayed in his mind what Elkanah said and how he
said it, he decided against giving him any more grief.
He lifted an eyebrow, shrugged his shoulders, and said, “Well, I
was not seen, so no harm done.” He grinned as he held up one of the keys
and sneered, “We are in!”
Elkanah grinned along with him, but he was still bothered by what
Y’shua had said.
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136
“Preparations”
The next day found the cousins in a questionable part of town. It
was still hot, humid and dull, but their mood was upbeat. Elkanah mopped
the sweat off his neck and brushed off the squeamish feeling that he got
after listening to the conversation between Y’shua and Nicodemus the
night before.
They ambled along the streets until they found what they were
looking for. They turned in at the shop of a tailor. Dirt and scraps of cloth
littered the coarse wooden floor, along with grimy bits of thread. Dusty,
ancient examples of someone’s work were attached to the walls with nails
and tacks; not any two of which matched.
The cousins looked around, but saw no one. They drifted around
the shop until they noticed a gentle snoring coming from behind the
counter. Leaning over, they saw a thick mat with a burst‐out side. On it was
the source of the sound, an average‐sized man who teetered on the point
where young starts to turn into middle age.
His grubby feet were in worn sandals that looked a little big, as if
they had been taken in lieu of a debt. His hairy shins made their way under
a striped, faded robe that was far beyond any form or fashion; it was just
something to wear. An age‐old leather belt hung around his pot‐bellied
waist, and sweat‐stained armpits protruded from a coarsely woven vest
spotted heavily with food. A thick, black beard camouflaged his neck and a
good part of his chest. He was balding and a few feeble strands of hair were
plastered to his head just to make him look worse. His nose was big and
amplified the snoring. As the two men watched, the sound grew loud to the
point where the man jolted himself out of a deep sleep.
He rose to his elbows and looked around to see where the noise
was coming from. He wiped his eyes with a dirty hand and shook his head.
When he was through with that, he looked around some more. Out of the
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corner of his eye, he spotted the cousins examining him over the counter.
He jumped to his feet and bellowed, “This is a place of business! I will
thank you two to keep the noise down!”
Elkanah’s face turned dark. He was just about to start in on the
man when Jori put a thick hand on his forearm. In an apologetic tone, he
said to the man, “We are very sorry, Sir…my cousin and I can sometimes
be a little high‐spirited; please forgive us.”
As he spoke, he spun a copper coin of large denomination on the
counter. He had the tailor’s full attention—he couldn’t take his eyes off the
coin. His attitude changed from grumpy to deferential.

“Not at all, Sirs…please forgive ME! I was up much too late last
night. I regret I was so rude to you!” He paused to clear his throat and look
at Jori and Elkanah before he returned his eyes to the spinning coin. “Now,
how may I help you?”
Jori smiled politely and picked up the coin. As he did, he laid a
garment on the counter. He flashed a dishonest grin at the proprietor. It
was the coat with the deep, hidden pockets that Elkanah would fill with
purses during their pickpocket days. In a slippery tone, he said to the man,
“We need another one of these…one that will fit me!”
The tailor picked up the coat and examined it thoroughly. A
knowing smirk played along the corners of his mouth and a twinkle
appeared in his eye. There was a shrewdness in his voice as he stated,
“Good workmanship…” He paused for a moment before he asked, “How
soon do you need it?”

“Tomorrow, the next day at the latest.”
“That gives me little time,” the tailor commented in an oily voice.
“I do not know if I can produce something like this that quickly. After all, I
DO have other projects…”
Elkanah snidely replied, “Yes…we could tell how busy you are!”
This time the tailor’s face darkened. He drew breath to speak, but
Jori cut both men off as he laid the coin back on the counter. “Now,
Cousin,” he said in a gentle tone, “our friend here said he had a late night;
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you certainly cannot expect him to work without a break.”
The tailor looked at the coin and raised an eyebrow. He looked
back at Jori and again at the coin. Jori pulled its twin out and put it on top
of the first. The tailor smiled and reached for them. As his hand covered the
coins, Jori reached out and put a hard hand over the man’s and squeezed. A
pained expression twisted the tailor’s face. Jori said menacingly, “The
garment WILL be ready on time…will it not? And the quality will be as
good?”
There was pain in his voice too as the tailor choked out, “Oh YES,
Sir…better even!” It was apparent that Jori’s question wasn’t quite
answered to his liking, so he squeezed the tailor’s hand a little harder as he
asked, “And when will it be done?”
The painful expression on his face grew to a grimace as the tailor
squeaked out, “Come by in the morning day after tomorrow and it will be
done…AND to your satisfaction—I PROMISE!”
Jori released him and smirked as he sneered, “Very good.”
The tailor rubbed his hand for a moment as he glared into Jori’s
eyes with some irritation. It got him nowhere, so he picked up a piece of
twine that was knotted at many intervals and said in a somewhat morose
tone, “Let us get you measured…”
When they left the shop, Elkanah turned to his cousin and grinned.
“I will always be impressed by your powers of persuasion.”
Jori grinned back. A tiny bow moved his head slightly as he
uttered, “Thank you,” as though the sardonic compliment granted him an
immense amount of dignity.
As they moved slowly along the walkway, Jori paused for a
moment and mopped his forehead with a dirty sleeve. He scrutinized the
neighborhood with a sharp eye as he suggested, “Let us find a tavern. It is
too hot and I need a cool drink.” Elkanah nodded and the two wandered
down the street. They found one a short ways away and ambled in.
There was an oily, lecherous‐looking sort behind the counter,
licking his lips as he ogled the small assortment of barmaids, which were
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dressed in skimpy outfits seemingly for his own amusement. He used one
hand to mop the counter with a wet, filthy rag, and the other was below the
counter doing something else. Jori shot him a disgusted look as he walked
by. That got him nowhere. The boss returned a big, perverse grin and kept
on doing below his belt line whatever it was he was doing.
Elkanah was quiet and seemed lost in thought as the two men
leaned against the cushions that lined three walls along the perimeter of the
tavern. The place wasn’t very crowded—it was dim but still not much
cooler than outside. A hot, lazy breeze just barely moved the threadbare
curtains. The smell of dead air and sweat hung heavy along with the acrid
aroma of tobacco, which came from a tall brass hookah in the corner. A
small band of tough, weathered‐looking men sat lazily around it, passing
the hoses to one another between sips of booze.
A tall, slender barmaid with shaky legs found her way around the
tables near the cousins. She looked as though she might pass out from the
heat any second. Ribbons of perspiration rolled down her face and into her
large wet eyes, making her wince and try to shake it away like a horse
trying to shake away a persistent fly. She handed the cousins a weak,
almost nonexistent smile as she minced by unsteadily. It took almost all the
control she had not to drop the worn, wooden tray she carried. It was
loaded high with empties. She looked like a circus performer doing a
balancing act. All that was missing was a drum roll.
There was an earthen pitcher of water on the low table in front of
them along with a small vessel of wine and a bowl that held some nuts next
to a plate of dried fruit. Jori spoke in a low voice as he detailed the plan to
get into the treasury, but Elkanah’s mind was still far away.
Holding the ring of keys near his lap beneath the top of the table,
he whispered, “One of these opened the door to the treasury in Nazareth. If
so, it should work for the door here too. We will go in at the third watch
during Passover—when everyone is too full of food and wine.”
Elkanah was lost in thought when Jori looked over at him
expecting some sort of response. He didn’t get one. Scowling, he shoved his
cousin hard in the side. “Wake up!” he snarled. “It is hot, but not that
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hot…THIS IS IMPORTANT! We need to pull this last job AND live through
it…”
Elkanah came out of his daze and repeated, “Last job?”

“You heard right…I am to be married and I have a child on the
way. I intend to be with my wife, raise my child, and live a full life as a
moneychanger. I will thieve no more. I will not have to—neither of us
will!”
Jori turned and looked around to flag the barmaid over. She
seemed a little haggard and out of sorts—mostly from the heat, but also
from trying to hold down the skimpy outfit her dirty‐minded boss made
her wear.
His voice was smooth as he asked, “I wonder if you might bring us
a rag in a bowl that we could use to cool down.”
The barmaid’s large eyes went narrow and hard. Her lips were
tight as she drew breath to speak, but Jori pulled out one of the big copper
coins and held it out to her.

“Please,” he added.
Her face went blank for a half second then became as cheery and
bright as she could manage under the circumstances. She nodded and said
nothing but reached a long, sinewy arm out and plucked the coin from
Jori’s fingers like a frog’s tongue snatches a bug from the air. She was back
in short order with an old, chipped‐up earthen bowl containing a rag and
filled with water. She smiled a tiny smile and was gone as fast as she came.
Jori tuned back to Elkanah and asked in an irritated voice, “What
were you thinking about anyway? Did you hear ANYTHING I said?”
A sheepish smirk curled his lips as Elkanah replied, “A little—not
much…”
Jori quietly groaned as he brought a large square hand up to his
face and rubbed it wearily. “Look,” he muttered. “What we are going to do
here is VERY dangerous. If we get caught, it will be the cross for us…DO
YOU UNDERSTAND?”
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He paused and glared at his cousin just for emphasis, and then
continued, saying, “I do not want to die that way and I know that neither
do you.”
Just as Jori drew breath to continue, Elkanah interrupted him. “I
know. But last night when I followed Nicodemus there was this strange
conversation between Y’shua and him…”
Jori slowly shook his head and rolled his eyes, but Elkanah stopped
him. “I know what you are thinking, but wait…listen! Nicodemus said to
him that he knows Y’shua is a teacher who has come from HaShem because
no one could perform all the miraculous signs he is doing if God were not
with him.”
Jori argued, “But he might ALSO be from the devil!”
Elkanah brushed that off with, “Well, Nicodemus does not think
so, but let me finish, because then their discussion became even stranger!”
Jori quipped, “Well cousin—this Y’shua is a strange man!”

“Just listen, will you? Y’shua said to him, ‘I tell you the truth, no
one can see the kingdom of God unless he is born again.’”
Jori’s face twisted with confusion as he asked, “born again? What
does THAT mean?”
Elkanah moved a little closer to his cousin and declared, “That is
just it—Nicodemus did not know what he meant either; he asked, how a
man can be born when he is old? He cannot enter a second time into his
mother’s womb to be born!”
Now Jori seemed interested. “Go on…”
Elkanah muttered, “Then Y’shua answered him and said, ‘I tell you
the truth, no one can enter the kingdom of God unless he is born of water
and the Spirit. Flesh gives birth to flesh, but the Spirit gives birth to Spirit.
You should not be surprised at my saying, ‘You must be born again.’ The
wind blows wherever it pleases. You hear its sound, but you cannot tell
where it comes from or where it is going. So it is with everyone born of the
Spirit.’”
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Jori fell back against the cushion. He pulled the wet rag out of the
bowl of water and mopped his face and neck with it. “That loses me.”

“Nicodemus too!” Elkanah exclaimed. “All HE said was, ‘How can
this be?’”
Jori waited for a moment, then grimaced and asked, “Is that all
there was?”

“No…Y’shua sounded annoyed and said, ‘You are Israel’s teacher,
and do you not understand these things? I tell you the truth, we speak of
what we know, and we testify to what we have seen, but still you people do
not accept our testimony.’”
Jori’s grimace furrowed his face even more deeply as he asked,
“What does Y’shua mean by ‘we’?”
It was Elkanah’s turn to grimace. He thought hard for a moment
and then said, “I do not know…I never thought of that!”

“What else did he say?”
Elkanah paused and thought hard as he said, “There was so much
it is hard to remember it all…” Some of it came back to him as he declared,
“Yes…he also said, ‘I have spoken to you of earthly things … you do not
believe; how will you believe of heavenly things? No one has ever gone
into heaven except the one who came from heaven—the Son of Man. Just as
Moses lifted up the snake in the desert, so the Son of Man must be lifted up,
that everyone who believes in him may have eternal life.’”
Jori repeated back, “Eternal Life? Through HIM?” The big man was
astonished. He spat out, “He really DOES think he is the Son of God!”

“And that is not ALL!” Elkanah continued: “Y’shua went on,
saying, ‘for God so loved the world, that He gave His one and only Son,
that whoever believes in Him shall not perish but have everlasting life. God
did not send His Son into the world to condemn it, but to save it through
Him, so whoever believes in Him is not condemned, but he who does not
believe is condemned already because he has not believed in the name of
God’s one and only Son.’”
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Jori looked on as his cousin spoke, wearing a rapt expression.
Elkanah continued, “and then he said, ‘Find this—light has come
into the world, but men loved darkness instead of light because of their evil
deeds. Everyone who does evil hates the light, and will not come into it
because he is afraid his deeds will be exposed. But whoever lives by the
truth comes into the light, so that everyone will see that what he has done
has been done through God!’”
Elkanah was finished talking, but Jori wasn’t finished listening. He
looked at his cousin intently as he asked, “What else?”
The sheepish smirk returned to Elkanah’s lips as he uttered, “I… I
do not know. Their conversation was making me feel uncomfortable, so I
left.”
A peculiar expression took the place of his hardened grimace as
Jori exclaimed, “I know what you mean—I feel uneasy and I only got this
story secondhand!”
Both men leaned back on the cushions wearing similar curious
expressions. They were quiet for a long time.
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137
“The Plan”
The room where the cousins were lodged was spare and hard; no
rugs on the well‐worn wooden floor, nothing on the walls except for some
greasy handprints, the remnants of dismembered flies and splattered bits of
dried blood around the bodies of smashed mosquitoes. There was dirt
along the baseboards and cobwebs in the corners. A pile of dingy straw
covered with a rug as old as Methuselah’s aunt passed for a bed.
The flickering light of a battered oil lamp cast shadows of the two
men on the walls and ceiling. Jori sat reclining against some soiled pillows
next to a low table while Elkanah leaned on the wall fidgeting next to a
narrow window. He alternately turned to look at his cousin and then back
down to the darkened street at as they spoke.
Elkanah’s breathing was soft and a little shallow. “Are you sure we
can carry this off?” he asked in an unsteady tone. He looked again to the
street, held on it for a moment and then turned back to Jori. “Once we go
in,” he said, “it will either be prosperity or the cross. And you have Adiella
and the baby to think about.”
A thoughtful expression covered Jori’s broad face. He stared into
his cousin’s eyes and stated, “When I first got here and had a look around, I
did not! That Roman garrison attached to the temple is huge! And who
knows how many troops are stationed there? I thought, if we should be
seen…” He let his words hang in the air for a moment and then continued.
“I was not at all sure that it was something we could do. But when we
found Nicodemus’s room, it gave me hope. That passage you spoke of will
bring us past any guards and out beyond the temple wall. Once outside, we
will not be caught.”
Jori paused again. He looked at his cousin with a fierce
determination and then stated firmly, “What you do not understand,
Cousin, is that having a wife and a baby is most of the reason I am doing
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this! Adiella and my child will need support, and neither one of us has
talent or training for anything but what we have been doing all our lives.
Besides, why try to try learn a new trade when money lending is something
we have experience in?”
His eyes widened and went a little soft. His tone became a bit
lighter as if robbing a temple was something they did every day—or at
least once a week.

“Also,” he offered, “we are not going to try and clean the place out.
I figure that if we take between ten and twelve bags of gold each, we will
have enough to go back to Capernaum and start up business again. We will
just have to start bit smaller than we did when we were young.”
Elkanah looked a tiny bit more confident, but a slight case of nerves
had his stomach on edge. Even so, he said nothing. Jori leaned forward and
suggested, “Let us see if we can get some dinner; that dried fruit and the
nuts wore out a long time ago.”
Elkanah nodded and replied, “I could use some food. My stomach
has been empty for a while.”
Jori smiled confidently at his cousin and patted him on the back as
he ambled by. They drifted through the door and along the narrow hallway
to the stairs and down. There were food smells in the lower part of the
building and the cousins followed their noses to it.
There were no lamps lit, and in the kitchen only the fireplace made
any light. Abelia was stirring a pot of lentils that hung on a thick,
hammered iron hook over a slow fire. An insincere smile played along her
lips as she turned to see the cousins. She turned back to her work, saying
nothing. Mara was laying flatbread on a metal grill next to her. She stated
in an annoyed tone, “You two missed dinner. Sit down if you want to eat.”
The cousins drifted over to the low table and slid in between it and
the wall against some soiled, worn cushions. Something heavy and metallic
clanked against the floor as Jori sat down. Mara’s head spun around
quickly and she glared at the cousins.
Both Jori and Elkanah knew that expression; they had seen it plenty
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during their young lives. They knew what was coming, but they waited for
it just the same.
Mara turned back toward her work area and grabbed a couple of
well‐used wooden bowls from a shelf in front of her. Wandering over to
where Abelia worked, she held the bowls out. Silently, the girl ladled some
of the soup into each bowl. When she was done, she grabbed an iron hook
that stood leaning against the wall and pulled the pot away from over the
fire. She stood up and turned toward the door.
In an effort to delay any conversation with Mara, Elkanah snidely
called out to Abelia, “Why are YOU still here? I thought you were leaving
our employ!”

“Oh, I am leaving alright…but I was NEVER employed by YOU!
When I worked for your mother, everything was fine—then you two
showed up!”
The angry expression on her young face made her look old and
ugly. “Seeing both of you tonight has encouraged me to redouble my
efforts to find new employment.” She made a huffing sound and with that,
she was gone.
Jori put a massive forearm on the table as he leaned toward his
cousin. “You just could not resist giving her some grief, could you?”
Elkanah just made a “pift” noise with his lips and waved a hand at
the door the girl left through.
Mara put the bowls down on the table along with some flatbread
and beat‐up tableware. She sat down across from them while they ate. Her
eyes bore into them for a long time without her saying a word. Finally,
Elkanah grew weary and angry. He slammed down his spoon and in a
nasty tone blurted out, “IF YOU HAVE SOMETHING TO SAY, OLD
WOMAN, THEN SAY IT!”
A small hard hand, wrinkled and callused, collided with the side of
his face. Mara’s shrill voice echoed through the room; “WHY YOU ———!
WHO DO THINK YOU ARE, TALKING TO ME LIKE THAT?! I HELPED
YOUR MOTHER RAISE YOU, BUT I GUESS I DID A ——— JOB!”

