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Part One: Romantic Themes





The Baron’s Ring: Chapter Eleven

And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, I am Pharaoh, and without thee shall no man lift up his hand or foot in all the land of Egypt.
Weeks passed before Lord Drokken of Gannes made his appearance at Larcondale. Afterward Tristan learned that Lord Drokken had wanted to impress the Prince of Parangor and so had brought a full complement of retainers to Gregor’s estate. Tristan was only impressed with terror at the sense that there was a positive herd of people with whom he must somehow deal. He received them alone on the terrace at the front of the house, after servants had distributed light refreshments and departed. Tristan turned his face to the fresh breeze blowing the scent of the early grapes all around him. The sun shed warmth on his face and hands and the highly-polished stones beneath his feet felt cool and solid.He wore a new jerkin of smooth black leather, and his boots had been polished and pronounced almost as fine as new. His hair was gathered into a gold cord at the nape of his neck, and he had been assured that the scars from Gregor’s wife’s attack were nearly healed. He had worried about the effect seeing the burns would have on his guest, but had been assured none would regard them for long if all went as planned. Tristan could not imagine how all could go as planned, since the plan was for him to carry on 



the preliminary business with Lord Drokken unaided, completely alone, completely in the dark.“My Lord Tristan, Prince of Parangor, I deplore this thing that has happened to you and ask forgiveness in the name of Larcondale, Gannes and all of Tarraskida.”Tristan was horrified to realize that Lord Drokken was on his knees before him, trying to kiss his hand. Tristan was becoming used to standing straight and not swaying like a sapling. However, Lord Drokken had unbalanced him by crashing down at his feet and seizing his hand, and he almost fell over.“Lord Drokken, please, rise,” Tristan cried, planting his feet more firmly as he guided his free hand to contact with Drokken’s shoulder and finished the monumental task of steadying himself. He let his hand slip down Drokken’s great, muscled arm as the nobleman rose, standing taller than himself, hoping it would seem like a friendly gesture, not another attempt to keep his balance.Tristan forced himself to concentrate on “seeing” Drokken, rehearsing all the skills he and Mayra had practiced together. Drokken stood an inch or so taller than himself, he gathered, since he did not let go of the nobleman’s arm until his visitor had risen again to his full height. His clothing seemed to be mostly leather, with the chink of metal, and Tristan thought perhaps he actually wore some sort of ceremonial armor. He was a strongly-built man, and Tristan’s hand had brushed wiry shoulder-length hair and the edge of a full beard as he had withdrawn it. Tristan had made some study of the sound of peoples’ voices around Larcondale, and guessed Drokken to be a man in his early forties. People in Gannes generally had fair skin and eyes, he had been told, so he presumed such might be true of Drokken. But this game had so absorbed him that Tristan had forgotten to attend to Drokken’s words.“... Understand, as I am sure you must, that this woman was a foreigner, no citizen of Tarraskida,” Drokken continued. “We are innocent of wishing harm to your highness. Her husband was, I am told, ignorant of her true character, bewitched by her exotic nature and her beauty, as well as her noxious potions. He is beyond paying for his part in her crimes. I regret most sincerely that I cannot yet 



give you justice in the matter of the woman. We are searching for her, and will surely punish her if she is found. It is my honor to gift you with the estate of Gregor the wine merchant and all that was his. They are yours, but – ““But?” Tristan echoed.“But are you sure you wish to hold these lands, highness?” Drokken asked bluntly. “Perhaps you do not understand what this vineyard means to Tarraskida, what this whole village means.”“Larcondale lies apart from most of Tarraskida,” Tristan began. Part of his speech was a lesson he had taught his students in the classroom, part what he had learned from Brentin and from Vancus to prepare for this interview. “On the one side are the forests that are the border with Parangor, and on the other mountains hard-crossed by narrow passes. Yet because this valley is so fertile, because the soil is like no other in Tarraskida, here Gregor’s family began to grow some of the rarest and most sought-after grapevines in the world. Gregor produced wines that brought princely prices, and he traveled everywhere and made Larcondale and Tarraskida well-known and respected. He also paid a handsome share of taxes into your coffers, which you in turn have used to enrich your king. Larcondale, and specifically this plantation, will be expected to continue to enrich Tarraskida, our king, and you,” Tristan finished. The answer to Drokken’s doubts had been the easiest lesson he had learned in the past two weeks.“All you have said is true,” Drokken responded. “This must happen, Prince Tristan. So I must know if you will sell the plantation to me. It seems to me that you will find it beyond your ability to make it remain productive. Gregor knew his business since childhood, and his father and grandfather before him. Be assured that it must continue its production, and that, in fact, Gregor had plans to increase its profitability. We are counting on these plans of his coming into reality. I am prepared to take responsibility for the plantation directly, to move here to Larcondale and establish myself, so that this may be done.”Tristan stood motionless for a full minute. “My Lord, I have consulted with all the men who are responsible for the town’s welfare, and prosperity, and security, and they have 



already impressed upon me that this plantation is important to Larcondale, and to Tarraskida. Indeed, they have talked of little else. I fully understand that the wine must continue to be produced, that its quality must remain as high as ever, that there must be more plantings and expansion. I am not unfamiliar with the concept that governments and their need for taxes do not grow smaller.”Drokken chuckled. “Therefore I pledge to you,” Tristan continued, “that the plantation will continue to produce, and to grow, as the mountains and the forests permit, and that you will see plenty of tax money in your coffers from Larcondale.”“May I ask bluntly how you intend to do this?” Lord Drokken demanded.“I have discovered that in Pencarosa there lived a man who used to have a vineyard almost as respected as Gregor’s, though much smaller, and so not so worthy of your lordship’s notice,” Tristan said. “But a flood destroyed his crop two years ago. The erosion poisoned the vine-growing soil with salt. Vancus, as the man is called, found himself an expert grape-grower unable to grow any grapes. He was reduced to near bankruptcy, but now he is here, and I intend to make him head over the production. You may look into the history of his past production, my Lord, and I believe you will find that he should be more than satisfactory.”“I am aware of the man Vancus,” Drokken replied. “In fact, I intended to bring him here myself if you agreed to sell to me. But how did you find him? I knew he was sold into slavery but through some oversight we could not learn where he had been sent.”“My Lord, he was sent here,” Tristan replied. “Gregor was aware of his ability and had begun to make use of his talents. In fact, he accompanied his master on his last trip. Gregor no doubt had confidence in him, and I am sure he will do his work well. And so I accept the gift of Gregor’s estate, and I ask that I may repay your generosity by paying the price of redemption for all the slaves who were held for debt here. I have their papers here on the desk, and the money counted out.” He took a step to his left, came in contact with the edge of the desk that stood there, and then touched the stack of papers and bags of silver.