591

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

She yelled something further, but Elkanah didn’t hear it. Between
the stress of the upcoming heist and the furious memory of all the times
Mara had slapped him as a child, he just snapped. A wild hand shot out as
if by itself and grabbed the woman by the throat. He started to pull her
across the table as his other hand, clenched in a hard fist, pulled back and
took aim.
Mara was cut off in mid‐sentence. She gasped for breath and her
eyes looked like they were about to pop out of her head. Jori was stunned.
For a long second, he just sat there in disbelief. Suddenly, he lunged
forward and grabbed Elkanah by the wrist of the hand that was around
Mara’s throat. He squeezed hard and the hand came loose.
Elkanah yelled and cursed at his cousin as Mara pulled away,
choking and gasping for air as she shot violent looks at him.
Jori pulled his cousin away, grabbed him by the shoulders, and
shook him hard. He screamed, “WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH YOU?” He
reeled back and this time and he slapped Elkanah.
There was shock on Elkanah’s face as Jori started to shake him
again. Insanity shadowed Jori’s eyes as he kept on shaking his cousin.
Finally, small strong hands pulled at his shoulder and a hoarse, rasping
voice echoed in his ears yelling, “STOP IT—STOP IT NOW!”
Jori glanced over his shoulder and saw it was Mara. Coming to his
senses and trembling in anger and frustration, he let Elkanah go. The ordeal
seemed to go on for an hour, but the whole altercation took only seconds.
Both of the men collapsed back on the cushions breathing hard; eyes wide
with shock.
Mara gawked at them for a moment and then backed away a little.
She was silent as she rounded the table and wandered over to sit on a stool
against the opposite wall. She held her throat with her right hand,
coughing and groping the wall as she went.
It was a long time before anyone spoke. Elkanah was embarrassed
at his explosive behavior. He couldn’t meet anyone’s eyes, so he looked
down at his lap.
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Anger painted Jori’s face as he glared at his cousin and then peered
over at Mara in sympathy.
At last Elkanah slowly lifted his head. Shame twisted his face as he
drew breath to speak. “I … I am sorry … I …”
Mara cut him off. Her hand was still at her throat as she spoke,
hoarsely growling out, “It was my fault. I spent too much time slapping
you when you were young. I have always had a bad temper … this time it
caught up with me.”
Jori blurted out, “You are letting him off too easy! If he had hit you
…”
Mara cut him off with a wave of her hand. She shook her head and
offered, “Just let it go. I have more important things to say.”
Both the cousins silently listened waiting for Mara to speak again.
When she did, she shocked them both. “I was the one who hid those keys.”
For an instant Jori was caught off guard. A glimmer of fear showed
in his eye for less than a second. It was gone as fast as it came, and one of
his pasted‐on smiles took its place. “Keys?” he innocently inquired. “What
keys?”
Mara shot him a “Who do you think you are talking to?”
expression and replied, “The ones in your pocket. You fool no one, you
know! I heard them hit the floor when you sat down.” Jori looked at her,
but said nothing.

“When I accidentally found them wrapped up like that and in that
bag, I knew what you were up to. Those were the keys Patch used to
unlock the temple treasury door so many years ago—are they not?” There
was an almost‐invisible smirk on her lips as she stared at him intently.
“What did you intend to do with them?” she asked in a pointed tone.
Neither cousin said anything, but the expressions on their faces spoke
volumes.

“I though so,” she commented. “You intend to follow in your
father’s footsteps and try to loot the temple treasury!”
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She shook her head, and her expression shifted from firm to
saddened. Her eyes went a little moist as she added in a gut‐wrenching
voice, “I could not watch the Romans crucify him. I know you think that
Emoonah and I abandoned you during that time and I am sorry for that,
but it was just too hard!” It looked like tears were welling up in her tough
old eyes, but it was hard to be sure.
Her eyes dug into them as she choked out, “You boys are the only
sons I have ever had. I do not want you get the same treatment!” She
looked at them both and said sorrowfully, “Do you not understand? If you
two were to get caught and die on the cross, it would kill me and your
mother!” Now she looked pointedly at Jori and pleaded, “What of Adiella?
And what of your child?”
He still said nothing as he stared at Mara through iron eyes.
Elkanah asked, “You will tell them of this?”
Mara shook her head slowly and uttered, “Would it do any good?
Would it stop you? No. You two are old enough to make your own choices
and to take the penalty.”
She stood up and gingerly moved across the floor toward the door
that leads to the stairway. She rubbed her throat as she cleared it and
coughed again. She turned one last time to look at the cousins as she said,
“I just hope you are smart enough to call off this foolishness—before it
costs both of you your lives…” She drifted out of the room with a faint
“Goodnight,” leaving her lips.
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138
“Details”
Jori held the new cloak with the hidden pockets up to the light. His
face was dark and his eyes narrow. “This you call quality?” he growled.
“The material is too thin and the stitches of the pockets are so wide apart
that they could barely hold air!”
The shopkeeper just handed the cousins a prideful expression and said, “If
you do not like my work, you are not obliged to take it!” He reached into
his pocket and slammed down one of the large copper coins Jori had given
him. “Here!” he sneered. “I will keep half the fee for my wares and time!”
He snatched the garment from Jori’s hand and was about to walk away
when the wide man threw a quick, callused hand and caught the tailor by
the throat.
A cold, barbarous smile twisted Jori’s lips as he replied, “Do you
not think I KNOW what you are doing? It is a common practice among
such as you to demand a high price and then do a ——— job that only an
idiot would accept. When the customer balks you give him the same kind
of grief you gave us and then keep half the money for your trouble!”
His voice suddenly became soft, but there was a chilling menace
behind it. “Now…some men will just walk away; others will protest.” His
teeth clenched and in a brutal voice, he jeered, “BUT WE WILL CUT YOUR
EYES OUT!”
Elkanah pulled a short, rough dagger from under his cloak as Jori
pulled the tailor toward him. Elkanah took aim at his right eye, which, with
its twin, was already bugging out. Beads of sweat ran down his reddening
face as the tailor tried vainly to pull away. He gasped out some
unintelligible sounds as he strained against Jori’s iron grip.
Elkanah wore the same cold grin as his cousin as he worked. He
leaned on the counter and tilted his head toward the terrified tailor and

595

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

suggested in a cool tone, “I think he is trying to say something, Cousin.”
Jori looked toward him and remarked, “Nothing of any
importance, I am sure,” as he watched his cousin run the blade along the
terrified tailor’s cheek.

“Maybe we should listen to him anyway.”
Jori shook his head slowly and replied, “No. This ——— thinks this
is some sort of game—he needs to learn not to play around with people he
knows nothing about!”
Elkanah still ran the blade of the dagger around the tailor’s face,
but moved it closer to his eye as the man squirmed and tried harder to pull
away. He dug the blade into the tailor’s cheek just below the lower eyelid,
and a drop of blood ran down along either side.
All at once, a sickening odor filled the air. Both cousins noticed it.
Jori wrinkled his nose and his face twisted in disgust. Elkanah covered his
nose and backed a few steps away.

“Ewww,” escaped from his partially covered mouth. “We seem to
have scared the ——— out of him, cousin!”

“This about makes my eyes water!” Jori commented through his
sickened expression.
He looked disgustedly at the tailor and asked, “What have you
been eating?”
His smile became a little less menacing as he pulled the man a little
closer and hissed through narrow, twisted lips, “This is your lucky day,
you ———! We are going to give you a second chance! First, we are going
to get you cleaned up. Then we are coming back here and we are going to
sit with you while you remake this garment—THE RIGHT WAY!
UNDERSTAND?”
The tailor nodded profusely as Jori continued. “Also, we are
keeping half the original price. We will consider it a ‘babysitting’ fee!” The
tailor continued to nod. The cousins moved around the counter and stood,
one on each side of the stinking man.
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Jori looked at Elkanah and then at the man. He offered, “I saw a
well outside…you can clean up out there.”
The man looked embarrassed. He offered in a weak voice, “There is
a public bath down the street…could we go there instead?”
“Fine… but you are paying—not us!”
The tailor nodded again and said, “I have a clean robe in the
back…”
Elkanah looked him in the eye. He warned as he held up the
dagger and waved it at the tailor, “Try anything funny and I will gut you
like a fish!”
The man shook his head and replied, “No…nothing funny…” In a
minute or so, he was back with somewhat cleaner clothing under his arm.
They all exited the back door with Jori leading, followed by the
tailor, and finally, Elkanah, who continued to use the dagger to poke the
man in the hindquarters every so often just to keep his attention.
After they returned, it took hours for the tailor to finish it due to
constant kibitzing by Jori and Elkanah.
When it was finally ready, Jori picked it up and held it to the light.
He nodded his wide head, and turning to the tailor, commented, “Now
THIS is a good job!” He lowered the garment and said, “If we were given
THIS robe when we came in this morning, you would have all your money
and could have avoided all this extra trouble.”
He paused for a moment as he handed the robe to Elkanah and then
turned back quickly to the tailor and growled, “And I would not be doing
this!” With those words, he backhanded the tailor so hard he flew over the
counter and hit floor hard. Groaning, the man picked himself up slightly
and tried to crawl into the back room. He moved like a fly with one wing as
he dragged himself along the wall and finally collapsed in a heap just short
of the archway.
Elkanah was stunned. He grinned and quipped, “Well…that was
amusing!”
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A short stream of profanity issued from Jori’s smirking lips. He
stated in a frustrated tone, “That was to reinforce his learning experience.
Besides, I am tired of playing games with these city dwellers!” With that
they took both robes and left the building.
When they hit the air, the afternoon sun was high in the sky.
Passover would begin at sunset and they still had a few things to take care
of, so they sauntered down the block and out of the neighborhood. Elkanah
moved close to Jori and stated in a muted voice, “Now that we have the
robes I think we should go over the plan one last time.”

“Agreed,” Jori answered quietly. “But let us go back to the Inn.
After we lock the door there will be more privacy than on the street or in a
tavern.” Elkanah nodded as they changed direction and headed off that
way.
They were only a few blocks from their lodging when up the street
a man stepped out of a doorway with a pitcher in his hand. The cousins
thought nothing of it until two familiar‐looking men saw him and sprinted
across the street to fall in behind him. Jori wrinkled his forehead into one
big knot as he muttered to no one in particular, “Who are those men? I have
seen them before…”
Elkanah knew them on sight. “They are two of Y’shua’s men. I
wonder what they are up to?”
This time, Jori didn’t seem disturbed by the subject, but held the
curious expression on his face as they closed in on them. Elkanah looked at
Jori and Jori looked at Elkanah. He shrugged his shoulders as he gave his
cousin a curious look. Jori nodded, motioned with his chin, and they
moved to follow them—more out of nosiness than anything else.
Hanging back a little, they watched and trailed the small party
around a few corners and down a side street or two until they all came to a
big two‐story mess of a building set amongst a scattering of smaller ones.
It was a big, gaudy affair recently covered in every conceivable
color, as if the workers had run out of wash several times and had to go
looking for whatever odds and ends they could find. There were living
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quarters on the lower floor and what was probably a big dining hall above.
There were no stairs on the outside, so anyone going up would have to do
it from inside.
The man with the pitcher just walked on in. It was a moment or
two before Y’shua’s men caught up with him. Once at the door they
knocked and then waited a long moment before knocking again.
After while, a large man came to the door—a very large man. He
wasn’t just big, he was enormous. Even Jori was taken aback: “That is ONE
BIG ———!” He was right; the man was big; tall, wide and dressed in the
loudest clothes he ever saw on anyone that size. There was a small scarlet
turban on his huge head, and he wore a widely striped robe that must have
been cut from most of a circus tent. Over that was a colorful vest that
looked the size of a flag found flying above the palace of some potentate.
Instead of sandals, he wore pointy shoes made of a shiny green material.
The toes curled up into a half circle. He looked about as inconspicuous as a
tarantula on a dinner plate. He seemed a little chubby, but you could tell
that he carried a lot of muscle; the fat was only cheerfulness.
There was a small boy locked around one of his stocky legs, and
the man would look down at him occasionally and shake the leg playfully,
as if trying to remove him like some pesky bug. It made the boy laugh and
hang on even harder. The big man looked down at him and laughed right
along.
Jori motioned to Elkanah and muttered, “C’mon!” as he started
toward the building at a brisk walk. They were just in earshot when the
larger of the men asked, “The teacher says, “Where is my guest room in
which I may eat the Passover with my disciples?”
The big man’s face contorted into a wide grin that split his beard.
Extending an arm, he showed them in as Y’shua’s men entered in front of
him.
All at once, Jori stopped dead in his tracks. He seemed to snap out
of some sort of trance as he shook his head and griped, “What the ———
are we doing? I feel like an old washwoman nosing around like this!
C’mon…we have work to do!” The cousins turned and went back the way
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they came and headed for the inn.
Once they were there, they looked for everyone, but no one was
around. Elkanah turned to Jori and asked, “Where do you think everyone
is?”
Jori’s tone was bad‐tempered as spat out, “I have no idea!” He
glanced around, throwing grouchy looks wherever his eyes traveled.
Elkanah shrugged as they turned and ambled up the stairs. When
they came to their dingy little room, they closed the door and locked it. Jori
took his usual place on the worn and dirty cushions next to the low table as
Elkanah took up his position leaning on the wall and peering out the wide
slot that passed for a window.
Jori sat and examined his cousin for a few moments. His face bore a
quizzical expression as he grumbled, “Why do you always stand there
looking out that window? What do you expect to see?”
A similar expression painted Elkanah’s face as he replied; “I really
do not know…I just feel I need to keep an eye on the street.” He paused for
a long minute as he again glared out the window. He looked back at Jori
and with mild wonder in his voice asked, “Strange… is it not?”
Jori looked long and hard at his cousin. He shrugged as he replied,
“Who knows?” He paused again before he spoke, and then, with an
introspective tone to his voice, said, “Let us get down to business.”
Elkanah nodded and asked, “When are we to leave tonight?”

“I think around midnight would be the best time,” Jori replied.
Elkanah thought for a moment and then stated, “We must eat the
Passover with the family and after that, we will need to rest for a while if
we are to work most of the night.”
Jori added a word of caution. “There will be ritual and non‐ritual
wine to be drunk. Let us not drink any of the non‐ritual wine, and only
small amounts of the ritual wine. If we get drunk and fall asleep, we might
miss our chance!”
Elkanah suggested, “We should drink some water along with it…it
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will not effect us so much that way.”

“Good idea.”
“So after we let ourselves in, we will make our way to the treasury.
How will we get by the guards?”

“That is why we are doing this on Passover,” Jori replied. “There
will only be one guard, or maybe no one will be guarding the place because
it is a holy day. No one is to work—maybe not even the guards.”

“What if there is a guard?”
Jori reached into the purse on the belt that hung around his waist.
He pulled out a stone about the size of a walnut and held it up. “Then I will
toss this stone past the alcove and when the guard hears it and goes to
investigate, I will use this on him.” He reached under his robe and pulled
out the short club that used to hang on his father’s wall behind the drape.
Elkanah made a foolish grin and asked, “Is that the same club your
father used on that temple sergeant?”

“I think so. I found it amongst the all the stuff the women brought
with them. Even the old battle‐axe they used on that Roman queer was
there!”
Elkanah grinned and quipped, “Ahh … Nothing like family
heirlooms!”
Jori said nothing; he just grinned widely. His grin left quickly as an
explosive banging on the door made both men jump.
Jori scowled as “Who the ——— is it?” escaped from grumbling
lips. In one quick motion, he was on his feet and at the door. He threw it
open, nearly ripping it off its hinges.
The innkeeper stood on the other side. He had been wearing a
surly expression, but when he saw the fire in Jori’s eyes his face went from
surly to blank to nervous. “WHAT THE ——— DO YOU WANT?” Jori
barked.

“Uh…uh…your mother…”
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“MY MOTHER?” Elkanah growled. “What ABOUT my mother?”
He glared viciously across the room at the innkeeper, who now was
cowering in the doorway.
The nervous expression quickly transformed into a big friendly
grin, but the innkeeper still looked unstrung as he stammered out,
“She…she…wanted me to tell you where you all would be eating the
Passover…”
Elkanah slumped a little lower against the wall as he muttered, “So
THAT is where everyone is!”
The innkeeper stood there silent as if waiting for an invitation. Jori
put his wide face into that of the uneasy man. He wore a humorless smirk
as he cynically snarled, “Well? Are you going to tell us or do we have to
guess?”
The innkeeper started to give directions to Jori, but Elkanah was no
longer listening. His eyes followed a group who ambled down the street—
Y’shua and his men. Elkanah didn’t have to wonder where they were
going; he already knew.
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139
“A Happy Family”
The street was mostly deserted—just a few families hauling unruly
children and dragging the old folks along. A tall, stout, mouthy woman
about twice the size of her husband and most of their children yammered
away about nothing at all while they made faces behind her back.
A set of obvious newlyweds held each other close as they walked,
making doe eyes and exchanging pecks on the cheek. A couple that looked
older than Methuselah’s second cousin engaged in similar behavior, still in
love after all their years together.
Jori cast a glance in their direction and smiled warmly. “Look at
them,” he commented dreamily. “I hope Adiella and I feel that same way
about each other as those two do when we are that age. I wonder how old
they are?”
Elkanah smirked. There was a cynical edge to his voice as he
replied, “Looks to be a couple of days older than dirt.”
Jori’s eyes narrowed as he shot his cousin an icy, sidelong glance.
“Look,” he snarled, “just because you have no one in your life gives you no
right to an attitude like that. Why can you not just be happy for people like
them—and for me, for that matter!”
Saying nothing, Elkanah drew back just a little and shrugged. Jori
used that as an opportunity to keep talking. “You will find the right
girl…be patient.” He grinned and stepped closer to his cousin and
whispered gleefully, “After tonight things will be easier. Having money
draws women like flies; you will have your pick!”
Elkanah turned his head toward Jori, gave him a weak grin, and
asked “Are we almost there?”
Jori nodded his head and replied, “Just around the corner.” Then
he added, “Why are you so gloomy, anyway?”
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Elkanah rubbed the back of his neck and then his face. “I just feel a
little tired and cranky.”

“I am surely seeing the cranky part!”
Elkanah frowned and threw a jab at the wide man. He hit him in
the shoulder, making him wince.

“Ow,” Jori whined. Rubbing his arm, Jori quipped, “We better
make this an early evening; you need a nap!”
They rounded the corner and saw the place the innkeeper
described across the street. It wasn’t all that far away from the place where
Y’shua and his men were. Upon entering, Emoonah looked up and smiled
sweetly. She asked, “Where have you two been? For a while I thought you
may not make it here.”
Jori guffawed and exclaimed, “Are you joking? This is the reason I
talked you all into coming to Jerusalem. I would not miss this!”
The cousins looked around the table to see Yusef and Rafela seated
next to Elan and Hod, along with Baruch and Tobias, who sat next to Mara.
She glared at the cousins with a remote sadness in her eyes.
Next to Mara sat Emoonah, then Abelia, who looked with contempt
at the men, and Adiella, who smiled sweetly at Jori and patted the pillow
next to her. Jori and Elkanah sat down there and reclined on the cushions
along with the rest.
There was polite conversation for the next half hour or so, then the
woman of the house came out and started to light the candles on the table
and around the room even though it was not yet sunset.
Adiella hooked an arm through Jori’s and beamed. “It will be
starting in about twenty minutes! I am so excited. I haven’t eaten Passover
since I left my father’s house!”
Jori put a big, square hand on her small, strong one and smiled
back at her. “We will do this every year at our house!” he promised. Her
smile became even bigger as a tiny tear rolled down her face. She pulled the
big man’s face to hers and lightly kissed him, then leaned into him and
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sighed.
Abelia gawked at the couple for a long moment, and then let go a
strong, disgusted breath out of her nose.
This didn’t escape anyone sitting around the table, but Elkanah
was the only one who spoke up. His eyes went narrow and his mouth grew
taut. He glared at her as he hissed through a clenched jaw, “You will soon
be a member of this family, whether you like it or not! This ugly attitude of
yours will have to cease. It is an offense all of us…not only to me!”
Mara sat up from the cushions she leaned against and put a couple
of hard, timeworn hands on the low table. She turned toward Elkanah, who
occupied the end seat at the table and drew an angry breath. She was about
to speak when Tobias put one of his hands top of one of hers. She turned to
him and saw a pair of eyes that firmly insisted, “Say nothing!” She returned
to him an icy, irritated expression and then slumped back against the
cushions again.
Seeing the goings‐on around her, Emoonah just stared in
confusion. Finally she raised her voice as she declared, “THERE IS TOO
MUCH ILL WILL IN HERE!” Her volume went back down as she turned to
her son and brusquely stated, “Elkanah…will you please try to be nice to
Abelia? After all…she will be a member of this family soon!”
Elkanah was dumbfounded. “What do you mean—ME be nice to
HER? Look at the way she acts toward my cousin; as if he is ———! If she
was MY wife I would slap the face off her head! I would…”
Abelia cut him off, shrilling, “YOU…MARRIED TO ME…OR TO
ANY OTHER DECENT WOMAN? HAH! WHO WOULD MARRY YOU
EXCEPT ANOTHER THIEF? IN FACT THAT IS JUST THE KIND OF
WOMAN YOU SHOULD BE LOOKING FOR…YOU TWO WOULD
MAKE A QUITE A PAIR!”
Elkanah’s eyes caught fire. He drew a deep breath and was about
to yell something even ruder back at her, but now Jori cut him off. “Now,
Cousin…calm down. We are family! Can we not all just try to get along?”
His jaw tightened again as Elkanah hissed, “YOU ARE TELLING
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ME THAT WE MUST ALL GET ALONG AFTER WHAT SHE SAID
ABOUT ME? AND HOW SHE THINKS ABOUT YOU AND HER SISTER?
YOU MUST BE SOME KIND OF IDIOT!”
With that, he got up and hollered at his cousin, “I WILL SEE YOU
LATER!” Looking around the table at everyone and shooting an especially
cold look Abelia, he snarled “GOODNIGHT!” and stormed outside. It was
still daylight when he hit the door, but the sun was low in the sky and
dropping fast.
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140
“The Passover”
Elkanah fumed. He stormed around the area without really paying
attention to where he was going. Unexpectedly, he found himself near the
large, colorful but ugly two‐story building where Y’shua and his men were
eating the Passover. He stood at the door blank‐faced—just staring at it,
when suddenly it jerked open, and a hand big enough to sit in grabbed him
by the shoulder. Fingers like tool steel dug in and hurt him as they lifted
him off his feet and inside.

“Ow…let me go!” Elkanah whined though gritted teeth.
He looked up at the giant that he and Jori had seen earlier. He was
even bigger up close. Elkanah had to tilt his head all the way back to see his
broad face. The big man had a sort of rapt expression on his face and
curiosity in what Elkanah could see of his eyes. He raised a pile of eyebrow
so thick it seemed to take every muscle in his face to lift it. “Are you not the
other server for the feast…the one hired through Benaiah the merchant?”
The man still had a hold of Elkanah’s shoulder and was tearing it to
pieces without even knowing it. He figured the best way to get the man to
let go was to agree with him. “Yes, yes—just let go of my shoulder…I can
walk in myself—Do not carry me!”
The giant’s eyes followed his arm down to his hand and looked at
it like he forgot he had one. There was embarrassment on his face as he
pulled it away and muttered, “Sorry,” He grinned sheepishly, then added,
“I am Jephthah, the owner of this hall. Come with me.” As he turned and
started walking, he spoke into the air saying, “The kitchen is down this
hall… have you ever served Passover before?”
Elkanah shook his head no.

“Benaiah said that he

might

have

to

send

someone

inexperienced…it was very short notice! But it is alright.” He explained,
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“My wife will instruct you. Her name is Adah. If you are uncertain about
anything, just ask her.”
Elkanah nodded and turned toward the kitchen noises wincing as
he rubbed his shoulder. He periodically glanced back now and then to keep
an eye on the giant.
Entering, he saw a several children working and scurrying about
with this and that. Over by the earthen oven, there was a very short but
sturdy‐looking woman tending a lamb cooking on a spit.
Elkanah grimaced in wonder. “This little woman is his wife?” he
muttered silently to himself. He looked at the children and for a moment
his mind wandered to the couple’s physical differences. He contemplated
the unique challenges they might encounter in producing offspring, but he
decided to let it go.
The woman ladled drippings from a blackened copper pan that
rested on a rack below the roasting meat back over the top of it. It fell back
into the pan hissing and spattering—some landing on her apron—while the
same small boy, who was hooked earlier to the Jephthah’s leg turned a
crank that slowly rotated the sizzling carcass.
The boy saw Elkanah first and uttered, “Mama…” His hands were
busy, so he pointed with his chin. The woman snatched a glance over her
shoulder and asked, “Are you the help?”
Once again Elkanah nodded.

“Good…take that tray of wine cups upstairs and put them on the
side table by the door. When you come back, you can help me take the
lamb off this spit. It is just about ready!”
Picking up the tray, Elkanah walked over to the inside staircase
that rambled up the kitchen wall to the second floor.
Reaching the top, he put down the tray and started to unload the
cups. Looking over at the low eating table, he saw the settings in front of
each seat—four glasses for ritual wine, labeled as such, one plate,
tableware, and a folded napkin.
Charoseth, unleavened bread, vegetables, and vinegar called
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karpas were all on the table as well. There were also bottles of wine marked
“ritual” and “non‐ritual.” Several candles burned on the table; they gave
the place a soft ethereal feel.
As he worked, a gang of men came up a set of stairs on the other
side of the room. As the men reached the top of the stairs, they moved
toward a long bench. The last to reach the top was Y’shua.
He removed his outer garments and wrapped a towel around his
waist. Pouring water into a basin, he began to wash the disciples’ feet and
to wipe them with the towel that he wore.
Elkanah watched intently while this was going on. He thought to
himself, Is not a slave or a servant of some kind supposed to perform this
task?
When he came to the large man that the cousins had followed to
this building, the man said to him, “Lord, do YOU wash MY feet?”
Y’shua answered and said to him, “What I do you do not realize
now, but you will understand hereafter.”
The man scowled and said adamantly to him, “NEVER shall you
wash my feet!”
Y’shua answered him, “If I do not wash you, you have no part with
me.”
The man was taken aback. He thought hard for a long moment. The
scowl died and his face became anxious. The man said to him, “Lord, then
wash not only my feet, but also my hands and my head!”
Y’shua said to him, “He who has bathed needs only to wash his
feet, but is completely clean; and you are clean, but not all of you…” his
voice trailed off as if in deep sorrow. When he had washed their feet and
put his garments back on, they reclined at the table.
He said to them, “Do you know what I have done to you? You call
me Teacher and Lord—and you are right, for so I am. If I then, the Lord
and the Teacher washed your feet, you also ought to wash one another’s
feet. For I give you an example that you also should do as I did to you.”
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“Assuredly, I say to you, a slave is not greater than his master, nor
is one who is sent greater than the one who sent him. If you know these
things, you are blessed if you do them.”
Y’shua paused for a deep breath and expelled it as if in great
sorrow and spoke again. “I do not speak of all of you…I know the ones I
have chosen; but it is that the Scripture may be fulfilled, ‘He who eats my
bread has lifted up his heel against me.’ From now on I am telling you
before it comes to pass, so that when it does occur, you may believe that I
am HE. Assuredly, I say to you, he who receives whomever I send receives
me; and he who receives me receives HIM who sent me.”
Elkanah just stood there looking perplexed, when suddenly, a hard
finger from above dug into his back and muttered, as irritated words
sounded in his ears. “Get back to work!” He turned to see the big man
looking down on him with a great deal of displeasure on his face.
Elkanah managed a weak grin and headed back down the stairs to
the kitchen.
Adah looked at him with annoyance covering her face as she asked,
“Where have YOU been? If you want anymore work here, you had better
try a LOT harder!”
Elkanah muttered a weak apology and asked, “Do you still need
help with the lamb?”

“No, Jephthah has already done that…take these pitchers and fill
the hand‐washing bowls on the table. And hurry—we are running behind.”
Again Elkanah climbed the stairs up to the dining hall. When he
got there, everyone at the table was enjoying a cup of the non‐ritual wine.
Y’shua was at the center of the long, low table, and all the men were
reclining around it with him. To his right, very close to him, sat a boy of
sixteen or seventeen who, every so often, would lay his head on Y’shua’s
chest, as a young son leans his head on his father’s chest. Y’shua would hug
him warmly.
Elkanah moved around the table as he poured water into the bowls
as neatly as he could. He didn’t even know why he was being so careful—it
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just seemed important.
When he finished, he looked toward Y’shua who nodded to him
and smiled a warm smile as if he knew him. It made Elkanah feel a little
uneasy.
It was now time for the first blessing; the Kiddush, or prayer of
sanctification. Everyone at the table put down the non‐ritual wine cup and
waited for Y’shua to speak.
He lifted his face and his voice to the heavens as he proclaimed,
“Blessed are you, O Lord our God, king of the universe, who has created
the fruit of the vine…and you, O Lord our God, have given us festival days
for joy, this feast of the unleavened bread, the time of our deliverance in
remembrance of the departure from Egypt. Blessed are you, O Lord our
God, who has kept us alive, sustained us, and enabled us to enjoy this
season.”
He continued. “I am the LORD, and I will bring you out from
under the yoke of the Egyptians.”
Y’shua filled the first of the ritual cups with wine from the one of
the vessels marked “ritual wine.” Y’shua put the cup to his lips and
swallowed the contents, as did his men. He put down the empty cup and
picked up the hand washing bowl. His men followed his lead. He poured
first over his right hand three times, then his left three times, using up all
the water. He then dried his hands on the napkin and recited, “Blessed are
You, HaShem, our God, King of the universe, who sanctifies us through His
commandments and commanded us concerning the elevation of the
hands.”
The karpas was next. Y’shua took some of the bitter herbs and
dunked them into the small vessel of vinegar. He dipped the bitter herbs
together with the boy on his right, and then passed them on down the table.
After all the men had partaken of the karpas, Elkanah and the other the
workers swooped in like vultures and cleared all food from the table.
Y’shua poured the second cup of the ritual wine into the second cup and
put it on the table, not yet drinking it.
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141
“Why is This Night?”
Y’shua smiled kindly and looked at the teenager seated to his right.
He said, “John,” to which the boy smiled in return and replied, “Why is this
night different from all other nights? On all other nights we eat leavened or
unleavened bread, but this night only unleavened bread. On all other
nights we eat all kinds of herbs, but this night only bitter herbs. Why do we
dip the herbs twice? On all other nights we eat meat roasted, stewed, or
boiled, but on this night why only roasted meat?”
Y’shua smiled and looked around to those at the table. To this he
replied, “Brothers and fathers, listen to me! The God of glory appeared to
our father Abraham while he was still in the land of Ur of the Chaldeans,
before he lived in Haran. ‘Leave your country and your people,’ HaShem
said, ‘and go to the land I will show you.’

“So he left the land of the Chaldeans and settled in Haran. After the
death of his father, HaShem sent him to this land where you are now living.
He gave him no inheritance here, not even a foot of ground. But HaShem
promised him that he and his descendants after him would possess the
land, even though at that time Abraham had no child. HaShem spoke to
him in this way: ‘Your descendants will be strangers in a country not their
own, and they will be enslaved and mistreated four hundred years. But I
will punish the nation they serve as slaves,’ HaShem said, ‘and afterward
they will come out of that country and worship me in this place.’ Then he
gave Abraham the covenant of circumcision. And Abraham became the
father of Isaac and circumcised him eight days after his birth. Later Isaac
became the father of Jacob, and Jacob became the father of the twelve
patriarchs.
Because the patriarchs were jealous of Joseph, they sold him as a
slave into Egypt. But HaShem was with him and rescued him from all his
troubles. He gave Joseph wisdom and enabled him to gain the goodwill of
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Pharaoh, king of Egypt, so he made him ruler over Egypt and his entire
palace.
Then a famine struck all Egypt and Canaan, bringing great
suffering, and our fathers could not find food. When Jacob heard that there
was grain in Egypt, he sent our fathers on their first visit. On their second
visit, Joseph told his brothers who he was, and Pharaoh learned about
Joseph’s family. After this, Joseph sent for his father Jacob and his whole
family, seventy‐five in all. Then Jacob went down to Egypt, where he and
our fathers died. Their bodies were brought back to Shechem and placed in
the tomb that Abraham had bought from the sons of Hamor at Shechem for
a certain sum of money.
As the time drew near for HaShem to fulfill his promise to
Abraham, the number of our people in Egypt greatly increased. Then
another king, who knew nothing about Joseph, became ruler of Egypt. He
dealt treacherously with our people and oppressed our forefathers by
forcing them to throw out their newborn babies so that they would die.
At that time Moses was born, and he was no ordinary child. For
three months he was cared for in his father’s house. When he was placed
outside, Pharaoh’s daughter took him and brought him up as her own son.
Moses was educated in all the wisdom of the Egyptians and was powerful
in speech and action.
When Moses was forty years old, he decided to visit his fellow
Israelites. He saw one of them being mistreated by an Egyptian, so he went
to his defense and avenged him by killing the Egyptian. Moses thought that
his own people would realize that HaShem was using him to rescue them,
but they did not. The next day Moses came upon two Israelites who were
fighting. He tried to reconcile them by saying, ‘Men, you are brothers; why
do you want to hurt each other?’
But the man who was mistreating the other pushed Moses aside
and said, ‘Who made you ruler and judge over us? Do you want to kill me
as you killed the Egyptian yesterday?’ When Moses heard this, he fled to
Midian, where he settled as a foreigner and had two sons.
After forty years had passed, an angel appeared to Moses in the
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flames of a burning bush in the desert near Mount Sinai. When he saw this,
he was amazed at the sight. As he went over to look more closely, he heard
the Lord’s voice: ‘I am the God of your fathers, the God of Abraham, Isaac
and Jacob.’ Moses trembled with fear and did not dare to look.
Then the Lord said to him, ‘Take off your sandals; the place where
you are standing is holy ground. I have indeed seen the oppression of my
people in Egypt. I have heard their groaning and have come down to set
them free. Now come, I will send you back to Egypt.’
This is the same Moses whom they had rejected with the words,
‘Who made you ruler and judge?’ He was sent to be their ruler and
deliverer by HaShem himself, through the angel who appeared to him in
the bush. He led them out of Egypt and did wonders and miraculous signs
in Egypt, at the Red Sea and for forty years in the desert.
This is that Moses who told the Israelites, ‘HaShem will send you a
prophet like me from your own people.’ He was in the assembly in the
desert, with the angel who spoke to him on Mount Sinai, and with our
fathers; and he received living words to pass on to us.”
There was a small yet stern voice at Elkanah’s side and it startled
him. It was the boy who had been attached to Jephthah’s leg earlier—one of
his sons.