“I need to verify them, of course,” Drokken said. “Let them be brought before me.” Tristan rang a bell that stood on the desk, glad that he only had to grope for it a little. He listened as ten pairs of feet trod softly past him and stood before Lord Drokken. Lord Drokken had the papers in his hands by this time, and he shuffled and muttered a little.“There are eleven records here,” Lord Drokken said after a moment. “But I see only ten slaves. This document says Vancus and his wife, who are here, had a daughter, one called Mayra.”“My Lord, the record of Vancus’ daughter is there, but she has already been set free, I fear by a royal fiat of mine. I have made her my wife,” Tristan informed Lord Drokken. “Mayra, my Princess, come and meet Lord Drokken.”And then the room breathed with sweet perfume and rang with faint music. Tristan felt something light and soft as a breeze come to his side. He caught his wife up and kissed her, burying his face in the soft, silky cloud of hair. “You can see why I could not wait for your permission, can you not, Lord Drokken?”Lord Drokken cleared his throat. No doubt he did see, and Tristan could almost hear his teeth gnashing with envy. Tristan knew as exactly as it was possible for a man robbed of sight what his bride looked like that morning. She had told him every detail, made him touch the sleek peach-colored silk of her gown, jangled the trimming of tiny bronze bells along the fringes of the fabric, made him help her fasten the gold chains around her waist and over her shoulders. She had loosely bound her hair with jeweled combs and expertly applied the cosmetics her mistress had drilled her in the use of, especially a new concoction of perfume Mayra had created herself. Tristan did not have to see Mayra to know she was easily enough to make a lord forget he stood before a prince and his princess so he hastened to remind Drokken of the fact.“And so, Lord Drokken, I believe our business together is concluded. I understand it has been many years since you were here, and I hoped Vancus and I could give you a view of our improvements and our plans for the future, and then we could enjoy the pleasure of having you dine with us. I will join you in just a very few moments.”



Servants whisked in to conduct everyone to the beginning of the tour, where Vancus would show the experimental yard. Tristan clung to Mayra for the moment they remained behind alone as a drowning man clings to a floating log in a vast ocean, an ocean of darkness that would never end.“My poor Prince,” Mayra whispered in his ear. “You were so very afraid, and yet if you could have seen how Lord Drokken’s eyes showed his respect for you, standing there before him, straight and sure as any man with sight. He will carry the tale of your amazing strength all over the kingdom and no one will dare take advantage of the poor, helpless, blind Baron of Larcondale. For there is no such person.”“It is all your doing, my magical wife,” Tristan murmured. “You have transformed this house into a place where a blind man can see.”“You taught me of the smells and things to hear and touch, my husband,” Mayra reminded him. “We will always work together, and I will always make a way for you to see, my love,” Mayra replied. She stubbed her toe lightly on the slightly raised mortar between the stones nearest the desk, which had guided Tristan to the place he needed to stand to get to the papers and bags of silver. “Was the anise on the bell not strong enough?” she asked, picking it up and sniffing delicately. “No, I see it was not. I didn’t think about the breeze bringing in all that grape scent. You had trouble finding it. I’ll take care of that. Now we must go be with our guests, but soon you can rest.”

“I wish to quarter soldiers here in Larcondale, Prince Tristan,” Drokken announced as the meal ended. “We keep hearing rumors that your mad brother is hacking his way here through the forest. He may decide that there is not enough wilderness for him to conquer, and try to annex Larcondale.”“Aye, my Lord, I have heard rumors about my brother’s attempt at the conquest of the bogs and the 



raging river myself,” Tristan said with an attempt at lightness. “But I doubt he means to come so far. Still, I agree that Larcondale should be protected, if not from Parangor, certainly from other threats that might come. I have felt we relied too much on isolation to deter enemies. If this vineyard is so valuable, let us attempt to safeguard it. And we should speak privately on some final matters.”“I am at your service, Prince,” Drokken said. Tristan led Drokken aside into the study.“I wish to appoint a chaplain for my estate,” Tristan said. “Have you anyone to recommend?”“That would be more the Bishop of Gannes’ place,” Drokken responded. “I am sure I can have him recommend someone to you.”“What about this Thomas, who is the minister in Larcondale?” Tristan asked, trying to make his tone casual. “What do you know of him?”“Thomas!” Drokken stifled his surprise and evident displeasure quickly. “Is he in Larcondale, then?”“It was my understanding that you sent him here personally,” Tristan said. “Was I mistaken?”“I – removed him from being Bishop in Gannes,” Drokken said uneasily. “As to where he went after that --”“Really, Lord Drokken,” Tristan said. “First you lose a very capable minister, then a valuable vineyard-grower.”“As regards the man Vancus, it was an oversight, a clerical error,” Drokken said angrily. “Concerning Thomas, I have done my best to forget the man ever existed.”“So he is an unfaithful minister,” Tristan pursued. “He does not preach truth, he fails to honor the Word of God. Is that your objection to him? It is a serious question, since you sent him here.”“Prince, you tread on very personal ground,” Drokken said. “Thomas was my sister’s husband. His stubbornness and refusal to heed my family’s wishes that he temper his preaching caused great sorrow and trouble.”“Your family’s wishes?” Tristan echoed. “Was it your sister’s wish that he be harassed to stop preaching the truth, to agree to tickle your noble ears? Was it his faithfulness that caused her death, or that of your father?”“I can see nothing has changed with Thomas,” Drokken fumed. “He has just found willing hearers at last. 



If you already knew what sort of man he was, why did you ask me?”“I wanted to know what sort of man you were,” Tristan replied. “I wanted to know the man who would cast away a pearl like this man of God, and whether he had changed. But, since you have known nothing of Thomas for almost ten years, yet are ready to condemn him all over again, I suppose I know now.”“You are a prince,” Drokken grated, “but as Baron of Larcondale you should remember your place. These things do not concern you.”“My Lord, what the man who rules over me believes and practices does and must concern me,” Tristan responded. “I formed an impression but I wanted to test it and make certain it was not prejudiced. I’ve been told that Gannes receives a staggering amount of money in taxes from Larcondale. I have to know this because now I’m the one who has to pay most of it. But unless things are vastly different in Tarraskida than in Parangor, I would think that some of that impressive sum of tax revenue is meant to serve the people of the place from  which it was collected. That, I think, is a baron’s duty, and a lord’s, to see that some of the people’s greater needs are cared for.“There’s another man whose existence you may have forgotten about, Lord of Gannes. His name is Brentin, and he’s magistrate here. He’s told me that Larcondale receives no monies from Gannes from one year’s end to the next. No support for the church, no remuneration for the one who administers your laws, no fund for the destitute, no means to assist in paying for a doctor or to help educate its children. These are things we see to in Parangor, things a lord does for his people with the money he takes from them. He does not do all, but when a place makes money it has the right to use some of it for home needs. Are the laws different in Tarraskida?”“For a blind man, you see a great deal, Baron Tristan,” Drokken said reluctantly. “These charges I cannot brush aside. I admit Gregor cared nothing for his village’s share of the revenues and they have never been sent back. I assume you already have come up with a sum that will meet these needs you have spoken of?”