“C’mon,” he said, “We have to bring in the rest of the food! If you
keep going so slow you will make my daddy angry—he has paid a lot
money for your help, so you have to hurry up!”
They went back down the stairs and were handed platters of hot
lamb, charoseth and bitter herbs. As they turned to go back up, Adah and a
teen‐aged girl who looked a lot like her went up the stairs with more water
for the hand washing bowls.
Even before they reached the top steps, the sounds of prayer to
HaShem echoed in their ears: “Praise the LORD… Praise, O ye servants of
the LORD, praise the name of the LORD! PRAISE YOU, LORD…let the
name of the LORD be praised, both now and forevermore! PRAISE YOU,
LORD …from the rising of the sun to the place where it sets, the name of
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the LORD is to be praised! PRAISE YOU, LORD …the LORD is exalted
over all the nations, his glory above the heavens! PRAISE YOU, LORD
…who is like the LORD our God, the One who sits enthroned on high?
PRAISE YOU, LORD …who stoops down to look on the heavens and the
earth? PRAISE YOU, LORD …HE raises the poor from the dust and lifts the
needy from the ash heap…PRAISE YOU, LORD…HE seats them with
princes, with the princes of their people. PRAISE YOU, LORD…He settles
the barren woman in her home as a happy mother of children. PRAISE
THE LORD…PRAISE YOU, LORD!”
The boy, along with Elkanah, moved cautiously toward the table
where Y’shua and his men sat worshiping with eyes closed and hands
raised above their heads and pushing into the air. The two placed the
platters on the table and backed away slowly. As the prayers continued, the
women slipped in between raised hands and gently rocking bodies to again
fill the hand washing bowls.
Y’shua continued, “When Israel came out of Egypt, the house of
Jacob from a people of foreign tongue…PRAISE YOU, LORD…Judah
became God’s sanctuary, Israel his dominion! PRAISE YOU, LORD …The
sea looked and fled, the Jordan turned back! PRAISE YOU LORD…The
mountains skipped like rams, the hills like lambs! PRAISE YOU,
LORD…Why was it, O sea, that you fled, O Jordan, that you turned back?
PRAISE YOU, LORD…You mountains, that you skipped like rams, you
hills, like lambs? PRAISE YOU, LORD! Tremble, O earth, at the presence of
the Lord, at the presence of the God of Jacob… PRAISE YOU, LORD…who
turned the rock into a pool, the hard rock into springs of water! PRAISE
YOU, LORD…PRAISE YOU, LORD!”
Y’shua opened his eyes as he lowered his hands. He poured wine
into the second ritual cup and prayed, “Blessed are you, O Lord our God,
king of the universe, who has created the fruit of the vine…”
He lifted his face to the heavens and again proclaimed, “I will
deliver you from their bondage.” He and the others around the table lifted
their glasses and swallowed the wine.
Again Y’shua reached for the hand‐washing bowl and in the same
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manner poured water over his hands and dried them on a fresh towel, as
did everyone else at the table.
Without interruption he recited a blessing over the bread; “Blessed
are You, HaShem, our God, King of the universe, who brings forth bread
from the earth. Blessed are you, O Lord our God, King of the universe, who
has sanctified us with your commandments, and commanded us to eat
unleavened bread.”
Immediately, he broke the unleavened bread. He and John dipped
it together in the charoseth and bitter herbs. Smiling at each other, Y’shua
and John both popped the bite into their mouths at the same time, starting
the meal.
There was a great deal of merriment and conversation during the
meal. Laughter rang through the room and there was much clatter as plates
were shifted and moved around the table.
Everyone was having a good time except the man who sat to the
left of Y’shua. Shards of curly black hair peaked out from under a roughly
woven turban and connected to a shiny black beard. He was lean and
sinewy with a serious air. Pensive eyes darted around without really
seeming to focus on anything in particular. He was wrestling with some
unpleasant thoughts; you could tell by his eyes. On the table to one side of
him was a small lockbox that his fingers absently caressed.
Elkanah and the rest of the servers were kept busy bringing more
food and keeping the vessels that held the non‐ritual wine full. It was hard
work, mostly done at a fast walk. His legs ached as he charged up and
down the stairs. The weight of the many trays and jugs made his shoulders
sore too.
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142
“The New Covenant”
After the meal was mostly through, Y’shua poured the third cup of
ritual wine just as Elkanah came back up the stairs and into the room.
Instead of voicing the prayer that went with it, Y’shua said to them, “With
fervent desire I have most wanted to eat this Passover with you before I
suffer; for I say to you, I will no longer eat of it until it is fulfilled in the
kingdom of God.” The men were confused; you could tell by their faces. So
was Elkanah.
Y’shua’s eyes moved warmly around the table at his men. He
picked up a another cup, gave thanks and said, “Take this and divide it
among yourselves; for I say to you, I will not drink of the fruit of the vine
until the kingdom of God comes.”
He raised his eyes and spoke. “Blessed are you, O Lord our God,
King of the universe, who brings forth bread from the earth. Blessed are
you, O Lord our God, King of the universe, who has sanctified us with your
commandments, and commanded us to eat unleavened bread.”
Y’shua took a piece of bread, broke it into many pieces, and gave it
to them, saying, “This is my body which is given for you; do this in
remembrance of me.”
Trembling fingers passed the bread from hand to hand and fed the
small pieces into bewildered faces. Quiet mumbling like far‐off sounds
wafted around the room.
Y’shua put what was left of that piece of bread on a small plate and
took up the ritual wine, saying, “This cup is the new covenant in my blood,
which is shed for you.” He passed it first to John and it went around the
table from man to man. Their faces became more confused as the cup
traveled. Finally, it stopped back near Y’shua’s right hand between him and
the sinewy man.
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Y’shua’s voice became even more earnest as he continued speaking.
“But behold, the hand of my betrayer is with me on the table.” The sinewy
man’s face paled a couple of shades as he slowly drew his hand into his lap
hoping no one would notice.
Y’shua didn’t try to draw any attention to him but just continued.
“And truly the Son of Man goes as it has been determined, but woe to that
man by whom he is betrayed!”
Then they began to question among themselves, which of them it
was who would do this thing.
Shortly after this, there arose a quarrel among them, as to which of
them should be thought of as the greatest. And he said to them, “The kings
of the Gentiles exercise lordship over them, and those who exercise
authority over them are called ‘benefactors.’ But not so among you; on the
contrary, he who is greatest among you let him be as the younger, and he
who governs as he who serves. For who is greater, he who sits at the table,
or he who serves? Is it not he who sits at the table? Yet I am among you as
the one who serves.”
Elkanah stood near a corner with the rest of the family of servants.
He just stared with great astonishment. As they all waited to clear the table,
Elkanah’s eyes shifted between the piece of bread on the small plate and on
the cup of wine at Y’shua’s elbow. There was an uncomfortable longing in
him and he didn’t know why.
Y’shua’s voice rang in his ears. “But you are those who have
continued with me in my trials. And I bestow upon you a kingdom, just as
my father bestowed one upon me, that you may eat and drink at my table
in my kingdom, and sit on thrones judging the twelve tribes of Israel.”
There was wonder in every face at the table—except one who was more
concerned with his thoughts than with what was going on around him.
Y’shua again lifted his eyes to the ceiling and prayed, “The name of
the Lord be blessed from now until eternity. Let us bless him of whose gifts
we have partaken: Blessed be our God of whose gifts we have partaken,
and by whose goodness we exist.”
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Y’shua reached for the pitcher of wine and poured some into the
third cup. He passed the vessel around the table, and when everyone’s cup
was filled, prayed “Blessed are you, O Lord our God, king of the universe,
who has created the fruit of the vine.”
He lifted his cup and proclaimed, “I will redeem you with an
outstretched arm and with great judgments.” They all lifted their cups and
drank.
Y’shua took the fourth cup and filled it as did the rest of those at
the table. The sinewy man had to be nudged out of his trance by the elbow
of the man seated to his right.
Everyone lifted their glass and prayed, “Blessed are you, O Lord
our God, king of the universe, who has created the fruit of the vine.”
Y’shua spoke, saying, “Then I will take you as my people, and I
will be your God; and you shall know that I am the Lord your God, who
brought you out from under the burdens of the Egyptians.” He raised his
hands to the ceiling and started to sing, as did all the others.

“Not to us, O LORD, not to us but to your name be the glory,
because of your love and faithfulness. Why do the nations say, ‘Where is
their God?’ Our God is in heaven; He does whatever pleases Him.
But their idols are silver and gold, made by the hands of men. They
have mouths, but cannot speak, eyes, but they cannot see; they have ears,
but cannot hear, noses, but they cannot smell; they have hands, but cannot
feel, feet, but they cannot walk; nor can they utter a sound with their
throats. Those who make them will be like them, and so will all who trust
in them. O house of Israel, trust in the Lord—He is their help and shield. O
house of Aaron, trust in the Lord—He is their help and shield. You who
fear him trust in the Lord—He is their help and shield.
The Lord remembers us and will bless us: He will bless the house
of Israel, He will bless the house of Aaron, and he will bless those who fear
the Lord— small and great alike.
May the Lord make you increase, both you and your children. May
you be blessed by the Lord, the Maker of heaven and earth.

619

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

The highest heavens belong to the Lord, but the earth he has given
to man. It is not the dead who praise the Lord, those who go down to
silence; it is we who extol the Lord, both now and forevermore. Praise the
Lord.
I love the Lord, for he heard my voice; he heard my cry for mercy.
Because he turned his ear to me, I will call on him as long as I live. The
cords of death entangled me, the anguish of the grave came upon me; I was
overcome by trouble and sorrow.
Then I called on the name of the Lord: ‘O Lord, save me!’ He is
gracious and righteous; our God is full of compassion. The Lord protects
the simple‐hearted; when I was in great need, he saved me. Be at rest once
more, O my soul, for the Lord has been good to you. For you, O Lord, have
delivered my soul from death, my eyes from tears, my feet from stumbling,
that I may walk before the Lord in the land of the living.
I believed; therefore I said, ‘I am greatly afflicted.’ And in my
dismay I said, ‘All men are liars.’ How can I repay the Lord for all his
goodness to me? I will lift up the cup of salvation and call on the name of
the Lord. I will fulfill my vows to the LORD in the presence of all his
people. Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of his saints. O Lord,
truly I am your servant; I am your servant, the son of your maidservant;
You have freed me from my chains. I will sacrifice a thank offering to you
and call on the name of the Lord. I will fulfill my vows to the Lord in the
presence of all his people, in the courts of the house of the Lord —in your
midst, O Jerusalem.”
As the singing proceeded, the sinewy man edged his way toward
the door and down the stairs, looking over his shoulder as he moved.

“Praise the Lord. Praise the Lord, all you nations; extol him, all you
peoples. For great is his love toward us, and the faithfulness of the Lord
endures forever. Praise the Lord. Give thanks to the Lord, for he is good;
his love endures forever. Let Israel say: ‘His love endures forever.’ Let the
house of Aaron say: ‘His love endures forever.’ Let those who fear the Lord
say: ‘His love endures forever.’ In my anguish I cried to the Lord, and he
answered by setting me free. The Lord is with me; I will not be afraid. What
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can man do to me? The Lord is with me; he is my helper. I will look in
triumph on my enemies.”
Elkanah fidgeted over by the corner with Jephthah and the rest of
the workers. The whole ceremony seemed so complicated and was taking
so long. He thought to himself, How could all these rituals and rites bring
anyone closer to HaShem? Is there not a better way?
The Psalm ended and everyone who was left stood up and drifted
toward the stairs, giving their “Thank yous” to their hosts as they went.
Y’shua ambled toward Jephthah and they hugged each other as he
motioned for Cephas, who put a silver coin into the hand of the giant. Joy
mixed with shock filled the giant’s face as he threw his arms around the big
man and nearly lifted him of the ground. With that the men turned to go.
Elkanah again spotted the piece of bread and the cup of wine and
was about to grab them when he was cut off by Jephthah. “The women can
take care of this. Let us go back down to the kitchen. The lamb spit needs to
be cleaned and the fire pit cleaned out.”
Elkanah tried to quickly come up with some reason to get to the
table, but his mind went blank. He watched vacantly as the women
swooped in and started clearing the tables. They moved so fast that soon all
the cups and plates were mixed up to the point where it was impossible to
tell what was what. As Elkanah continued to watch the women, Jephthah
looked down at him and growled, “Move! What am I paying you for,
anyway?”
That was it. Elkanah glared up at the big man and spat out, “YOU
ARE PAYING ME FOR NOTHING! WHATEVER YOU PAID BENAIAH
FOR MY SERVICES, THIS SHOULD COVER IT!”
At that, pulled out his purse, snatched a silver coin out of it and
grabbed the giant’s hand. He slammed the coin into it, spun around and
headed for the stairs.
Jephthah looked down at the coin. Shock and confusion washed
over his face. “He called to Elkanah’s back “…but this is enough to hire
three men for a week!”
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Elkanah just shouted into the air, “JUST KEEP IT!”
The giant spoke softly to himself, saying, “If he has this kind of
money to throw around, why would he need hire himself out?” He put
both coins into the same hand and jingled them together. They made a
pleasant sound, but it soured in his ears as he grumbled, “This is not right!”
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143
“Motion”
It was late when Elkanah got back to the inn. It was dark in the
hallway as he strode past the kitchen and up the stairs to the door of the
room where he and Jori stayed. He opened the door quietly and slowly
looked inside. The battered oil lamp burned on the low table, but the room
was empty. He went in and leaned against the wall by the window and
looked out to the street below. After a few minutes a group of men
wandered by, stopped, spoke among themselves for a moment, and broke
up, going their separate ways.
Elkanah looked hard for a long minute before he knew they were
Y’shua and his men. It seemed that they all went in different directions
except Y’shua, the big man Cephas, and the teenaged John. They drifted
toward the outskirts of the city in the direction of the Mount of Olives.
For a moment, he thought about following them, but then a quiet
scuffling sounded behind him and he turned to see Jori. The big man
looked irritated as he whispered with exasperation in his voice, “Where
have you been? It is almost time!”
He came and stood next to his cousin. The annoyance left as he
looked at Elkanah sadly. Quietly he said, “We have to try and make peace
between you and Abelia. This problem is really hurting Adiella—and the
rest of the family.” As he finished speaking, Jori pulled back a little, looking
wary; as if he expected Elkanah to start yelling.
His cousin just sighed and looked sympathetic. “I know that this is
a bad situation, cousin, but I am not the cause of her anger. I am just
someone to yell at. She hates the fact that Adiella loves you and that you
are to be married. I’m afraid she would not be happy unless the whole
thing was called off. And that is not going to happen because of the baby.”

“And,” Jori proclaimed, “because I love her!”
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Elkanah laid a callused hand on his cousin’s broad shoulder,
smiled a small, one‐sided grin, and said, “Once this is over things might
change. We will have the money‐lending business back, so we will no
longer have to steal. Abelia will not like where we got the money to start it,
but maybe in time her memory might dim a bit.”
Jori shrugged and murmured, “I have never known a woman’s
memory to dim much, but perhaps…”
Elkanah suggested, “We had better get ready to go…it is starting to
get late.” Jori nodded and they both moved away from the window and
over to the chest where they kept their things. Lifting the lid, they took out
the two cloaks with the hidden deep pockets. They stripped off the ones
they were wearing and put them into the chest.
Jori slipped his big square hand down inside the chest along the
side and came up with his club.
Elkanah whispered, “Have you got anything in there for me?”
Jori thought a minute, then answered, “Only this,” pulling up one
of their old, thick‐bladed dagger, “but I do not think this is that kind of job.
After all, we are not going to kill anyone.”
Elkanah smirked and sharply remarked, “No—just cave their
heads in!” He reached his hand out and ordered, “Give!”
Jori shrugged again, handed the knife to him and said, “As you
wish…”
They both strapped on their weapons and pulled the cloaks on over
them. Jori plucked the small rock off the low table. He grinned, tossed it
into the air, caught it and put it in his pocket. He reached into the chest
again and pulled out the bag with the keys. It went into a different pocket.
Elkanah looked at his cousin and asked, “When do we get going?”
Jori ambled over to his cushion and sat down. He stretched,
yawned, and said, “We have a little time yet. I do not want to go until the
third watch.”
Jori leaned back as Elkanah nodded and drifted back over to the
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window. He looked down on the street as if he expected to see something.
A “pssst” sound came from over his shoulder and he turned to see
Jori motioning him over. He wandered over to the low table and plunked
himself down on a dirty cushion that had a burst‐out seam. A combination
of old rags and dirty straw stuck out haphazardly and made Elkanah
squirm around until he got comfortable.
Jori leaned over the table and whispered, “You never did say
where you went tonight.”
Elkanah grinned his small one‐sided grin and said, “You would not
believe me if I told you!”

“Try me.”
Elkanah snickered as he spoke, “I went to work!”
Jori’s face curled with confusion. “Work…you? Where…HOW?”

“Do you remember the hall where we saw that giant?”
“You mean that big monstrosity of a house we followed Y’shua’s
men to?”
Elkanah nodded.
How did you end up there?”

“Purely coincidental.” Elkanah stated whimsically and he related
the story of his first Passover.
As Elkanah spoke the look of wonder on Jori’s face grew only more
intense. When his cousin finished, Jori could only say, “Cousin, some very
strange things happen to you!”
The sardonic grin returned as Elkanah nodded again.
He got up and ambled back over to his place against the wall by
the window. Something in the moonlight moving on the street caught the
corner of his eye. He turned to see a squad of temple guards carrying
torches and swords marching in the same direction Y’shua, Cephas and
John had gone earlier.
As he looked, the sinewy man from the Passover feast stepped out
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of the shadows and joined the group. They stopped and engaged in a short,
but animated conversation and then walked on. An ache started in the pit
of Elkanah’s stomach. He tried to shrug it off, but it was there to stay.
Jori got up and drifted over to the pile of dirty straw covered with a
worn blanket that passed for a bed. He yawned and stretched. “I am going
to lay down for a while. That ritual wine made me tired even though I did
not drink that much.” He smirked and chided at his cousins back, “What
about you ‘working man’…are you not tired after your ‘shift’?”
Elkanah barely heard him. There was trouble in the air… he could
feel it. Once he realized that Jori was talking to him, he turned and
answered, “Huh? Oh, no…I feel fine. If you fall asleep, I’ll wake you in a
couple of hours.”
Jori’s smirk stayed put as he teased, “See that you do!” But his
cousin’s attention was back at the window.
Jori just shook his head at Elkanah’s back, lie down and shut his
eyes. Soon a gentle snoring filled Elkanah’s ears as his mind raced, trying to
figure out if the squad of guards was going after Y’shua and why.
He paced and fidgeted as his stomach churned. He worried over
what might be going on even though he didn’t really know what it was. He
had almost decided to go and find out when he looked out the window
again and realized that the moon had moved about two hours’ worth.
Moving over to the bed, he used his foot to nudge his cousin, who
snorted and snuffled as he awoke. “C’mon,” Elkanah snapped. “It is time to
go!”
Jori frowned as he rubbed his eyes. He growled, “What the ———
— is wrong with you?”
There was an overwhelming sadness on his face as Elkanah
answered, “I think the temple guards are out to get Y’shua. I saw a man
who ate the Passover with him lead a squad of them out of town in the
same direction he went!”
Jori smirked and commented, “So? What is a squad of temple
guards to ‘Messiah’?” His voice was filled with sarcasm as he spoke. “He
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could probably just speak and they would all fall over backwards!”
The frown was back on Elkanah’s face as he stared into Jori’s eyes.
There where a million things he thought to say, but he just growled back,
“C’mon…we have work to do!”
Jori snickered as he pulled his huge body up and followed his
cousin out the door. “You know, if those guards are after Y’shua, there will
be less for us to deal with at the temple!”
Elkanah didn’t look back. He just grunted and kept walking.
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144
“The Job”
A brittle sliver of moon stared down on the cousins as they made
their way across town to the temple, the slap of their steps echoing on the
paving stones as they went. Nearing the temple they moved in close to the
walls to take advantage of the shadows.
Soon they found the alleyway that fronted on the side door
Nicodemus led them out of. Looking around to make sure they were
unseen, they dodged quickly into the dark corridor.
Jori turned to Elkanah and whispered, “Keep an eye out!” His
cousin nodded and looked up and down the alley toward the dim light at
either end.
The ring of heavy keys slipped into Jori’s hand. The one that fit the
lock slipped in and clicked as he turned it. The heavy door glided open
with only the smallest of sounds as the cousins ducked inside.
Jori reversed the key in the door and slowly pushed it closed again.
He turned it until it made a loud click. He winced at the sound and looked
over his shoulder at Elkanah, who was peering down the dimly lit corridor,
waiting for something to happen.
When nothing did, the cousins looked at each other and let out
small sighs. Elkanah motioned with his head and Jori nodded. Moving as
silently as they could, they traveled down the hallway toward the treasury.
A mist of nervous perspiration formed on the cousins’ bodies as
they slowly moved along the dim hallway. They walked on the balls of
their feet so as to make no noise. It seemed to take forever to make any
progress. From corridor to corridor, from left turn to right turn, they
peeked around the corners to make sure they remained unseen. They
listened for any noise, but they heard nothing…nothing at all.
Arriving at the deep cut of a recessed doorway, Jori motioned to
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Elkanah as he stepped in. Moving close, he whispered into his cousin’s ear,
“It looks like no one is standing guard at all tonight. This may be easier
than we thought!”
Elkanah whispered back, “Are you sure one of those keys will get
us into the treasury?”

“I do not see why not; the locks in the temple in Nazareth and in
this one were made here. Why would they make them all different?” Jori
paused for a moment and then stated, “But if they are not the same, we
have wasted our time. We cannot break through that bronze door.”
He looked down the hallway into the dimness and muttered,
“C’mon…we are taking too long.” They peeked out of the doorway, took a
look in both directions, and then continued toward the treasury.
They walked, trying to be as silent as they could. Elkanah looked
all around him. The corridors were all alike. It felt like they were walking
for hours, and he was feeling a little panicky. He tapped Jori on the
shoulder. His cousin startled a little and turned quickly. “What?” he hissed.

“Are you sure you we are going in the right direction? All these
corridors look the same!”
Jori shot his cousin an irritated look and grumbled quietly, “Did
you expect them to be painted different colors like that hall you worked at
earlier? Or maybe to have signs for all the thieves that say, ‘This way to the
treasury’?”
Elkanah grinned sheepishly and just shrugged his shoulders.
Jori smiled and patted his cousin on the shoulder and spoke to him
in soothing tones. “We are almost there, Cousin. Do not be troubled.” He
motioned with his hand and again they drifted down the long hallway.
As they reached the end, they heard soft voices in the air. They
both slowly peeked around the corner and saw the recessed portal where
the treasury doors were. There was a lot of light shining into the corridor as
though many torches were lit inside it. They quietly moved along, their
backs to the wall, until they got close to the recessed area.

629

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

A grumbling voice muttered, “Every Passover the same thing—I
stand here all night and wait for nothing to happen!” There was a pause
before the voice continued. “I am not a young man anymore—they could
put anyone here! Why must I do this?”
Sounds of exasperation were followed by, “I know why. Because I
do not fawn over the officers like that bootlicker Zimri! Maybe I should kill
him…or better yet, I could secretly make some trouble and find a way to
blame it on him! Then he would be standing here all night and not me!”
The cousins smiled gleefully at each other as it occurred to them
that it wasn’t two voices, but only the sound of one man talking to himself.
Jori pulled the rock from his pocket and handed it to Elkanah. He
reached his hand under his cloak again and the “family heirloom” jumped
into it. He motioned for his cousin to toss the rock as he wrapped the thong
of the club around the wrist of his bad right hand.
The guard continued to mutter to himself as Jori nodded to
Elkanah. His cousin tossed the rock over Jori’s head with a flick of the wrist
and it landed down the corridor on the other side of the portal.
The carping voice went silent and for a long moment nothing
happened; no sound was made, and nothing moved. The cousins looked at
each other with confusion, then turned their eyes back toward the portal
and continued to wait. It was a long time before they heard a soft scuffling
of feet on the smooth stone floor.
Suddenly, the back of a head poked out from the portal. What they
saw startled them. Expecting to see a frail older guard, they were surprised
to find a very large, burly one instead. His hair was gray, but he was tall
and his arms and legs were muscular and strong. His leather armor shined
in the light of the torches. His sword was sheathed in his belt, but he
carried a thick, wicked‐looking spear.
Jori turned and looked with disdain at his cousin, who shot him a
cockeyed grin and motioned for him to move on the guard. Jori just
shrugged and looked back in that direction. Slowly and as quietly as he
could, he tiptoed toward the guard with his club in the air.
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Right around the time Elkanah was wondering if the guard was
really fooled by the rock, the large man spun around and slammed Jori
along side his head with the spear. As Jori hit the floor, the guard put his
hand at the side of his mouth and drew breath to yell for back up.
Without even thinking about it the old, thick‐bladed dagger
jumped into Elkanah’s hand and it went flying. It stuck into the guard’s
throat with a gush of blood. Surprise covered his face as the guard fell to
his knees and then on his face. The spear rolled out of his fingers and he
didn’t move anymore.
Jori pushed himself up onto his elbow and put a hand to his head
as he gritted his teeth. It was a while before he said anything, but when he
did, it was “This is bad—VERY bad!”
Elkanah had to agree. A charge of murder would now be added to
thievery if they were caught. A thick pool of blood covered a good part of
the stone floor. If anyone came by…

“Let us get this over with and get out of here!” Elkanah muttered
as he drug Jori to his feet.
Jori untied the club from his wrist and pulled the keys from his
pocket. “Here…take these and try the lock. I need to rest a moment…”

“Do not take too long…” Elkanah cautioned. “I doubt we have that
much time!”
Key after key failed to turn the lock on the heavy bronze doors.
Elkanah growled “If this is all for nothing…” There was just one left. He
fitted it into the lock and there was a loud click and two sighs of relief.

“Help me with this door!”
Stubborn hinges creaked and bucked as the heavy doors slowly
opened. Elkanah snatched a torch off the wall and the cousins looked inside
at more treasure than either one of them had ever seen.

“C’mon,” Elkanah whispered, “We have to move fast!”
Jori opened one of the chests and grabbed a bag of coins out. He
went to stuff it into one of the hidden pockets of his cloak, but it was too
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big. He grabbed another one, but the same thing happened.

“Hey,” he whispered, “These bags are too big to fit in my
pockets…are you finding any smaller ones?” He turned to look at his
cousin who was trying vainly to get a bag into one of his pockets. There
was a timid grin on Elkanah’s face, but his eyes were filled with fright. He
just shook his head.
Jori looked around and murmured, “We better just grab a chest
and get out of here as fast as we can!”
Elkanah grimaced and said in a hushed tone, “These chests are
heavy with gold. Traveling with one will slow us down a lot…maybe we
should just grab a couple of bags each and get out of here!”
Jori frowned and growled, “A couple of bags each will do no good;
there is no way we could restart the business with just that meager amount!
C’mon…let us take this small one and go!”
Both cousins grunted as they grabbed a handle and lifted the chest.
“Even this small one weighs like lead!” Elkanah grumbled.
Jori growled back, “Just shut up and move—we have to get out of
here!”
Elkanah went first as they went out past the body of the big guard
and down the hallway in the direction of Nicodemus’ room. Surprisingly, it
didn’t seem to take very long.
He poked his head around the corner just in time to see
Nicodemus’s back as he shut the door and purposefully strode down the
corridor growling something unintelligible. There was a much younger
Pharisee following him and having a lot of trouble keeping up.
Elkanah’s face twisted into a pondering grimace as the remnant of
a half‐completed thought fluttered through his mind. It was gone almost
before he knew it. He motioned with his head to Jori and they continued
along to the door.
As they softly put the chest down, Jori turned to his cousin and put
a finger to his lips. He tried the door. It was locked.
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Elkanah looked panicky again, but Jori pulled out the keys and
tried one of them in the lock. Nothing. He tried another one and it clicked
open. He kissed the keys and put them back in his pocket. They picked up
the chest, moved inside and closed the door. Elkanah moved forward and
prowled around for the table with the lamp on it.
He thought to himself, It is so dark in here! All at once something
vague entered his mind— an old forgotten memory. For a brief moment he
was a small boy again clenched to his mother’s breast. He saw the pink and
orange of the sky as the sun set through the wood‐lined slot of a narrow
window. He stepped blindly into the old, beat‐up table and it bumped
against the wall.
Jori shushed him as he flailed around for the lamp and the flint. He
patted around on the tabletop and finally found them. He struck it once as
a flash of light illuminated the room and was gone just as quickly. He
struck it again and it flamed up, throwing a soft light around into the room.
Jori looked at his cousin’s face and instead of a grin saw a scared,
shamefaced expression.

“What is it, Cousin?”
Elkanah said nothing. He just turned toward the wall and started
moving his hands over the rough surface looking for anything that might
open it. It went on for quite a while, but he found nothing.
There was a tone of panic in his voice as Jori repeated, “Cousin,
what is it? What is wrong?”

“This is not the right room.”
The panicky tone in Jori’s voice increased. “No… No, you are
wrong, Cousin… This is the room Nicodemus stays in. It must be—we just
saw him leave!”

“That is not what I mean. I just remembered. There was a window
in the room that is not here now. It should have been on that wall…”
Elkanah stated firmly as he pointed to the wall the small bed was pushed
against.
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“The sun was going down and I could see all the colors in the sky.”
He sat down on the bed and looked around at the meager surroundings.
There was sorrow on his face as he muttered, “But that was all so long
ago—another lifetime!”
Jori’s face was an ashen mask of horror. “His lips trembled as he
tried to speak, but nothing came out. He lunged toward the wall and
feverishly patted it down, trying vainly to open it. His fingers went along
the sides; along the top and bottom, but there was nothing there. At last, he
stumbled over to the bed, sat by his cousin and stared at the floor. Elkanah
joined in and they both stared at the floor.
It was a long time—a very long time—before either one of them
spoke. Unexpectedly, a furious grumbling sound came from deep in Jori’s
throat. An angry whisper issued for between Jori’s teeth as he spat out,
“How could this be? You and your mother both said there was a door out
of here in this wall!

“I do not know how this could be unless he no longer uses the
same room.”

“How will we get out now…HOW?”
“The only thing I can think of is to try to go back out the way we
came. If we…”
Jori cut him off. He shook his head violently. “I do not want to get
anywhere near that body. If we are found there, they will kill us on the
spot!”

“Cousin,” Elkanah stated bluntly as he patted Jori on the shoulder,
“we are already dead men. Unless we can get out of here, we have only two
choices; a quick death by sword or spear or a slow death on the cross. If
given a choice, I would rather go quickly.”
Jori stared for a long moment at the door; he was deep in thought.
His eyes narrowed and his brow furrowed. Finally, he asked, “In what part
of this temple do you think we are in? Are we maybe near to the Roman
garrison?”
Elkanah stared at him and muttered, “I think we may be…why?”
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“We could use the bridge that connects the temple to the garrison
to get across and then down to the street. It is still dark…it might get us far
enough from the temple to make a getaway!”
Elkanah looked at Jori in disbelief. “Are you insane? That place is
filled with Roman troops!”

“Who are posted in large numbers throughout the city! It is
Passover, remember? and it is still the middle of the night, so any soldiers
who are there are probably asleep.”

“It is no longer the middle of the night; it is closer to morning now.
This idea scares me…if we are seen it will surely mean death.”

“If we are caught here it will surely mean death. We must make up
our minds soon. We are running out of time!”
Elkanah drew a death breath and let it out slowly. He turned to
look at Jori. His shoulders slumped and his eyes held discouragement, but
his voice was purposeful.

“You are right. We cannot go back the way we came, and there is
no passage through this wall. Getting out through the garrison might work.
Anyway, it looks like our only chance, so we better get going.”
A grin of bogus bravery appeared on Jori’s lips as he patted his
cousin on the shoulder and whispered, “Good. Blow out that lamp and let
us get going.”
Elkanah did just that and they slowly opened the door. They heard
nothing and there was still no one in the corridors, so they took a few steps
down the hallway back the way they came, with Jori leading the way.
Instead of turning right at the corner, they turned left. In a whisper,
Elkanah asked, “Are you sure this is the right way?”
No, but going right will take us back toward the treasury and we
cannot go up that corridor, because Nicodemus and that young Pharisee
went that way. We do not know where this one leads, so this is the way we
go. It is the only way left!”
Elkanah just shrugged his shoulders and the two men started
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moving again. They moved along as the blank stone hallway turned here
and there. Poking their heads around a corner they saw a row of narrow
slots in the stone wall where dim light was coming in. They kept moving
and as they went, they heard voices nearby. As they got closer to the slots,
they found they were angry voices.
Jori turned to his cousin and put a finger to his lips, then motioned
for Elkanah to lower the chest. They put both ends on the floor quietly and
both men rubbed their hands and shoulders.
The cousins crept over to the line of slots that ran from midway up
the wall and looked out into the half‐light. A real smile played along Jori’s
lips as he realized they were over the outer court.

“If we keep going along this corridor” he thought, “we will be at
the garrison in no time!”
Elkanah stared down hard toward the voices, but it was difficult to
see what was going on. When his eyes finally adjusted, what he saw
astonished him.
Elkanah whispered, “Look!”
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145
“Accusation”
Jori seem to awaken from a trance as he opened and shut his eyes
hard. He shook his head a little and stared down into the dimly lit expanse.
Then he saw what his cousin saw. Y’shua stood in chains before an angry
Sanhedrin counsel.
Annas, the high priest, was there with the rest of the arrogant
assembly. He strode over to Y’shua and asked him a question, but there
was so much noise from the counsel, neither cousin could hear what it was.
The crowd went quiet as Y’shua answered him. “I spoke openly to
the world. I always taught in synagogues and in the temple, where the Jews
always meet, and in secret I have said nothing. Why do you ask me? Ask
those who have heard me what I said to them. Indeed they know what I
said.”
One of the officers who stood by struck Y’shua with the palm of his
hand. “Do you answer the high priest like that?”
Y’shua answered him, “If I have spoken evil, bear witness of the
evil; but if well, why do you strike me?”
Nicodemus stepped from the shadows; he looked at Y’shua and
then back at the counsel. He looked angry as he asked in a loud voice,
“Why is this man in chains? What are the charges against him?”
Before anyone could answer, the figure of a gaunt, slightly
hunched over little man entered the room, followed by several men who
looked like locals. Caiaphas announced, “These men will bring the
charges!”
Annas turned in their direction and with a sly grin, ordered,
“Speak then!”
The men looked at each other as if trying to decide who would
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speak first.
Finally one of them pointed a finger at Y’shua and shouted out,
“He said we shouldn’t pay taxes!”
With a look of confusion mixed with disdain, Nicodemus said,
“But I myself saw this man and one of his followers, Cephas, pay the
temple tax!”
The accuser’s face twisted into a surprised grimace as he shot
Caiaphas a fearful look.
Quickly another man hollered, “No…he said we should no pay
taxes to Caesar!”
Annas looked at the first man and asked, “Is that true?” But his
mouth just made soundless motions as his head shot first to Caiaphas, back
at Annas and over to the other man who spoke.
Nicodemus’s voice dripped with sarcasm as he sneered, “What
matter is it even if this man says we should not pay taxes to those dogs!
Pilate himself looted our treasury to pay for his new water system…they
oppress us at every turn! The Romans are no friends of ours!”
It went quiet as a tomb. Embarrassment painted the faces of those
who spoke.
Suddenly, another man shouted, “He said that we should eat his
flesh and drink his blood for the forgiveness of our sins!”
Elkanah was stunned. He thought back to the Passover feast at the
house of Jephthah. He remembered Y’shua’s words: “Take this in
remembrance of me.” His face twisted into an angry grimace. That was not
what Y’shua said!
He stared hard into the dimness below to try and get a better look
at the accuser and realized he’d never seen that man before. He was not
even there…how could he know anything about what was said and what
was not?
Nicodemus asked the man, “Did he say this to you?”
Now the one who accused Y’shua looked embarrassed and a little
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angry. “No…someone told me of this.” he admitted bitterly.

“Where, then, is that man?” Annas asked.
Caiaphas drew breath to speak, but before he could, the man
sputtered out, “He…he is not here!” The Pharisee just shot him a disgusted
glance, rolled his eyes, and shook his head.
Another Pharisee, seeing that the proceedings were going nowhere,
pointed his finger at Y’shua and proclaimed, “But he is inciting the people
with his teaching throughout all Judea, from Galilee where he began even
to here!”
Nicodemus turned to his fellow Pharisee and asked, “How do you
mean? To what does he incite the people? Not to violence, I am sure, for he
speaks of nothing but the love of HaShem!”
The Pharisee’s olive skin turned to the color of parchment as he
struggled to answer Nicodemus’s question.
Elkanah grinned down from their perch above the meeting. Jori
just looked on waiting to see what would happen next.
Finally one of those who had not yet spoken pointed a finger at
Y’shua and said, “This man said, ‘I am able to destroy the temple of God
and to build it in three days.’”
Another man quickly said, “Yes…I heard him say that too!”
Y’shua just stood there and said nothing. Jori thought to himself,
Why does he not speak or defend himself? These men are all
liars…probably paid liars! Anyone could see that!
Caiaphas strode over to Y’shua and said to him, “Do you answer
nothing? What is it these men testify against you?” But Y’shua kept silent.
Caiaphas put his face right into Y’shua’s and hissed, “I put you
under oath by the living God…Tell us if you are Messiah, the Son of God!”
Y’shua smiled and said to him, “It is as you said. Nevertheless, I
say to you, hereafter you will see the Son of Man sitting at the right hand of
the Power, and coming on the clouds of heaven.”
The grin on Caiaphas’ face turned sadistic. He tore his clothes,
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pasted a pain‐stricken expression to his narrow face, spun around to the
rest of the counsel, pointed a twisted, skinny finger at Y’shua and shrilled,
“He has spoken blasphemy! What further need do we have of witnesses?”
Jori muttered to Elkanah saying, “Well, that is that…we better get
going before it gets light!”
Elkanah just waved his hand at him and kept watching. Jori looked
nervous. He shook his head as his eyes darted up and down the corridor.
He let out a deeply drawn breath and tried to be patient.
Caiaphas continued saying, “Look, now you have heard his
blasphemy! What do you think?”
Annas and the rest of the counsel sneered and yelled, “He is
deserving of death.” Then they spat in his face and beat him. Some of the
“witnesses” slapped him open handed.
The guards who held Y’shua mocked him and started to beat him.
They blindfolded him and slammed him in the face, and one asked him,
“Prophesy! Who is the one who struck you?” and they started to drag him
out of the building.