“Brentin and I have hit upon a figure,” Tristan responded. “Your sanction will be most welcome, but I have already made arrangements to see that money is not wasted sending out what will just come back. Here are the new figures for the revenue you will see, and what will remain here in Larcondale.”Drokken took the document Tristan had ready under his hand. “This is a small sum you wish to keep here,” Drokken observed. “Most places ask for more, whine and beg and plead for more.”“We find ways to meet most of our own needs, my Lord,” Tristan replied. “But it is the joy of a ruler to help his people and I wouldn’t wish to deprive you or myself of the opportunity. Now, regarding this matter of a chaplain, which I regret I have strayed far from, does it require your sanction, or that of the bishop, before I can appoint one?”“It is your privilege to make such an appointment as you see fit,” Drokken responded. “It is Thomas you wish, I suppose? I will have to see the bishop about finding a new minister for Larcondale itself, then.”“I will not make great demands on Thomas,” Tristan said. “I believe he can handle this small expansion in his ministry. Especially since he will now receive his due from his lord, and I will add my provision for him as well.”“You’ve presumed to chasten me about this man because he impresses you so much?” Drokken asked. “He never understood what it was to serve great men. He just preached to us as if we were all the same.”“And that is why he impresses me so much,” Tristan smiled. “Lord Drokken, When you bowed before me as we met I put out my hand to raise you and I felt a strange embossing on the shoulder of your armor. Is that the image of your dragon god?”“We wear the emblem of a dragon,” Drokken said uncomfortably. “But as to it being a god – The people like to carve and paint it on our furnishings and houses, out of respect for our family – We have statues of dragons – “ Drokken broke off. “Are they idols, do you think?”“When I came to Larcondale,” Tristan said, “I had just escaped from an attempt by my brother to set up the worship of something he called the river god. I argued about it with him over and over. I found here that Thomas 



fought a similar battle with you and your family over your dragon god. Tarraskida and Parangor are supposed to be lands that worship the true God, yet they are becoming overrun with idols and the true God and His servants are shoved aside, even attacked. Do you not see that this is true as well?”“I confess you have astonished me, Prince,” Drokken said. “I expected to find a man defeated, helpless, led about by the hand. I had no hope I could entrust you with this plantation, in spite of the passionate assurances of Magistrate Brentin. I have come, and I find you see so many things so clearly. You have learned this place and all its turnings and twistings, and you have accomplished great things, things I cannot help but admire. In this little time here I have heard how the people already love and honor you. And I have heard how you have rooted out the idols here, how you made the people understand the false worship they didn’t even understand they had practiced. I have grown used to seeing my dragon images, and the various household gods sprung up everywhere. I must consider what you have said and look to my own home and the city of Gannes, for it seems we have idols to root out as well.”“If you will promise so much, Lord Drokken,” Tristan said, “It will be a great comfort and help to me as I begin my rule as Baron of Larcondale.”“I wish you to understand, however,” Drokken said, his whole manner changing, “that I have indulged you in this pretense to managing the vineyard because I know Vancus is a capable man and people will be satisfied with a noble name holding the title to the estate, even if it is a foreign one. So perhaps you have deluded yourself into thinking you can actually do things that should not be thought of. It is impossible for you to actually think of running the grape production, for you are a blind man, Prince.”“If I may ask you to indulge my madness for a short while longer, my Lord,” Tristan said, trying not to show the mixture of anger and uneasiness he felt. He had pushed Drokken hard, harder than he had meant to, about Thomas, about the taxes, about the dragon idols, and he had been rewarded on every point. It had made him complacent, and he chastised himself mentally for thinking 



everything would go as well. “I thought you would come to such a conclusion. You’ve entrusted me with Larcondale, perhaps in the same way an arranged marriage takes place among those of royal blood. It’s a sham, a show, you think, secure only because the figurehead has something of real value backing him up, a strong advisor, a valuable piece of land. It’s an uneasy, forced alliance. The partners don’t trust each other. Neither believes the other can be helper, friend, strong right arm, and lover. Did you know that the marriage between my wife and myself was in effect a forced one?”“Indeed, Prince,” Drokken said, a little uncomfortably. “When I realized that your bride was Vancus’ daughter, it occurred to me you might have wed her to secure his aid in managing the vineyard. When I saw her, however, I confess I presumed you hardly had to force yourself into marrying her. Not even a blind man could fail to know of her attractions.”“And still, she is my helper, friend, strong right arm, and lover,” Tristan smiled. “I speak frankly to you, Lord Drokken, because I do not wish our alliance to be an arranged one, a forced one. My wife believed I had gained a measure of respect and of trust from you, but – ““Prince, let me assure you I meant no disrespect, and I do not distrust you,” Drokken interrupted. “As I said, I have seen that these people admire you. I have heard tales of your coming to Larcondale, stripped of everything, even the hope of returning home, and how you rose to a place of usefulness, a place of honor, in this village. You have taught yourself to be everything to these people. Even without your sight the people are clearly in awe of you, and you have earned their greatest respect, and mine. You will carry the title of Baron of Larcondale well.“So perhaps I spoke hastily in dismissing the possibility that you might excel as master of the vineyards. I somehow cannot doubt that you would succeed in whatever task you set yourself to. When I came into this room I confess I doubted your fitness to hold this trust, but I thank you for showing me that our arranged marriage can be a happy one. I will make sure the tax agreement is recorded, and your appointment of Thomas as Baron’s Chaplain made known to the bishop. I will also send 



soldiers. They will be at your disposal, to do with as you see fit.” He gripped Tristan’s hand and clapped him on the shoulder.

After Drokken and his followers departed, Mayra led Tristan off to their private quarters. “Come, sit in your chair, my Prince, for you have earned a rest.” Tristan gratefully sank into the luxurious leather and oak seat Mayra had moved from Gregor’s old quarters into the room they shared. She had placed it near the bronze lattice and he relished the cooling breeze on his face. “I rubbed cinnamon here, because I know you love the smell of the rolls baking in the morning,” Mayra chatted. “Later you’ll find your own way to it, and I won’t have to help you.”“Ah, from slave to slave-driver,” Tristan sighed. “You’ve changed a great deal. Mayra, I am already so weary of learning to see. It’s very hard.”Mayra snuggled into his lap. “I fear your life will be harder than anyone can guess, my Prince,” she said. “I feel sure of it. But God will bless you so much. Remember the blessings, and only learn from the hardness without dwelling on it. So you taught me.”“I taught you?” Tristan echoed. “How did I teach you that?”“From the day I found you under the tree,” Mayra replied. “As Thomas first taught you, so you have lived it and taught it to me, and to so many others you do not even know about. It was hard to serve men and chastise them and help them and so make them honor you, hard to teach thick-headed children, hard to love a girl you thought you could never have, hard to know there would never be light again.” Mayra’s voice broke a little at the last words, and she kissed the scars around his eyes very tenderly.“There is light, though,” Tristan corrected her. “Light, and music, and fragrance, and softness beyond belief, and I have it in my arms, and it makes my whole world bright. Thus may it ever be, and that is more blessing than I can reasonably bear.”