“C’mon,” Jori said. “We can do nothing to help him! If we do not
get out of here soon, we will find ourselves joining him.”
Elkanah had to agree. They picked up the chest and continued
down the hallway, but as they walked, Elkanah’s head continued to turn
toward the row of slots until it was twisted so far back, he almost looked
like an owl. When it couldn’t turn anymore and he could no longer even
see them, he faced forward again and kept walking. He could still hear the
sounds of the beating far down the corridor.
They took one more corner and now the hallway went straight as
far as they could see. It was torch lit only so far and they stared into the
darkness trying to see the end. Elkanah shifted his weight and changed
hands on the small, heavy chest. “I hope this is the right way,” he
grumbled.
Jori twisted his head a little and looked back at his cousin. “Do not
worry,” he whispered in a soothing tone. “I have a good feeling about
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this!” He grinned a small gleeful grin and turned his head back up the
corridor.
The hallway seemed to go on forever. Elkanah continued to shift
hands on the chest several times as they went, but Jori only had the one
good hand. You could hear him grunt as he reached to rub the straining
muscles of his tiring arm. Finally, they got to where the torches stopped. As
they kept walking they realized it was getting lighter. To their right,
another row of window slots looked down on the street.

“We are almost out, Cousin!” Jori exclaimed.
Elkanah looked out at the slowly lightening sky and prodded,
“Keep going! It is getting light and we are not out yet…”
The cousins started to walk faster and after a moment came to an
iron door. Jori grabbed the handle. “Locked!” he muttered. They put the
chest down and Jori grabbed for the ring of keys. None of them fit the lock.
It was different than any one he’d ever seen. “It must be Roman,” he
grumbled. “That means that this door is to the garrison!”
Apprehension filled Elkanah’s voice. “But we are locked in here!
What do we do now?” He looked back down the corridor and back again at
Jori.
For moment they were both silent. Elkanah continued to fret as he
looked down the hallway. He thought They must have found that body by
now…they will be searching for us any time!
Jori was lost in thought. He stood with his hand on his chin and
stared at the floor. Suddenly he began to pat his hands all around the door
and it’s frame. An excited, “Ah‐ha!” issued from his lips as he held up a key
he’d found hidden above the door.
Surprise and glee filled Elkanah’s face as he reached for his end of
the chest.

“Wait—this arm is finished!” Jori whispered as he kneaded the
muscles of his shoulder and triceps. He pulled off the sash that passed for a
belt and used it to secure the chest to his bad hand.
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Slowly opening the door and cautiously stepping out onto the
stone floor of the garrison, they moved into the dimness of the early
morning.

“Look,” Jori whispered, “the bridge is just ahead.”
As they moved toward it, they heard noise from below. The gang
of Pharisees and temple guards were now towing a severely beaten Y’shua
toward the courtyard of the Praetorium. His face and head were swollen
and bloodied. It looked like part of his beard had been yanked out.
Splattered blood covered his robe and dripped from his hair.
Elkanah was appalled, but Jori, with delight in his voice, Jori
uttered, “This is just the distraction we need!” He motioned to his cousin
and they moved as swiftly as they could along the low wall.
They turned a corner and made it to the ramp going down. They
moved as quickly as they could trying not to make any more noise than
possible but the ramp was steep and a little slippery with the morning dew.
Jori turned to his cousin and whispered; “I see the tops of Roman
helmets down there. Slow down a little.”

“Shouldn’t we stop instead?” Elkanah muttered back, as the
topmost third of the Roman’s spears caught his eye.
Jori shook his head and slowed down a little. He was waiting for
something and the timing was important. They were most of the way down
now and if either of the Roman guards turned around, or caught them out
the side of their eye, that would be it. Sweat dripped from Elkanah’s neck
down his back. His face was twisted into a panicked expression.
What is he doing? he thought. This ————— is going to get us
killed!
Just then, a cloud of noise filled their ears. The mob dragging
Y’shua came around the corner shouting a mix of accusations and
profanities. They pushed past the Romans as if they weren’t there and kept
going. That didn’t sit well with the soldiers. They moved away from the
bottom of the ramp to confront the band of temple guards and Pharisees.
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That was exactly what Jori was waiting for. He motioned with his
head to Elkanah and off they went, down the ramp and onto the street.
They moved quickly but not so quickly as to attract attention, or so they
thought.
As the cousins looked back to make sure they weren’t being
followed, they started to pass a row of doorways with signage telling of
foodstuffs and other supplies. As they got to about the middle of them, a
huge figure stepped out of a doorway.
A loud “You!” issued from his lips. Their heads spun around to see
Jephthah, the giant, standing in front of them, a couple of immense satchels
in each hand.
A big grin split his face as bellowed, “I am so glad to see you
again!” His voice could have been heard of the other side of the city. One of
the guards looked over to see what was going on, but was quickly
distracted again by the wrangling crowd.
He dropped the sacks as he reached into his pocket. The giant put
up a finger the size of a tent pole and said just as loudly, “I have something
for you!”
Elkanah looked over his shoulder again. One of the Roman soldiers
was talking to Caiaphas. The two were locked in an argument and shouted
at each other as arms flailed and fingers pointed. The other soldier looked
on with disdain.

“Whatever it is,” Elkanah growled out, “we can come by the hall
and pick it up later. We are in a hurry right now!”
They tried to step around Jephthah, a feat in itself, but he took a
side step in front of them and muttered, “This will only take a moment.
Where is it? I just had it a minute ago!”
Jori sneaked a glance over his shoulder to see that a centurion had
joined the two soldiers in front of the crowd. He was doing most of the
shouting and arm waving now. The noise from the crowd grew louder as
the mob shouted at the three Romans along with Caiaphas and the rest of
the Pharisees.
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Finally the centurion motioned for the mob to follow him. The
noise died down a little as they all moved off. The two soldiers ambled
back to their station at the bottom of the ramp. One of them cast a curious
eye at the three men and the goings‐on down the street.
He turned back to the giant and with a placating smile pasted to his
face said, “I am sorry friend, but we really do have to go. We will come by
your hall later…I promise!” and they tried to step around him the other
way. Jephthah could not be dissuaded. Again the giant moved in front of
them.
He pulled at his robes and vest as he stabbed huge hands into
pocket after pocket, crying loudly, “No! I know I have it! Wait…please! I
know it is here!”
Suddenly the big man’s eyes lit up and he started to laugh. The big
finger went up again and with a flourish, he whisked his garish turban
from his huge head and reached inside. “Ha!” he exclaimed as he snatched
out the silver coin Elkanah had given him only hours before.
He held it out toward Elkanah as he roared, “I could not keep
this…it is just too much money! I fact I owe you!” The whole thing started
over again as the giant lopsidedly plopped the turban back on his big head
and started riffling through his pocket again trying to find his purse.
Elkanah was just about to stop him when the slap of sandals on
paving stones stopped right behind them. The cousins turned around to
find the two Roman soldiers who had been at the bottom of the ramp
standing behind right them.
One of them growled, “What is all this noise about?” The other
took turns glaring at the Hebrew chest and the men who were carrying it.
Sheepish grins painted the cousins’ faces. They looked at each other
through uneasy eyes. Jori’s bad hand was tied to the chest, so he wasn’t
going anywhere fast.
He was about to say something as he rubbed his shoulder and
started to lower the chest, but he was cut off by Jephthah who roared out,
“Oh, this is just one of my workers. I had no chance to pay him last night,
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so I am doing it now!”
One of the Romans growled, “Why do you holler? It is early
morning…too early for all this noise!”
Jephthah looked a little embarrassed. He said in a somewhat
quieter voice, “I apologize… I…”
The other Roman leered at Elkanah then looked down and asked,
“What is in the chest?”
A new bead of sweat trickled down Elkanah’s back. Just as the sun
broke over the city wall, he reached under his robe and pulled out the
bloodied dagger to use on the soldier. An errant beam of sunlight caught
the blade and a glint off the metal caught the soldier’s eye.
The Roman was a professional and Elkanah only an amateur. The
soldier was much too quick for him. He took a step back and jammed the
butt of his spear up between Elkanah’s legs. It hit him hard. His eyes
bulged out like two peeled eggs as the intense pain dropped him to his
knees. He fell to a fetal position and lay moaning on the ground.
The tips of the spears pointed themselves at the throats of Jori and
Jephthah as the soldiers glared at them. A cynical sneer twisted the lips of
one of the soldiers as he asked, “Who wants to be next?”
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146
“Prison”
The only sounds louder in the prison than the moans of the
tormented were the whining of Jephthah. Once the Romans found out what
was in the chest, Jori, Elkanah, and the giant were arrested, beaten, and
thrown into the Roman dungeon. The sounds of desperation were
agonizing. The stench of vomit, urine, and feces was beyond belief.
Looking around the giant whimpered, “What am I doing here? I
have done nothing wrong…” He turned a disappointed eye to Elkanah and
sniveled, “except hire you! If I was not chained to this wall… ” he pulled
halfheartedly at the bronze shackles that restrained his huge ankles. Even
with his great size, you could tell he was a gentle man; not given to
violence. His eyes were sorrowful—not angry or malevolent.
In the half‐light of the prison, Elkanah could see the giant’s swollen
and bloodied face. He actually felt sorry for him. It made his own condition
feel even worse.
He was just about to apologize and console the man when a furious
Jori hollered, “SHUT UP YOU ——————! IF YOU HAD NOT HELD US
UP ON THE STREET TO GIVE US ONE ———— COIN, NONE OF US
WOULD BE HERE NOW! I CANNOT BELIEVE ANYONE COULD BE SO
STUPID!”

“I was just trying to do the right thing.” the giant moaned.
Jori drew breath to keep yelling, but Elkanah stopped him before
he could start. “Cousin, will hollering at this man change anything? We are
where we are!”
Jori’s fury turned on his cousin. His eyes bulged wide in his beaten
face. Anger and disbelief overflowed from every pore and bloody spittle
flew from puffy lips as he ranted, “YOU ARE DEFENDING HIM? ARE
YOU INSANE? THIS MEANS OUR DEATH…DO YOU UNDERSTAND?
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DEATH! WE WILL NOW DIE ON THE CROSS BECAUSE OF THIS
IDIOT!”
Jephthah looked terrified. He sputtered out “T…th…the…cro…”
he couldn’t even get it all out.

“Yes,” Jori sneered, “the CROSS!” His eyes narrowed and a look of
evil that Elkanah had never seen in all their years together edged across his
face. “And I am going to tell the Romans that YOU were the ring leader.”
He glared at the giant as he pointed a shackled hand at Elkanah
and scoffed, “You told the soldiers that he was your hireling…that and my
word should be all it will take to make sure we do not die alone!”
The giant’s face drained of all color. It stayed that way for a
moment then took on a greenish tint. Suddenly Jephthah’s big body started
to convulse. He wrapped his huge arms around his midsection and started
to rock. He hunched over and was silent for a moment. Suddenly his upper
body lurched up in one wrenching movement. His head flung forward and
a retching sound filled the air as vomit spewed from his mouth in a thick
stream. It must have traveled six feet. With that, the big man keeled over in
a dead faint.
Jori started to laugh. And laugh…and laugh…and laugh until his
laughter turned to hysteria. He started to scream, “WE ARE GOING TO
DIE …WE ARE GOING TO DIE! OH MY GOD … WE ARE GOING TO
DIE! OH NO … OH NO … OH NO … OH NO!”
He wrapped one of the chains the holding him to the wall around
the forearm of his bad hand, grabbed it with the other, and started to pull.
He pulled so hard that his face went completely red and sweat dripped
down his forehead.
Elkanah was chained nearby, but couldn’t reach his cousin. He
could only watch helplessly as tears rolled from his puffy eyes down
bloody cheeks. There were no words to say—nothing could console Jori
and he knew it. Theirs would be an agonizing death and there was nothing
either one of them could do about it.
Jori’s breathing became labored, but he kept on pulling. Under his
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breath he was chanting, “Got to get out of here … got to get out of here …
got to get out of here!”
Veins started to bulge in his forehead as he gasped for breath, all
the time pulling harder on the immovable chains. Abruptly Jori’s body
jolted up straight, stiffened and just as quickly went limp. He fell over on
his side into an unconscious sweaty heap.
Elkanah wasn’t sure his cousin was even breathing. He hollered at
the top of his lungs, “HELP! HELP…MY COUSIN HAS COLLAPSED!
HELP!”
His cries were met with snickering from the guards outside the
door. One of them scoffed, “You should hope he dies now…it would be a
much better death than what awaits you two!” Their laughter echoed down
the halls and rang in Elkanah’s ears.
Elkanah leaned toward Jori as much as he could and listened. He
could now hear breathing coming from his cousin. He was almost sorry.
The sound of a whipping came from the courtyard outside. It
puzzled Elkanah. Although the whips sounded furiously on the body of
whoever was taking this punishment, very little noise came from him; just
a gasping sound through clenched teeth, but no screaming at all.
A slot in the wall that passed for a window was behind Elkanah
and to the left a little, so he stood up, leaned over as much as he could, and
inched toward it. He peered out to see a someone shackled naked to a
whipping post. Whoever it was, was so badly beaten it was hard to believe
he was even human. Two sadistic‐looking Romans were working him over
as blood ran everywhere. It splattered and flew as the whips continued to
lash out.
A group of soldiers stood around laughing and mocking him,
crying out, “All hail the king of the Jews!” over and over again. It was then
he realized that Y’shua was the man being beaten!
A centurion who was overseeing the punishment lifted a hand and
the whipping stopped. “Unshackle him and take him back to Pilate!”
Elkanah just stood at the window dumbfounded. He couldn’t believe the
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sheer brutality of Y’shua’s treatment. Even his own father had not been
punished so severely!
The guards drug him off to the side, pulled his robe back over
Y’shua’s quaking body, and slapped him as one of the soldiers stuck a long
reed in his hand. Another jammed a large band of thorns he had twisted
together onto Y’shua’s head and sneered, “Every king must have a crown!”
Creaking hinges over his shoulder returned Elkanah’s attention
back to the cell where they were being held. In the doorway stood
Nicodemus. Sorrow painted his face and anguish filled his eyes. He looked
pityingly around the room as his eyes caught on the two unconscious men
on the floor. He shook his head as he looked to Elkanah. He moved across
the cell toward him. It took a long time.

“It was you who was in my room last night, was it not?”
Elkanah just nodded.

“And you tried to carry the chest out through the secret passage
you remembered?”
Again Elkanah just nodded.

“Annas and Caiaphas found out about the passages about ten years
ago. There were many in that area of the temple, so they moved us all to
different quarters. It makes it easier to keep an eye on us.”
The old Pharisee leaned against the wall and looked deeply up into
Elkanah’s face. A sorrowful voice ushered from his lips. “It took me a long
time before I realized who you were. The name ‘Elkanah’ spoke to me from
the distant past, but it has been so many years that it only came back a
short time ago.”
He reached out a grizzled hand and enfolded Elkanah’s battered
face. A little pain shot through Elkanah and he jerked a little, but the old
man’s eyes and soothing touch kept him from pulling away.
Nicodemus’s voice became one of despair as he uttered, “So this is
what became of you? A common thief? What happened that would bring
this life to you?”
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Elkanah looked toward the ceiling and leaned his head against the
rough stone wall. A thousand memories flooded his mind. Then, just like
his mother so many years ago, all the events of his life—the grief, the pain,
his molestation, the crucifixion of his uncle, being lost in the desert, the
slavery of his cousin and himself—all of it came spilling out.
The expression of sadness on Nicodemus’s face became one of
despondency. “How could so much horror come on just one man? Surely
the evil one has had his hand on your life.”
The old Pharisee paused for a second or two and looked deeply up
into the ceiling as if he could see something there, then closed his eyes very
slowly. Elkanah stared into the Pharisee’s face, then turned his to the
ceiling too, but he could see nothing.
Nicodemus opened his eyes and returned his face to Elkanah’s and
muttered, “Only HaShem could have helped you; If only you had gone to
him…” His voice trailed off into silence.
Elkanah looked over to where the two men lay unconscious. Jori
was starting to stir a little. He turned back to Nicodemus and begged,
“Please, tell the Romans that Jephthah had nothing to do with the robbery!”
A fragile smile moved across the lips of the old Pharisee. “I did not
think he had. I have known him for many years. There is no one more
honest!”
Elkanah looked over at the huge, unconscious body. He scowled as
he grumbled out, “His honesty has now cost us our lives!”
With a disappointed tone in his voice Nicodemus said, “No, my
son. Your end is the kind appointed by HaShem for all who live an
unrepentant life.”
There was steadfastness in his voice and in his eyes as the old
Pharisee said, “I will pray for your soul.” He looked toward Jori, who was
now on his knees with his head in his hands and continued, “and for that of
your cousin.”
Suddenly shouts of “Crucify him! Crucify him!” filled the air
outside in the court of Pilate. Jori looked up and all around him in terror.
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This time his body convulsed and he vomited. He started to tremor, cried
out something unintelligible, and passed out again.
Nicodemus frowned hard and quickly said, “I must go!” He nearly
ran out of the room. Several minutes went by before a group of Roman
guards came in and unchained Elkanah and the still unconscious Jori.
They slapped him awake and pulled him to his feet as he howled in
misery. The centurion in command ordered, “Leave the big one. That old
Pharisee said he was innocent.” He sneered, “If not, we can always kill him
later!”
He was a thick, surly‐looking character with yellowish eyes, a face
full of stubble and bad teeth. His attention was now on the cousins. “Come
on you two…you have an appointment with the cross!”
They dragged Jori and Elkanah out the heavy armored door, down
a short corridor, and out into blinding sunlight. When their eyes adjusted,
they could see they were now in the same walled courtyard were Y’shua
had been whipped only a short time before.
Several more guards and soldiers grabbed the cousins and hauled
them over to a set of overhead beams still dripping with Y’shua’s blood.
More of it was pooled on the ground below, with red footprints coming
and going and tracking it all over the stone flooring.
The Romans clamped iron manacles around their wrists as Jori
howled and moaned all the while. Elkanah seemed more resigned to their
fate, but still trembled in wide‐eyed fear, the sound of Mara’s voice echoing
in his ears. “I just hope you are smart enough to call off this foolishness—
before it costs both of you your lives…”
Half a dozen Romans lifted them and threw the chains over the
beams. Once they were hanging secure, their clothing was cut and torn off
them and the whipping began. The same pair of sadists that worked over
Y’shua went at them but with a new sense of glee and renewed energy. The
lashes flew fast and furious and the screams of the cousins filled the
courtyard while the soldiers looked on laughing.
It reminded Jori of the Romans who stole everything they had and
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marooned them in the desert. He started cursing them at the top of his
lungs, in between howls of pain, calling them every name he could think of.
It only made them laugh harder.
It only took a few minutes before the cousins were bleeding masses
of ripped‐up flesh—it only seemed like hours. They were taken down as the
surly‐looking Centurion meandered over to Jori and scoffed, “You do not
like us much…do you?” and slapped him so hard he knocked one of Jori’s
teeth out. The centurion looked around at the gang of guards and soldiers
with a big grin on his face. They all laughed even more.
Elkanah was about to yell something at them himself when the
centurion hollered, “TAKE THEM TO GOLGOTHA!”
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147
“Like Father, Like Sons”
The sun burned down on the cousin’s naked bodies as the guards
pushed them out into the road that led out of the city to Golgotha. There
were three crosses waiting there in a large wagon driven by a team of four
oxen. The driver was an old grizzled sort with a small face, few teeth, and a
cynical grin. He held out a gnarled hand and the centurion put a few coins
into it. The old man stepped aside and the Romans pushed Jori and
Elkanah over to get their crosses. The old man spat on them as they went.
Behind them, they heard shouts of “All hail the king of the Jews!”
and the bloodied and almost unrecognizable body of Y’shua was launched
out a side door of the prison. He hit the ground hard. He tried vainly to get
up as the guards and soldiers kicked him and spat on him.
Elkanah hollered, “HAVE YOU NOT BEATEN HIM ENOUGH?
LEAVE HIM ALONE!”
The butt of a whip crashed into the side of Elkanah’s head and he
hit the ground. The Roman who struck him started kicking him shouting,
“MAYBE YOU WOULD LIKE SOME OF HIS PUNISHMENT!”
After a few more kicks, the centurion shouted, “ENOUGH—LET
US GET THIS OVER WITH!”
The guards and soldiers swarmed around the three and grabbed
them. They brutally pulled Y’shua and Elkanah to their feet. They put a
rough wooden cross on all three of them and began moving them forward,
whipping them as they went.
The crosses were unbelievably heavy. Splinters dug into their
hands and shoulders. Jori was almost catatonic as he slowly dragged his
cross and himself. An expression of dismay twisted a face the color of
bleached bone. The terror of a million nightmares filled his eyes. He looked
like a dead man already. They rounded a corner to hear a ranting crowd.
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Most of them were jeering and chanting, but some of them were crying and
calling out to Y’shua.
As they moved slowly along, there were familiar faces in the
crowd; Emoonah stood sobbing uncontrollably, calling their names and
reaching out for them as Elan tried to hold her back. Hod just stood there, a
look of dismay on his young face.
Rafaela had her face buried in Yusef’s chest as her body heaved
with anguish. Mara stood with Tobias. Tears rolled down their grief‐
stricken faces as they held each other up. Next to them the sisters broke
through the crowd. Adiella took one look and put the palms of her hands to
her mouth. Her eyes went wide, rolled back in her head, and she fainted
dead away. Tobias had to move fast to catch her. He almost didn’t make it.
Abelia’s face surprised Elkanah; he saw pity in it. He muttered to
himself, “I guess I was wrong about her…”
The walk was an uphill grade and Y’shua was having trouble with
it. He fell again and again and the guards would whip him every time it
happened. As they were whipping him once more, the centurion yelled
“HOLD!” and the whipping stopped.
Scowling, he stepped over to the guards and growled, “This one
will probably die before he makes it up there…and we wouldn’t want the
Jews to miss all their fun, would we!”
Looking around, the Roman saw a man, Simon, a Cyrenian,
walking with his two sons as he was coming out of the country and
crossing the road ahead of them. “You!” he yelled, “Get over here!”
As Simon approached, the centurion ordered, “Carry his cross!”
Simon was dumbfounded. He shot glances at the two young boys
holding either one of his hands and asked, “But what of my sons?”
The Roman leered and scoffed as he put a hand to the sword on his
belt. “As of now they still have a father, but that could change!”
An old woman pivoted her face from man to man as she followed
the argument. She stepped out of the crowd and sweetly offered, “I will
take them to my house. Come for them later.”
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Simon nodded moved the boys hands from his to those of the
woman as they looked up at him questioningly. Simon reached out,
rumpled the hair on each of their heads and said, “This will not take long,
my sons. I will be back soon.” With that, he took off his cloak, handed it to
the woman and said, “Thank you…”
He shot the soldier an ugly look, walked over and picked up
Y’shua’s cross. The two started to move along again.
The woman looked toward the naked and bloodied men. She shook
her head and said, “Come along boys. This is not for young eyes!” They
moved away as the boys looked over their shoulders at their father.
As they trudged up the hill, Elkanah’s mind wandered back across
his life. He thought of all the thieving as a young boy, Patch’s crucifixion,
killing the group of Pharisees that framed him, and the brutal way they
collected on past‐due debts during their money‐lending days. He realized
how badly he’d treated the Romans who helped he and Jori build the
money‐lending business. As he thought about what a problem he’d been to
them, he was embarrassed. He now found it hard to blame them for taking
all they had.
He thought of Abelia. He knew that if he had been different, there
could have been something special between them. He thought about what a
nice life they could have had if he had only been an honest man.
Sorrow gripped his heart and tears mixed with blood flowed from
his swollen eyes. The crowd roared and jeered. They threw rotten
vegetables and some even threw dried dung at them, but he hardly noticed.
The dead look of despair on Jori’s face turned to insane rage when
a rotten turnip hurled from the crowd slapped the side of his face. He
dropped his cross and rushed the masses on pure adrenaline, screaming
obscenities as he went.
A pair of Roman soldiers ran after him and whipped him to the
ground just before he got there. They spent a little time kicking him just for
fun. They slapped him around as they dragged him to his feet and kicked
him over to where his cross lay. They yelled curses at him as they made
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him pick it up. When it was back on his shoulder they started to whip him
forward again.
Simon and Y’shua plodded up the hill. The Cyrenian strained to
keep going up the grade while Y’shua stumbled wearily along the road.
Sometimes, Y’shua would look pityingly at the scribes and Pharisees or at
the soldiers prodding him. Mostly, he kept what was left of his face pointed
toward the heavens.
When at last they had come to the place of the skull, the soldiers
pushed Jori and Elkanah to the ground and wrestled them onto their
crosses.
Jori kicked and screamed like a madman. They finally had to club
him nearly unconscious in order to strap his arms apart. Blood spurted and
he howled like a banshee as they drove the long nails into his wrists and
feet.
Elkanah was more indifferent; the long walk to his death had
changed him. He struggled very little, but still cried out in pain as the nails
went in.
Y’shua got the same treatment, but still held stoic even as the
Romans drove in his nails; only gasping through clenched teeth just as he
had during his whipping in the courtyard. Simon was visibly upset as he
turned to go, glancing over his shoulder as he moved back down the hill.
As Simon moved down the grade, he was nearly run over by the
chariot of Pilate. Dust flew as it ground to a halt. He hopped out with a
placard under his arm and handed it to one of the workers. On it was a
title.
He instructed the worker to put it on the cross over Y’shua’s head.
It read: Y’SHUA OF NAZARETH, THE KING OF THE JEWS. Many of the
Jews read it, because Golgotha was just outside the city. It was also written
in Hebrew, Greek, and Latin for all to see.
A Roman work crew attached ropes to the crosses and then lifted
them toward three holes into which they would stand. They strained and
pulled as one by one the crosses fell into their respective holes with a drop
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that shook the men on them to their bones. They all gasped and gritted
their teeth as the crosses hit bottom.
About that time, a group of Pharisees came over the crest of the
hill. Most of them were all smiles until they saw the placard tacked to the
top of the cross. Annas and Caiaphas stormed over to Pilate and
demanded, “Do not write, ‘The King of the Jews!’ What should be written
is, ‘He said, “I am the King of the Jews.”’
Pilate looked at them with disdain and took a step forward. He
sneered into Caiaphas’ face, “What I have written, I have written.” The two
Pharisees just looked disgusted and stormed back over to where the rest of
their group stood.
Y’shua hung on his cross with Elkanah on his right side and Jori on
his left. The Pharisees that loitered around were soon joined by the family
of the cousins and some of Y’shua’s followers. He looked down from his
cross and said through swollen lips, “Father, forgive them, for they do not
know what they do.”
Elkanah was touched in his heart as he thought to himself, He is
praying for those who are killing him. What manner of man is this?
Down at the foot of the crosses, four soldiers stood around. Y’shua
was the only one of the three who had been wearing any clothes and now,
hanging on the cross, he was just as naked as Jori and Elkanah. They took
his clothing and made four piles; one for each soldier. There was also his
tunic. Now the tunic was seamless, woven from the top in one piece. So
they spoke among themselves, saying, “Let us not tear it, but cast lots for it,
whose it shall be.” So that’s what they did.
A ring of soldiers stood guard, keeping gawkers and family
members at a distance. Y’shua’s mother stood in the assembly and his
mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. Yoseph of
Arimethea stood toward the back of the crowd with many of his men.
Jori and Elkanah’s family stood by; Emoonah, Mara and Tobias,
Baruch, Yusef and Rafela, Elan and Hod, along with Adiella and Abelia.
Every one, even Abelia, was crying and looking up at the helpless men.
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Abelia was doing her best to comfort her sister. Adiella lay in her
sister’s arms sobbing, her body heaving in grief.
Y’shua looked down and saw his mother near young John, the only
one of his men who was there. He said to his mother, “Woman, behold
your son!” Then turning to John said, “Behold your mother!” John nodded,
looked at Mary and put a comforting arm around her, bringing her a little
closer as a good son would.
Many in the crowd blasphemed Y’shua, wagging their heads and
saying, “Aha! You who destroy the temple and build it in three days, save
yourself, and come down from the cross!” There were also those in the mob
that believed in Y’shua, but they were mostly silent in their sadness.
Annas, Caiaphas, and many of the other chief priests also mocked
Y’shua among themselves. Along with a handful of scribes, they said, “He
saved others, but himself he cannot save. Let the Messiah, the king of Israel,
descend now from the cross that we may see and believe! He trusted in
God; let Him deliver him now if He will have him; for he said, ‘I am the
Son of God.’”
The soldiers also mocked him, coming and offering him sour wine,
and saying, “If you are the king of the Jews, save yourself!”
Jori looked over at Y’shua and with a sneer in his voice said, “If
you are Messiah, save yourself…and us!”
Elkanah’s head snapped around as he growled at Jori, “DO YOU
NOT

EVEN

FEAR

GOD?

WE

ARE

UNDER

THE

SAME

CONDEMNATION, AND WE DESERVE IT! THIS OUR REWARD FOR
HOW WE HAVE LIVED OUR LIVES. BUT THIS MAN HAS DONE
NOTHING WRONG!”
He turned to Y’shua and with sorrow in his voice said, “Lord,
remember me when you come into your kingdom.”
Y’shua looked at him with love in his eyes and said to him,
“Assuredly, I say to you, today you will be with me in paradise.”
Jori was shocked. He shot his cousin a startled, angry look, then
went back to grimacing in pain.
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Emoonah was on her knees, weeping for her son and her nephew.
Footsteps in the gravelly dirt caught her attention. She turned and looked
up at Nicodemus.
The old Pharisee gazed down into her eyes and sad with a sad
smile, “You have hardly changed in all these years, my daughter.”
Emoonah rose up to her feet as her body twisted and pulled into
his arms. She wept and wailed for a long moment and then stopped as she
gasped for a breath so that she might speak. “For years I was so worried
about you…afraid that you would be harmed or killed for helping us to
escape…I am so glad that you are safe!”
Tears ran down her face as she continued, “But my son…” she
wailed as again she turned toward the crosses, “my sons!”
Nicodemus took her by the shoulders and looked her in the eyes. “I
spoke to Elkanah in prison and he told me of his life—of all the horrible
things that happened to him and his cousin. It can be no surprise that this
came to be their end. I told him that I would pray for their souls and I have.
Now HaShem must judge what is in their hearts. If his son is within them,
they will have everlasting life, but if not, HaShem’s everlasting wrath. I
pray that He will grant them His salvation.”
Emoonah stared into the old Pharisee’s eyes with a mix of curiosity
and confusion. What does all this mean? she asked herself.
She was so distracted that she didn’t notice two figures walking up
the hill; an older man and a younger one that bore him a striking
resemblance. They were dressed in the richly embroidered silks of the
Persian royal science court. Their jackets were a light, shiny green with gold
thread and buttons. The robes they wore were white and flowing. Their
turbans were white and blue.
A firm, but gentle hand rested on her shoulder and teary eyes
turned from Nicodemus to a face she hadn’t seen in years. There were a
some wrinkles around his eyes and a little more gray hair, but she knew
him instantly.

“Oh, Jamal…JAMAL!” She flung her arms around his broad chest;
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her sobbing now coming hard and fast as he wrapped his strong arms
around her and stroked her hair. After a long minute, she looked up into
his face and asked, “How did you know where to find us?”
He gazed into her tear‐stained face and muttered soothingly, “I did
not, little one… but Rashid took it upon himself to keep track of the
whereabouts of your family.” He shot a sidelong glance at his son who
stood next to him.
Rashid looked up at the three men who hung on the crosses. There
were tears running down his face. Jamal’s face held tears as well. He stated,
“That is your son and your nephew—is it not?”
Emoonah could only nod her head as she burst into tears again and
buried her face in Jamal’s chest.
Rashid’s voice trembled as he pointed out to Jamal, “Father… look
at the placard over the one in the middle!”
A small, almost unnoticeable nod moved Jamal’s head as he
muttered, “So the prophecy has now been fulfilled…”
Rashid shook his head just a little and said with a strange tone in
his voice, “No, not yet; it is written that HaShem will also raise him from
the dead!”
It was only about the sixth hour when suddenly a deep darkness
fell over all the land. Everyone looked around with wonder and confusion
as an eerie feeling filled their souls.
The next few hours were agonizing. The men pulled themselves up
the crosses trying to grab for breath. The families of the men wept and
wailed at the foot of the crosses while the Pharisees and the rest of the
crowd scorned and mocked Y’shua, saying “He trusted in HaShem; let Him
deliver him now if He will have him!”
The darkness lasted through the ninth hour, when suddenly Y’shua
pulled himself up the cross, drawing a deep breath as he cried out with a
loud voice, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”
Some of those who stood there, when they heard him, said, “This
man is calling for Elijah!” Immediately one of them ran and took a sponge,

660

TWO THIEVES

filled it with sour wine and put it on hyssop. He was about to offer it to him
to drink, when one those who he was with him in the crowd said with glee
in his voice, “Let him alone; let us see if Elijah will come to save him.”
Y’shua slumped back down on the cross. For a few minutes he
didn’t move. He pulled himself up again just slightly and called out. “I
thirst!”
The man from the crowd who had the hyssop once again moved to
give it to Y’shua. This time no one stopped him. He reached up and put it
to his mouth.
When Y’shua had taken the sour wine, he looked up to the heavens
and said, “It is finished!” His body went slack and his head fell forward. It
looked like he was dead.
Elkanah looked over in astonishment, “It took my uncle days to
die, but we have only been hanging for a few hours…how could he be dead
so soon?”
The feeling of the ground trembling interrupted Elkanah’s
thoughts. All at once a severe earthquake shook the land. People were
trying to run, but were falling down and covering their heads. Only one
stood with a look of peace and conviction on his old face; it was
Nicodemus.
When the earthquake ended, the surly‐looking centurion and those
who were with him guarding the men were in great fear. The Roman
dropped to his knees and said, “Truly this man was the Son of God!”
The Pharisees looked pretty shaken up. Caiaphas came to Pilate
and stammered out “Th…this…this is the Preparation Day. These bodies
should not remain on the cross on Shabbat.”
Pilate also seemed shaken. He looked at the Pharisee and said,
“These men are not yet dead. What do you want me to do?”
He answered with determination, “Break their legs that they might
die quickly.”
Pilate looked up at the crosses, turned back to Caiaphas, and
nodded. He called over his centurion and gave the order.
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The centurion whistled to get the attention of one of his men and
then motioned to him. The soldier picked a large hammer and started
toward the cousins. He came first to Elkanah. Setting his jaw, the soldier
reared back and swung as hard as he could at his shins. The bones broke
with a sickening crunch as Elkanah howled in agony. Emoonah gasped,
screaming with great, pain‐filled sobs as she watched.
Elkanah gasped for breath through gritted teeth, but it was hard
coming. He could no longer push himself up the cross.
Jori

saw

the

soldiers

approaching

and

shrilled

out,

“NO…NO…STOP…GO AWAY!” but it was futile. They broke his legs in
the same manner.
As the women sobbed, Adiella cried out in the same kind of agony
Emoonah felt when her own husband was executed. The rest of their family
was beside themselves with grief. They all gasped and cried out with each
blow of the hammer as if their own legs were being broken. Now death
would come quickly for both men. They gasped and wheezed as they tried
vainly to pull themselves up the cross for a breath.
Jamal held Emoonah tightly as she howled and wept. His teeth
were gritted and tears ran from angry, grief‐filled eyes. Adiella still lay in
Abelia’s arms as her body heaved and quaked.
They came to Y’shua and the soldier with the hammer was all
ready to swing, but the centurion ordered, “HOLD!” He looked up at
Y’shua’s lifeless body for a moment, and then motioned for a spear. He
turned it to the butt end and shoved it against Y’shua’s side a couple of
times.
He ambled over to Pilate and offered, “I think that one is already
dead!”
Pilate scowled and said, “Make sure!”
The centurion tossed the spear to one of the soldiers and made a
motion. The soldier nodded and thrust it up into Y’shua’s side.
Immediately a huge quantity of blood and water flooded out…so much
that the soldier had to leap backward to avoid being covered in it. He
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looked with wonder up at the body of Y’shua, and then over at the
centurion, who stood with Pilate. No one moved a muscle.
Mary gasped and put a hand to her mouth. She had never seen
anything like this before. Those standing with her reached out to keep her
from falling, but she stood fast. Everyone in the crowd—Pharisees, scribes,
families and gawkers—all stared in awe.
Noises from the cousins finally broke the spell. Between strangled
cries of pain and gasps for breath, everyone knew both men were getting
close to death.
Jori was having a lot of trouble breathing, and that made Adiella
cry out even more. She clutched her midsection and wailed uncontrollably
as her sister rocked her in her arms. Abelia looked up at the two men as
tears of compassion rolled down her face onto her sister’s head.
Elkanah was going fast and he knew it. He looked over at Jori just
in time to see his head wrench back, hear his death rattle, and watch his
lifeless body slump down on the cross.
Elkanah’s heart broke for his cousin. They had been together so
long and now he was dead. He felt no use in trying so hard to stay alive
any longer. He let his body go slack and waited for death. He didn’t wait
long.
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148
“Afterward”