Tristan commissioned a building project on the estate that same day. When it was complete he summoned Thomas and requested that he bring Ilesa and the children as well. He sent a new cart with two horses. When they arrived Tristan and Mayra met them at the new building.“What is this beautiful place, Baron?” Ilesa cried, clapping her hands. “How big it is, how full of light.”“This is my chapel,” Tristan replied. “Mayra helped me plan it so I believe her when she says it’s beautiful. In Parangor we had a chapel right on the castle grounds, and our bishop came to have services just for our household and workers. I have decided I need a chaplain to perform that service for me. I was hoping, Thomas, that you would consent to perform that duty. You’re still to be minister of Larcondale, of course, and since this extra work will take up some of your travel time I want you to have this cart and these horses. They’ll go a little faster and carry a little more than your faithful old donkey, to whom I wish to offer a place of retirement in my pasture.”“In fact,” Mayra added, “We want you and your family to come and live here at the estate, in this other building we have built.” She led the way around the corner of the chapel. Tristan had to be content hearing the gasps of pleasure and amazement. The house he and Mayra had built was only about twice as large as Thomas’s old one, and they had carefully planned it to be both simple and very comfortable, knowing that Thomas would not want anything lavish. Tristan knew he was just going to have to get used to hearing pleasure and never seeing it again. It was hard, but Ilesa throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him made it a little easier. Feeling pleasure was better than hearing it, he decided.





From Carrie’s Hired Hand 

Carrie buried Ben in the little fenced yard where Ben's mother and father lay on the farm. As she stood there one morning shortly after returning home, she felt a wave of loneliness. She wished she could contact her father. Even if she could have written, communication between North and South was virtually cut off. In her pocket – she didn't know why she carried them about – were a total of four letters from Mr. Robert Salinger, including the one from the day they had left Charleston. Carrie didn't know what they said. There was no one she could ask to read them to her. It was not like a telegram – these letters were each two or three pages long. Matthew was gathering the eggs while Bethany fed the chickens. The children had both been such a help, but Carrie didn't see how they could continue to run the farm with Ben gone. She laughed at herself for thinking Robert Salinger would actually come up and work the farm. The money he had given her was nearly gone, spent, foolishly, perhaps, to buy the children some new shoes, yard goods to make herself a pretty new dress no one would see, and a few delicacies. Carrie looked up and saw a young man – no, perhaps he was only a boy in his late teens – standing on the other side of the yard looking at her intently over the fence. He 



was barefooted and his clothes were very poor, hardly enough to cover his thin, sun burnt frame. His hair was black but bleached rusty red highlights stood out in the morning sun. He looked at Carrie intently for a moment, but then cast his eyes down and held out a soiled scrap of paper. Carrie came around the yard and took it from him. "Deaf and Dumb. Need Work." She read aloud. Carrie was very thankful she could make out the words. "I can't pay!" she shouted at the boy. She turned out her apron pockets. "No money!" The boy made some motions. He put his hand to his mouth and chewed. Then he laid his head over sideways and put his hands in a folded position under his ear. "You'll work for food and a place to sleep?" Carrie guessed. "Well, I sure need some help." The boy nodded vigorously, going into a comical pantomime that seemed to include swinging a hammer, pitching hay, milking cows, and some things she couldn't puzzle out. "You can't hear me at all?" Carrie asked loudly as they approached the barn. The boy stared at her, puzzled, then shook his head and covered his ears. "Poor thing," Carrie murmured. "Matthew, Bethany, come here a minute." The children came out of the hen house. "This is our new hired hand. What's your name?" she asked the stranger. He looked blank. "Your name?" She repeated, louder. Matthew pointed to himself. "Matthew." He said. Then he pointed to Bethany. "Beffy." Carrie caught on. "Carrie," she said, pointing to herself. The boy motioned with his lips. "I think he said Robbie, mama," Matthew ventured. "Is your name Robbie?" The newcomer nodded and smiled. 

Robbie was a tremendous help. For all that he was so small and thin he did a giant's work on the farm. He slept 



in the hayloft and he worked from before dawn until well after sunset. Carrie caught him secretly nursing blisters on his hands and feet after the first few days. She doctored him up and on the next trip to town bought him a good pair of second-hand boots with the last of the money from Robert Salinger. People in town were curious about him, wondering who he was, where he had come from and why he had lit upon Carrie's farm. She had no answers. All she could tell was that though he was willing and almost tireless, he had never done farm work before. In fact, his hands had seemed very delicate when she had first discovered his blisters. They had toughened up quickly. Ben's old clothes were far too large for him, but Carrie managed to make some over to replace Robbie's sorry rags with whole garments. Rarely did Robbie ask for a day off. He observed Sunday rest with the family, and they attended services together at the church in town, but Carrie wondered how Robbie could possibly understand what went on. Carrie herself had trouble following the long sermons and lengthy Scripture readings. She always brought Ben's Bible, though she couldn't read anything but Genesis 1:1 and scattered words here and there. When they were at church, Robbie would draw little picture stories, fine, beautifully-detailed things, perhaps to amuse the children, though Carrie often peeked at them and found them much more interesting than the sermons. Robbie drew Noah and the Ark, Abraham almost sacrificing Isaac, Moses teaching the people about God's law, Samson fighting Philistines – Carrie was surprised to discover that she actually began to learn about the Bible from Robbie's little picture sermons. There were times, however, when Robbie "asked" for permission to go away from the farm. He went off for a part of a day, or a whole day once or twice. Carrie wondered greatly where he went but knew it was none of her business. Robbie had been gone overnight this time. Carrie tried not to be worried, but she missed Robbie and his cheerful "dumb show" of eating breakfast with the family and going out to work in the morning. She was teaching Bethany to roll piecrust in the kitchen when she heard a commotion 



out in the yard. "Mama!" Matthew's voice screamed. He had gone out to get water. "Some men are comin', an' they're chasin' Robbie!" She looked out and was horrified to find a group of confederate soldiers riding into the barnyard, and Robbie running madly ahead of them like a rabbit from a dog pack. Before she could get out to them they had caught him by the chicken yard and torn his shirt from his back. They lashed him to the fence and began to beat him with a horsewhip. Matthew stood by, crying and begging them to stop. Bethany, who had followed Carrie out, burst into tears also. "Stop that! What are you doing?" Carrie screamed at the men. "This fellow's a spy, ma'am," snarled one of the soldiers. "You're crazy! That's my hired man," Carrie stormed. "He's just a poor deaf and dumb boy. How could he be a spy?" "Deaf an' dumb?" another man, in a sergeant's uniform, repeated. "You sure about that?" "Of course I'm sure. Look what you've done to him." Carrie put herself between Robbie and the soldiers. Robbie hung there, shuddering but not making a sound. "We – we've been hearin' rumors of a spy in this area," one of the men said uncertainly. "Information's gettin' out to the Yankees, that's for sure. An' we saw this fellah hangin' around our camp over the hill, an' we thought when he headed back here – " "You mean to a northern woman's farm?" Carrie demanded. "I suppose you think I and my two children are spies too. My husband fought and died in the Confederate army! You should be ashamed. Get out of here." "We're sorry, ma'am," the sergeant said. "Can we do anything to help?" Carrie glanced at Robbie and saw the terror in his face. "Just go," she ordered, and bent down to free Robbie as they rode off. Robbie could barely walk and she had a terrible time getting him onto his feet and into the house. The children's attempts to help only made it worse. She made him lie down on her bed and sent Matthew and 



Bethany to heat water and get clean rags. When she removed what was left of Robbie's shirt she found a small, thin book tucked into the back waistband of his trousers. Curious, she opened it, and found it crammed with tiny, close writing. She couldn't begin to read it. Putting the book aside, she returned to caring for Robbie. It was eerie how he never made a sound, though he must have been in terrible pain. What a dreadful, silent world he lived in. Did he know how to cry, or laugh, ever show what he felt? His eyes were tightly shut and he scarcely moved, just flinched once or twice, while she washed the whip cuts. She left his back uncovered when she had finished, putting some soothing salve on but knowing bandages would only rub and irritate. Are you going to be all right?" she asked loudly, seeing that his eyes were open now. Robbie nodded his head jerkily and tried to get up. Carrie shook her head. "Stay there and rest," she ordered. She checked on him later and found him asleep, but noticed that the little book had disappeared. His face was lined with pain and weariness, and scratched and bruised too, as were his hands. Carrie assumed the soldiers must have chased Robbie through the woods, maybe hunted him all night. He couldn't seem to eat anything at lunchtime, and was wakeful and obviously in distress in the afternoon. Carrie gave him a dose of willow bark powder and that seemed to ease the pain and let him sleep another hour or two. At supper Carrie was surprised to see him come into the kitchen and join the family. "What's a spy, mama?" Matthew asked timidly, while Robbie sat gingerly on the edge of his chair and nibbled on a biscuit and some ham. Carrie glanced at Robbie and saw that he was absorbed in his own thoughts. "A spy is a bad person who tells bad soldiers about secret things that good soldiers are doing," Carrie said. "Why did the soldiers think that about Robbie?" Bethany asked. "He can't even talk! He don't even know what nobody's sayin'." "It was right fool-headed of them, wasn't it?" Carrie said. It would have seemed almost funny, if it hadn't been for the way Robbie had suffered. She glanced at him and was startled to see the haunted, deeply troubled expression 



on his face. "Do you want some more willow-bark, Robbie?" She shouted, holding up the medicine. Robbie started and shook his head. He got up and headed for the door, his supper almost untouched. "Robbie, you can't sleep on a pile of hay with your back like that," Carrie protested. "I'll fix you up a bed here in the kitchen. Oh, why am I talkin'? You don't understand me, do you?" She tried to pantomime sleeping in the kitchen but Robbie seemed not to understand, even when she brought in a straw tick and her featherbed and spread them on the hearth. He just shook his head and went out to the barn, carrying a "new" shirt Carrie had fixed up for him. 





From Send a White Rose – Chapter Four: 
Waiting for News

Robert Markham stepped onto the veranda of Judge Durant’s hacienda in the early morning light. He was surprised to see Father Diego’s entourage moving down the road past the house. The priest raised the window shade, glanced over and raised a hand to stop the procession. He alighted and approached the low stucco wall surrounding the front yard. Robert reluctantly advanced to meet him.“Well, Marshal, I thought we were the early risers,” Diego said congenially, “but I see you and the Señor Judge are already up and about your business. You will convey my greetings to him when you see him, will you not, and bid him farewell?”“I didn’t know you were leaving so soon,” Robert said.“Oh, yes, I told the judge I was only staying the night,” Diego replied. “I have God’s business to do and I must get on. I hope you bear me no ill will in the matter of those beggars at the hotel last night.”“No.” Robert answered absently. “No, of course not. Have a pleasant journey.”Diego returned to his carriage and signaled the procession to move on. Robert remained standing where he was until one of his deputies rode through the gates and came to a stop before the steps.“We’ve found nothing yet, Marshal,” the messenger reported.



“All search parties have reported?”“Yes, sir. Should we widen the search area?”“Yes. Continue to report back every two hours.”“Yes, sir.” The man turned and rode off. Robert reflected grimly that Diego had spoken truer than he knew. Robert had been up and about his business since four that morning, when a deputy had awakened him to report that Judge Richard’s guard hadn’t returned. It had taken a little time to determine that Bartholomew wasn’t at home or anywhere in Santa Fe. Robert had organized search parties, telling only a few leaders what they were looking for.It was past eight o’clock now, though, and there had been no word, no sign of anything. Bartholomew’s horse had been seen running loose by some Mexicans coming into town from the south at dawn, and it had taken more than an hour to capture the frantic stallion. No one could determine where or how he had become separated from his master.A rider approached the gate just as Robert was turning back toward the house. He recognized Alethia on the beautiful red appaloosa the judge had given her, and ran to meet her.“Señorita Alethia! What brings you here so early?” He inquired, holding her bridle as she dismounted. He tried to keep his tone light, but Alethia stared at him in astonishment.“Roberto! What is wrong?” Robert led her horse across to the stables and did not speak until he had given the reins to a groom and they were headed back toward the house.“The judge went out for a ride last night, and didn’t come back.” Alethia paled. “I’m searching, of course, but we can’t do anything but wait for news.”Alethia nodded. “We must wait for news, but it is not as if there is nothing else to do. We shall pray with all our might, and I will give these jalapeños to the cook.” She shook the bag she carried and smiled at Robert. He stood looking after her for a long time before following her into the house.
“Señorita Alethia!” Pastor Greene called out as Alethia arrived back at the orphanage. “There’s a very dirty young 