There was lightness to everything. Elkanah’s pain was gone and he
felt as though he was floating. He looked down on the crowd and was
shocked by what he saw. Almost every one there seemed nearly black
inside; like he could look right through them to their very souls.
Ugly, vicious‐looking creatures hung on their bodies digging in
claws or teeth. Some stood on the shoulders using their multiple arms to
cover the eyes and ears of their hosts. Every Pharisee and scribe had one of
those—except Nicodemus.
But there were some in whom there was no darkness; none at all.
Emoonah, Jamal and Rashid, Mara and Tobias, Baruch and Rafela, Yusef,
Elan and Hod. Mary the mother of Y‘shua, young John, all of Y’shua’s
followers, and those whose lives he touched all had a soft light glowing
within them. It was a comforting, peaceful light that brought Elkanah joy.
All at once the silence was broken by the sounds of pure evil. There
were shrieks of depraved laughter, scoffing and mocking mixed with the
sounds of all sorts of animals. Elkanah looked around him to see the sky
filled with the most hideous, malicious looking creatures he had ever seen.
Some had wings like bats and heads like snakes or other reptiles.
Some of them had faces like insects with small arms on their jaws used to
hold their prey while they bit and tore.
Many had heads like birds with sharp beaks or the faces of jungle
cats or dogs. Some had arms and legs like men. Some like animals or
insects. All of them, however, had long, sharp teeth and claws and eyes that
glowed with an evil light. Drool and spittle dripped and flew from their
mouths.
Many flew around the body of Y’shua, laughing and scorning it.
They spat and some even vomited all over it.
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Elkanah looked over to where Jori hung and saw his cousin
screaming in terror as some of the flying beasts swarmed around him.
Some erupted from his own body as well. It looked like his eyes were about
to pop out of his head. Several of them grabbed him off the cross and
ripped and bit at him as he cried out in torment. They flew him straight
into the ground. It swallowed them up and they were gone, but when
Elkanah looked, Jori’s lifeless body was still on the cross.
A small mob of demons now turned their attention to Elkanah.
They swarmed around him now shrieking and laughing. Elkanah cried out
in panic and braced himself for the same treatment that his cousin received.
Unexpectedly, the area was filled with an incredible light. The
demons took one look and scattered like cockroaches. Elkanah turned his
head to see Y’shua hovering in the air in front of the crosses. He was
dressed in pure white robes shining brightly with the same soft white light
that glowed from his followers only much brighter. Over his head he held a
large ring of three blackened keys. As he watched, they turned gold in
Y’shua’s hands.
Elkanah felt different. He lifted a hand to his eyes and saw that he
also glowed with the same beautiful white light; the light of Messiah. All
the pain of Elkanah’s past was gone. He felt a peace and joy that he had
never known. Surely this was paradise.
Y’shua drifted toward Elkanah as the men smiled warmly at each
other. He took the key ring and tossed it toward the heavens. It rose out of
sight and never came back down. Elkanah asked, “What were the keys to?”

“Those are the keys to death, hell, and the grave. They are now
mine forever!” Y’shua motioned upward and Elkanah rose toward heaven
to an eternity of joy. He set his face to the sky and smiled widely.

A gang of workers carried ladders over to the three crosses. As they
started taking the bodies down, Mary and John were the first to get to the
foot of the crosses. One of the guards moved to keep them back, but the
centurion whistled and the guard moved away.
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As Y’shua’s body was being lowered, Nicodemus and Yoseph of
Arimethea moved toward Pilate. Nicodemus stated firmly, “We would like
charge of Y’shua’s body to prepare it for burial.”
Pilate shot a cynical glance at the old Pharisee and sarcastically
asked, “And where would such a man be buried?”
Yoseph of Arimethea answered, “I have a tomb that I had
purchased for myself. I would gladly donate it.”
Pilate looked him up and down. Seeing his fine dress, the prefect
knew that he was a man of means. There was a little more respect in his
voice as he answered, “If it is well with the family, then do as you have
said.”
The bodies of Jori and Elkanah were almost on the ground now
and the family came rushing over. A group of guards tried to stop them,
but when they saw the two Persians with them they gave the centurion
sidelong, questioning glances as their eyes moved back and forth from him
to the family.
The centurion strode up to the group and asked, “Who are you
people?”
Emoonah answered meekly, “These are my sons. I wanted to get
the bodies so…”
The centurion cut her off with a sneer. “The mother of a pair of
thieves…you must be very proud of yourself!”
Jamal stepped between Emoonah and the guard. His steely eyes
locked with the soldier’s and for a long moment no one said anything.
Pilate saw the confrontation and ambled over. He snapped.
“WHAT IS GOING ON HERE?”
Jamal cordially introduced himself. “I am Jamal and this is Rashid.”
He said, pointing to his son. “We are magi from the East. This woman is
Emoonah, the mother of those two men. We would like their bodies so that
we may give them a proper burial.”
Pilate glared up and down Emoonah, turned back to Jamal and
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said, “You keep unusual company, Magi.” He looked over at the bodies
and sneered, “But at least these will be two less corpses the Empire will
have to pay to bury…” with that, he wandered away.
Rashid turned to his father and said, “I will go and get some men
and take away the bodies.” And with that, he was gone as well.
Adiella rushed to Jori’s body and threw herself on it, weeping and
striking it with her fists screaming, “WHY? WHY DID YOU DO THIS?
WHY…WHY?”
Mara and Abelia tried vainly to pull her off. Finally Tobias and
Elan had to do it. Adiella crushed herself into Tobias’s chest and wept
bitterly.
Mara came over to where Jamal stood with Emoonah and
muttered, “The rest of the women and I will take her back to the inn. If we
do not get her to calm down, she could lose the baby.”
Emoonah nodded and swept an errant tear from her eye. Mara
turned and joined the group as the family walked Adiella away.
As the crowd dispersed, many jeered at Emoonah. They called her
and her dead sons names. Some suggested she be stoned. Jamal put an arm
around her and walked her down the hill with a hand on his sword, his
eyes looking for trouble.
When they were at the bottom, he turned her and said, “There is
nothing here for you now.”
She nodded and lamented, “If I had listened to you so many years
ago none of this would have happened!” She started to softly cry again.
Jamal pulled her to his chest and whispered, “You tried to do the
right thing, but that does not always work out. Still, blaming yourself will
do no good.”
She pushed away to arm’s length and said, “But I have made so
many mistakes. The way I allowed them to grow up cost them their lives!”

“Patch was mostly to blame for their upbringing—not you! They
were grown men. They knew what they were doing was wrong and what
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the cost of capture would be. They gambled and lost. Unfortunately they
had to pay with their lives.”
Emoonah looked down while taking her lower lip between her
teeth and gnawing on it. She was still in shock. Tears fell on the front of her
robes. “I just do not know…perhaps if I had done more to discourage them
from a life of thieving and of making strong‐drink …” her voice trailed off
in sorrow.

“You must remember, little one: Patch was a strong influence in
their lives. It is much too easy to become who you spend your time with. If
a clean garment rubs against something dirty, the dirty rubs off on the
clean—never the other way around!”

“Then I should have allowed you to take Elkanah and me to Persia
with you. He would have grown up like you instead of Patch. Those two
became just like him—even to sharing the same end!”
Emoonah closed her eyes and faced the heavens, moaning, “Oh…I
feel terrible!” Emoonah’s tears came hard and fast now as her body racked
with guilt and sobbing.
Jamal took her in his arms to comfort her and uttered softly, “What
could you have done, little one? Were you not also afflicted for many
years? In your poor health how much control could you have taken over
them? Children are difficult to raise even when healthy. To try and raise
them while ill and with a bad example for a father figure is almost
impossible. You cannot take all the blame.”
Taking a deep breath and letting it out, Emoonah’s tears slowed to
stopping. She turned to see the bodies of Jori and Elkanah being carried
down the hill by their men and some Rashid had recruited. Elan and Tobias
had taken off their outer cloaks and used them to cover the nakedness of
the bodies as much as possible. Everyone followed them down the hill.
Mara and the rest of the women surrounded Adiella. She was still
crying softly, with her hands covering her mouth. Abelia walked with her,
wrapping her arms around Adiella while her sister leaned slightly into her
body, her head on Abelia’s shoulder. Everyone else just looked sad.
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As they neared Jamal and Emoonah, she asked Adiella, “Would
you not rather go home and rest, dear one?”
Adiella sniffed back her tears for a moment and sniveled,
“I…I…cannot leave him just yet…” her small voice trailing off as she
looked back toward Jori’s big body.
Emoonah nodded and took a step or two forward. She pulled the
softy‐weeping girl into her arms for a long moment as she comforted her.
She kissed her on the cheek as Mara came and collected her.
Emoonah moved back toward Jamal. He moved close to her and
said quietly, “Because they died as thieves, it will be hard to get them a
decent burial. I will speak to the undertaker; perhaps with some gold in the
right hands…” His voice trailed off as he looked toward a tall, sad‐faced
man with a blood‐stained ox cart. He seemed deep in thought.
He turned back to Emoonah and said, “I will be back shortly.” He
moved off to where the tall, sad‐faced man stood holding the oxen by the
reins.
Jamal shot an expression over his shoulder at Rashid. He nodded
and stayed behind to keep any trouble away from Emoonah or the family.
He drifted over to where the family stood. Everyone remained silent.
It was a long time before anyone did anything but stare at the two
covered bodies. The men had laid them on the ground and stood waiting
while the family milled aimlessly around.
Emoonah turned to see Jamal handing no small amount of coins to
the sad‐faced man. He turned his head from side to side to make sure no
one saw before he quickly and discretely pocketed them.
With a sigh, she muttered, “Such a good man…”
Rashid spoke quietly. “Father has missed you greatly. To this day
he has never remarried, although there were many chances.”
The slightest hint of a smile passed over Emoonah’s lips.
Ever outspoken, Mara declared, “If he offers to take you back to
Persia, you should go! What is there here for you except bad memories?”
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“But what of the farm in Capernaum? What would become of
that?”
Tobias spoke up now. “If it is your wish, we would stay and tend
it. We could send you a portion of any moneys made from it every year.”
His small but honest grin played along his lips as he spoke.
Emoonah’s tone was of concern as she replied, “If I was to go, the
only payment I would require…” she looked at the sisters with love in her
eyes and said, “is that you take care of Adiella and her baby. That way I
would be assured that he or she would grow up well.”
Adiella smiled through her tears and threw herself on Emoonah,
sobbing, “Thank you…thank you!”
Jamal ambled back over to where everyone stood and said, “I have
paid for two tombs and for the same sort of preparation that the bodies of
the rich would receive. They will not be Jerusalem, but in the country on
the way back to Capernaum. They will rest easy there.”
Emoonah smiled a melancholy smile. She looked into Jamal’s eyes
and said, “You have always been so good to me, even when I wasn’t very
nice to you. Now you have bought my boys a burial I could never afford.
How can I ever thank you?”
A shy grin twisted Jamal’s mouth. He said, “I can think of only one
way: become my wife and return with me to Persia!”
Emoonah looked into his warm eyes, and every emotion she ever
had for him came to the surface. Tears of joy replaced those of sorrow as
she sweetly said, “Of course I will.” The two of them came together in a
warm embrace, bringing small smiles to the unhappy faces of those around
them.
The sad‐faced man pulled the bloodied ox cart across to where the
group stood. He climbed off and again looked around to make sure no one
was watching. When he spoke, his voice was a mix of compassion, pity,
and a deep sincerity. “I am in no position to judge why your sons met their
deaths this way. I can only offer my deepest sympathies.” His words
brought a sort of comfort to the family. It was nice not to have judgment
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passed upon them as if they were a bunch of riffraff.
The men helped him load the two bodies onto the cart. The sad‐
faced man turned kind eyes to them and said, “I will prepare your sons for
burial tonight. We can leave for the tombs in the morning.”
Emoonah thanked him and he snapped the reins attached to the
lumbering animals. They moved forward with a lurch and threw a little
dirt and gravel into the air.
The assembly moved back toward the gates of the city. The caravan
Jamal traveled with was just outside. He called to a soldier and ordered,
“Get a dozen men and come with us.” He smiled at Emoonah as he
informed the guard, “We will be packing my new wife’s possessions for the
trip back to Persia.” The rest of the afternoon was spent loading the
wagons.
The next morning everyone met outside the city gate. Emoonah ran
a sad hand along the bodies of Jori and Elkanah. They were wrapped in
strips of linen and were heavy with the scent of embalming spices. She
kissed their heads one last time.
Jamal said, “Once we go to the tombs and bury your sons, we will
start back to Persia. The rest of you family can then return to your farm.”
Everyone climbed aboard their wagons as the caravan pulled out. They
moved through the streets of the big city, out the gates, and down the slope
of the mountain.
It was a day and a half before they reached the place where they
found the two tombs cut into the face of a beautiful little hill. Grass covered
the sides and small clusters of flowers hung to it. There were trees and
bushes growing throughout the area. It was as peaceful an area as any of
them had ever been to.
It took a little over an hour or so to bring the bodies inside and
place them on the burial slabs that stood in the center of each one. Tearful
prayers were spoken over the bodies as everyone mourned the two cousins.
As they walked out of the last tomb, Emoonah and Mara hugged
each other tightly and kissed each other’s faces.
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Emoonah said, “You have been a true friend and done so much for
me throughout the years. It is so hard to say good‐bye to you!”
Tears ran down Mara’s as she said, “I wish we did not have to, but
you deserve real happiness in your life! It is HaShem who has given you a
second chance. You must take it.”
When all the farewells were finally exchanged, Jamal lifted
Emoonah into his carriage. She sighed and said, “What a beautiful place; I
wish I could always remember it as it is.”
Jamal motioned to one of the soldiers traveling with them and said,
“Navid, you and Arang will stay. Take canvas and paint and render this
place. We will go with Emoonah’s family to her farm and wait for you
there. You know the route we will take.” The soldier nodded, turned his
horse, and headed toward the back of the caravan.
Emoonah sighed again and settled into Jamal’s side. “All I have to
do is to express a wish and you make it come true. What a wonderful man
you are.”
Jamal put an arm around Emoonah, kissed her forehead, and
smiled. “My only wish is to make you happy.”
Rashid moved toward the open carriage that held Emoonah and
his father. There was an unfamiliar expression clouding his face. Jamal saw
him coming and his face turned dark as well. When he got within earshot,
Jamal called to his son, “Rashid, is something wrong?”
The young man put two hands on the side of the carriage and
looked deeply into his father’s eyes. There was a weight in his face that
Jamal had never seen before. It was a long time before Rashid spoke and
when he finally did, his voice was heavy as well.
All he said was, “I have to know!”
All at once Jamal knew exactly what Rashid meant. “The
prophecy…” trailed off his lips. His eyes turned resolute as a small nod
moved his head just slightly.
He turned toward Emoonah and said, “Dear one, please tell Rashid
how he may find your farm once he comes back from Jerusalem. Emoonah
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nodded and gave the directions.
When she finished, Jamal gave instructions to the caravan master
and they pulled out with a great deal of sound and motion. Jamal and
Emoonah watched the back of the young man as his horse galloped off in
the same way they had come.
For Emoonah and Jamal the next few days were uneventful, just
moving along the dusty, rutted roads on their way back to the farm. The
scenery was just as green and beautiful as it had been when they traveled it
for the very first time. It made Emoonah a little sad knowing that her boys
would never be with her again this side of eternity.
About midmorning of the fifth day there was a commotion coming from
the back of the caravan. A lookout called that riders were coming fast. As
they grew closer, they saw it was Rashid followed closely by Navid and
Arang. When the news got to Jamal, he had the caravan stop just in time to
hear the shouts: “HE HAS RISEN! HE HAS RISEN!”

673

PAUL JOSEPH, LUISO

Epilogue
How about your life? Have you done some bad things like lying, stealing,
cheating, having sex outside of marriage or even committed adultery?
Maybe you’ve done some pretty horrible things, things that you think not
even God could forgive you for. Between the two of them, Jori and Elkanah
stole, lied, cheated, murdered, committed adultery and fornication. This is
a fictional story but the point is, is that no matter what youʹve done, Jesus
will forgive you. He loves you no matter what; even to the point of dying in
your place. He said “He who comes to me I will in no wise cast out.” (John
6:37). Elkanah came to him in repentance and entered the glory of God. Jori
didn’t. Don’t suffer his fate. Come to Jesus with a simple prayer like this
one: “Lord Jesus, I know Iʹm a sinner but I know you will forgive me
because you died in my place and rose again from the dead so you could. I
ask you for that forgiveness now and ask the Holy Spirit to come into my
heart and change me from the inside out. In Jesus name, amen.” If you
sincerely meant that prayer expect your life to change for the better,
because now Father God sees no sin in you anymore. Thatʹs the good news
of salvation. Have a blessed life!
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