man here who’s been waiting to see you. I sent him out back to play, but he’s just been sitting by the well.”“Thank you, Señor pastor.” Alethia put her horse away and headed out to the play yard. She had done several errands while she had been out, and it was now afternoon. Pastor Greene would have told her if any messages had come from Robert about the judge. She wondered who the boy was, and what business could be so important that he would not even accept an invitation to play. In spite of her cheerful words to Robert and the fact that she believed she had been praying with all her might as she went about her duties, it was becoming hard to wait for news of Bartholomew.A ragged Mexican boy thudded his heels against the stone side of the well and yawned as she came around the corner. He sprang up and thrust a crumpled, dusty white rose at her.“That is for you,” he said in Spanish.“Que bonita! Muchas Gracias, niño.” Alethia took the rose and reached into her pocket. “I have something for you also.”The boy brightened. Then his face clouded over and he shook his head. “No, I have thought about that, and I should not take it. It was his idea.”“Someone told you to bring me this rose?”“It was the gringo muerto. Well, there were two dead men, but one of them was not really dead. There was such a lot of blood, though.”“Where is this gringo, niño?”“I told him I would not tell anybody, and I will not. I have to go.”Alethia caught him by the shoulder as he slipped down off the well and fixed her eyes on his. “This man is hurt, niño. He may die without help. He must have… help...” She stopped and stared at the white rose in her hand, her own voice echoing in her mind. “Send a white rose, Judge. I will come at once.”“Tell me. Aprisa -- quickly. Tell me where he is.”“Not you, of all people. Then even He would know about the things.”



Alethia understood the “He” if not the rest of the boy’s cryptic speech. “He already knows. El Señor knows everything. You cannot hide anything from Him.”“He knows?”“Sí, but still he loves you. He sent Jesucristo to die for you. What if He had not cared about you? What if He had thought it cost too much to die for you? Will it cost you more to help this gringo?”“In the old fort of the patrones,” the boy whimpered. “That way,” he pointed. “And I will never go back there again, and I will never take things anymore.”Alethia released him and he bolted away. Into the orphanage she hurried and met Pastor Greene in the hall.“Pastor, how long ago did that boy arrive?”“Well, let me see...” Pastor Greene scratched his jaw. “Fifteen or twenty minutes, maybe.”“I must leave at once. I will return as soon as I can.”Pastor Greene stared at her, seeing the combination of self-control and great agitation in her manner. “Go then,” he nodded. Alethia went down the hall, and in a moment, without seeming to hurry, she had gathered blankets, clean rags, a water bottle, and some medicines. A boy of about fifteen with curly red hair entered the room where she was working and started to apologize and leave.“Jonathan,” she said to him, “Por favor, see that my horse is saddled and get a message to el doctor Prentice at the hospital and the marshal at Judge Durant’s house. Tell them to meet me at the ruins of the old Spanish fort south of here. The doctor will need to bring a wagon filled with straw. Go to the hospital first, and go quickly.”“Yes, Señorita.” Even the governor’s younger son was used to obeying Señorita Alethia without question. Jonathan Markham often helped out at the orphanage on Saturdays. When Alethia emerged from the orphanage, her mare stood ready out front. Jonathan was flying down the street on his buckskin, headed for the hospital. Alethia fastened her bundle securely and galloped off. 
Through the city and down the road she hurried until the ruins loomed up before her. Alethia sprang off with her 



bundle. The ruins were large, but she put her hand into her pocket and felt the withered rose. Spotting the cross, she headed for the chapel. She slipped inside a breach in the outer wall and gasped as she saw the body of one of Robert’s deputy’s hidden by a pile of rubble, his throat cut. Collecting herself when she realized he was beyond help, she went on.She came to the rose climber among the weeds and shapeless bushes as she scrambled over blackened beams and heaps of broken adobe. Looking down, she saw, huddled inside the break in the wall, a twisted, blood-covered figure.“Oh, Bartholomao,” she breathed, kneeling beside Bartholomew’s still form. Bartholomew’s eyelids flickered as she moistened his lips with a wet cloth. She began to remove the caked blood from his face and at last he opened his eyes and tried to smile.“Alethia ... I knew you’d ... figure it out. I knew ... you’d come.”“Rest, Judge. Silencio. Do not try to speak.”“I have been resting ... forever. But I’ll be ... fine once this ... rubbish is off me. You have ... help coming ... of course. You won’t be able to ... move it by yourself. I ... can’t budge.”“I -- I do not understand, Judge. Help is coming, but what do you mean, rubbish?”“Part of the wall... must have... fallen on me. I can’t... move a muscle.”“Oh, Judge,” Alethia said softly. “There is nothing there. Nothing at all.”
A boy on horseback hurtled straight through the open gate into the front yard of the judge’s house as Robert came down the porch steps. It was his younger brother Jonathan. Governor Markham was at the house to help carry on the judge’s business. Robert had not yet told him that the judge was missing, only that he had been called away unexpectedly. Robert assumed that Jonathan had come to see their father until the boy almost ran him down with his foam-flecked, exhausted horse.



“Robert! Robert! I’ve got a message for you,” Jonathan gasped. “Señorita Alethia wants you to meet her at the ruins of the old Spanish fort south of here on the main road. She wants you to hurry.”“Tell Father where I’ve gone.” Robert ran for the stables, and a few moments later thundered away with one of his deputies. Jonathan left his horse in the care of a groom and went into the house. He found his father in the study with a flabby-looking red-faced man in silly, overdecorated clothes.“What do you mean, you can’t tell me where the judge has gone?” the man squalled. “Unexpectedly called away. I’m sure he is. Why did he invite my sister here to visit and then leave?”“Father,” Jonathan broke in, “the marshal said to tell you he’s gone to the ruins of the old fort ten miles south of here. He got a message from --”“So the marshal has disappeared too?” The man had been angry before, but now he was furious. “This is nice hospitality. My sister could be dying, and no one would care.”“Mr. Masters, if your sister is ill, we can send for a doctor to see her at the hotel,” the governor said. “The judge meant no disrespect to her. He wouldn’t have gone away if he could have helped it.”“He’s done nothing but ignore her since we came!” Randall glared at Governor Markham. “Don’t bother to send for a doctor. I’ll take care of my sister. We’ll be leaving at any rate.”“Leaving?”“You don’t think I’m going to stay here and let Leah continue to be humiliated, do you? We’re taking the first train out.”“Don’t be a fool. Your sister was exhausted by the trip here. She really will be ill if you go back without letting her rest.”“I know what’s best for my own sister!” Randall stormed out of the room.“What is the matter with that lunatic?” Governor Markham growled, returning to his task of filling a saddlebag with documents to take to the courthouse. A 



servant entered and announced that a messenger had arrived from the hotel. The breathless young man was shown into the study.“Governor, the young lady -- Miss Masters -- We think she’s seriously ill. The bellhop has heard her maid calling through the door begging for help. But Mr. Masters has apparently jammed the door shut. Our passkey won’t work. We’d like to call a doctor and break in the door, but the manager wants somebody to authorize it. I mean, it’s real irregular -- could make the hotel look bad. But the servant girl sounds very frightened.”“By all means,” the governor exclaimed. “Do whatever’s necessary. I’ll put it in writing if you like.” He hastily scratched out a note and the young man hurried off. “That Masters boy really is a lunatic. He’s likely to be crazy enough to make trouble over this, though. Jonathan, why don’t you see if you can keep him busy here for awhile, so his sister can be taken care of?”
Jonathan scooted out to the stables and found the stablehands bringing out the two-horse buggy that had brought Randall Masters to Judge Durant’s house. Jonathan took one of the grooms aside and hastily whispered an explanation of his father’s wishes and the reason for them. The man quickly joined the crew amid a buzz of conversation and suddenly their progress slowed inexplicably. The horses reared and whinnied impatiently, as they seemed to be trying to drag the buggy out with great difficulty.“Hurry up, you idiots! Can’t you see I’m in a hurry? Do you treat the judge’s property so carelessly?” Randall demanded. He paced back and forth on the drive, angry and impatient.“What seems to be the problem?” Jonathan asked casually.“This hotel buggy is a piece of junk, sir,” one of the men complained. “For some reason we can’t get it to draw.”“I wonder what the trouble is?” Jonathan stepped around to the side and crouched beneath the wheels, covertly drawing his clasp knife as he leaned underneath. “Come on, fellows. The brakes are still on!” Amid 



exclamations of astonishment from the stablemen Jonathan inserted his knife into a joint of the brake assembly and it split with a loud crack.“See that? You broke the brakes. Mr. Masters, I’m sorry, but you won’t be going anywhere for a while. I apologize on behalf of Judge Durant for these idiots. You men get busy fixing that buggy right now. We’d better watch them to make sure it’s done right, sir.”Jonathan swung up onto the side of a stall as the men went to get tools. Randall looked around and grimaced.“Isn’t there anyplace clean to sit?”Jonathan hopped down and dusted off the lid of a storage bin with his handkerchief. He shook it out and spread it on the lid. “At your service, Mr. Masters.”Randall gingerly sat down. Jonathan resumed his perch.“It’s a good idea to know a little something about everything,” he philosophized. “That way nobody can take advantage of you. For instance, if you didn’t know anything about carriage brakes, you wouldn’t know whether they were fixing it properly or not.”Randall glanced uneasily at the men bustling around and making a great show of working but not seeming to accomplish much.“Yes, it does help,” he agreed. He watched with great concentration for a minute or so, then stifled a yawn and shifted restlessly on his seat. He got up and wandered back into the stable.“Couldn’t I just borrow a trap from the judge?” he queried. “I’d see that it was returned, of course. I need to get back to the hotel.” He walked along behind the horses. Jonathan rose, racking his brains for an idea that would keep Randall there. Suddenly he grabbed a stablehand and whispered. The man grinned and picked up a shovel, hurrying down the row and excusing himself to go past Randall.“There might be a barn owl back there, Mr. Masters,” Jonathan cautioned. “Take care it doesn’t swoop at you.”Randall glanced up into the dark rafters. The stablehand scooped up a shovelful of horse manure and tipped it out onto the pathway right in front of Randall, 



who stepped in it. He looked down and his features registered horror and disgust.“Sorry, Mr. Masters,” the man apologized, stifling a chuckle.“You clumsy idiot!” he snarled. “These are brand new boots!”“We’ll get someone out here to clean them right away,” another man offered. “You just stay right here.”“Hurry up about it,” Randall snapped, turning sharply. His other foot landed in the fragrant pile and he slipped, twisting about and falling flat on the ground. The men could not help laughing, but Jonathan saw that Randall did not get up. He hurried over to him. Some of the men knelt beside him also.“He must’ve bumped his head,” someone said.“He’s out cold,” another observed.“Is he all right?” Jonathan asked worriedly.“Sure,” one of the men assured him. “Guess he’ll be stayin’ awhile, though. Too bad about them fancy clothes.” Randall lay full length in the manure. The stable erupted into laughter. 





From Chasing the Texas Wind – March, 1845

“May I ask if I must pose as your husband in any specific way two weeks from this evening, ma’am?” Ham inquired of Maeve as they sat at the midday meal together one day.“I have no plans for that night,” Maeve said after consulting her daybook. “Why?”“I am compelled to attend a ceremony related to my work,” Ham replied. “In fact, it is in honor of my promotion.”“Your promotion?” Maeve repeated. “I thought you were already a head clerk. Do you become a partner now?”“No, I merely become head clerk over a larger room full of more clerks,” Ham answered.“Is this something I should attend?” Maeve persisted. “I mean, something they would expect your wife to come to?” “I hardly think you should trouble yourself, my dear,” Ham shrugged. “I only mentioned it in case you had any need for my services. I can easily go alone, and I think you would find it very dull.”“What exactly do you do?” Maeve asked. “I mean, I understand that you work for the government, and that you are a clerk, but what does your office do?”“Research,” Ham told her. “Sifting through mountains of paperwork to produce more mountains of paperwork. What does any government office do? Produce much paper, 



perform little actual service, and waste many people’s time and money.”“You regard your service to Texas very lightly,” Maeve said softly. “I regard government very lightly,” Ham smiled, “unless it helps and protects us only as much as it must, and leaves us alone the rest of the time. Back to the office for me. I shall see you late this evening, then.”“I’ll probably be asleep,” Maeve said. “I have had two meetings this morning, and will have three this afternoon. I’ll be too tired to wait up.”“Nor would I expect you to,” Ham said, rising and bowing slightly.

After the ceremony, Ham accepted a plate of cookies and stood listening to the people around him congratulate him until he’d had enough and went toward the one man who wasn’t hovering like a bug around a light, who was in fact about to depart.“Dan. It’s good to see you.”Dan nodded. “Congratulations. I mean that. You’ve deserved it for a long time.”“One can’t deserve something like this for a long time at thirty-five, Dan. It’s barely supposed to happen this soon. I have no idea why it happened to me.”“Like I said, just reward. There’s no one doing more in the field than you are behind your desk. Or, rather, all over the floor, because I know how you work your puzzles. Fighting the good fight, just not often getting the recognition you deserve.”“And yet?”“Obviously you went through with it. I see the ring.”“I did. And it seems to be working out. Sometimes we even like each other a little bit. Fortunately not often.”“Dan!” Tad exclaimed, bumping into him. “You must have met the wife. Tell us about her. Ham’s a complete oyster.”Dan looked hard at Ham. “She’s very beautiful, and very accomplished,” he responded. “Her dinners are 



memorable, and conversation never flags because she’s interested in everything and can talk about anything.”“That’s nice, but vague,” Greg put in. “Anything specific?”“If I’m a guest in someone’s house, I don’t blab to his coworkers what he doesn’t think he can trust them with himself,” Dan said.“Ouch!” Tad groaned. “He’s saying we’re gossips, Greg.”“That’s because we are,” Greg shrugged. “Part of what makes us good at our jobs is we know a lot of stuff and aren’t afraid to talk about it. Part of what makes old Ham so much better at his job and as a person than we are is that he thinks about the stuff he knows and doesn’t just run off at the mouth to everybody about it.” The two moved away, trolling for news worth repeating.“Thanks, Dan,” Ham breathed.“I understand the importance of confidentiality,” Dan replied. “I owe you that much for all the years we were friends.”“Were friends?” Ham repeated. “I’m getting your letters. I’m just not good at carrying on a friendship by mail.”“Well, I’m making an effort. You could show you want it to continue by answering now and then.” Dan looked around and lowered his voice. “Ham, you look wasted somehow, as if you were using yourself up and not finding a way to recuperate. Is this sham marriage doing that to you? Is that woman making the brightest candle I ever knew burn out?”“I had no idea what this thing would be like, Dan,” Ham murmured. “She wants me to ignore what she does, where she goes, just sit up, roll over, play dead on command, but how can anyone ignore a snowflake, the most beautiful, delicate, perfect thing you ever saw, dangling in front of your eyes, just before it throws itself into a raging fire?”“What on earth are you talking about?” Dan asked softly. “You’re saying she’s doing something dangerous and asking you to ignore it? What could a singer, a society butterfly, be doing that’s dangerous?”



“She’s more like a moth, oh, such a beautiful moth,” Ham said. “I just go into a room where she is and I hear – no, I swear I can feel – this weak flutter, the beating of a moth’s wings against a lamp chimney, trapped inside, wanting to escape but irresistibly drawn to the flame. I want to yank off the chimney and set the moth free, but she just can’t stay away from the flame, and she curses me for trying to save her, says it’s important work, this flitting into the fire and trying to get out again whole, doesn’t believe the flame will eat her alive. So I’m trying to learn to stand by and watch her singe her wings.”“You love her,” Dan said. “Of all the punishments I figured God might put on you for this thing that was one I never thought of. But, come to think of it, what could be worse than loving a woman who uses and despises you and who’s killing herself and dragging you over the edge with her?”“I guess you speak from experience,” Ham ventured.“That’s over now,” Dan said. “And I had God to bring me through it. Ham, I’m looking at you, and it tears a hole in my soul to see what you’re going through. Won’t you at least accept the Lord, let Him give you some peace and maybe even some wisdom to get through this thing?”“You said I was cursed, or something like that, didn’t you, for doing this?” Ham shrugged. “Would God even want to help me now? Besides, I couldn’t extricate myself from it if wanted to. I’m just another moth, only she’s the flame.”Dan gazed at him in great sadness for a long time. Finally he asked, “Anything more about your hunch?”Ham looked around the room. Everyone was engaged in conversation and paying the two friends no attention whatsoever. “Just stray words, mostly Spanish of course, so they mean almost nothing to me. Avecita keeps coming up. A town, maybe? And there’s this Chaco. I think it’s a person’s name. Chaco moves a lot of wagons around. Don’t know why yet. Maybe he’s a merchant. Another name came up and I can’t even say why it’s related. Parmenos. I just, you know, I lay everything out and it seems to go somewhere, around the border, there with the flowery bushes, near the old millhouse wheel. A puzzle. I don’t have enough pieces yet.”



“Hmm. You sure that Parmenos thing is part of it?” Dan asked.“Why do you ask?” Ham looked at him. Dan seemed strangely uneasy.“It’s the name of a town,” Dan replied. “I know some people there. How do you connect it with your puzzle?”“The pieces in between are still missing,” Ham said, frowning. “Vienta. Vienta is there between Avecita and Parmenos.”“That’s just the word for wind,” Dan said.“Yes, that’s what people tell me,” Ham nodded. “But it’s there. And there’s a name. Jude Morrow. I don’t know who he is, but he’s the only thing about this that isn’t Spanish so far, and I was grateful for that.”“You don’t know who Jude Morrow is?” Dan exclaimed. “Ham, he’s my uncle. He was Colonel Morrow, our commanding officer.”“I – I never knew his first name, did I?” Ham queried. “Colonel Morrow? Of course I know Colonel Morrow. Brigadier General, when he mustered out, wasn’t he? Dan, what am I piecing together here? Do you know something you’re not telling me?”“I’m – I’m not sure I can tell you,” Dan hesitated. “Let me talk to some people, and I’ll write if I can. But I don’t know anything about this Chaco or Avecita business, I can tell you that.”“Okay,” Ham said cautiously. “We all have secrets, or so they tell me. But I really think you know all of mine, even the very unpleasant ones, so I wonder why I don’t know all of yours. I mean, I would think you should know you can trust me, in spite of some differences we seem to be having lately.”“Not only do I trust you, Ham,” Dan said earnestly, “I want very much to have you work hard on this puzzle and find out why you connect Parmenos and Uncle Jude and these other things. I just – there are other people involved, and not all of them know you like I do, and --”“But they do know me?” Ham caught up the implication. “And they don’t like me or trust me. Morrow used to, but I guess I can understand why he wouldn’t now. And there are others. Well, all right, I’ll keep puzzling over 



my pieces, but if you can add anything, it might help me solve it faster.”

“I wonder if I might get a dog?” Ham ventured at breakfast one morning. Maeve had been gone two weeks and returned distracted and exhausted. She seemed hardly to have slept and glanced in irritation at Ham.“A dog? You want a dog? Then get one. Why ask me?” She snapped.“Because we share this house,” Ham reminded her. “I was thinking of a hunting dog, something a little on the large size, I am afraid, and I wanted your opinion on how it would fit in with the decor and bric a brac. There was some trouble about my chinning bar.”“Please don’t worry about the bric a brac,” Maeve responded. “If it will keep you company, by all means get one.”“Right,” Ham nodded. “By the way, I remember hearing you mention a little while ago that you knew for a fact that supplies and ammunition are moving north in Mexico. May I ask how you know that?”“There is a town called Avecita about fifty miles south of here,” Maeve told him. “A man named Jose Iscarius de Charico, popularly known as Chaco, a lieutenant in Ampudia’s supply network, lives there. He has been moving wagonloads of supplies and weapons, guns, cannon and ammunition, nothing traced farther south than Monterrey. Mexico seems to be preparing a final scenario for its war against us.”“All right.” Ham tried to sound only mildly interested. “But how did you get this information?”Maeve rose from the table. “When a person loves Texas and wishes it well, it becomes necessary to take personally the subject of its protection from its enemies. I have made this my mission, and I do what is necessary toward that end. I believe you are in danger of being late, Hamilton. Perhaps you should go to work.”“I should,” Ham said.



“We need a bigger office,” Ham muttered as he arranged his papers on the hardwood floor. Tad climbed atop his desk and swung himself across to the doorway. Greg tiptoed around the sea of pages to a bare spot near the wall.“We could move our desks out into the hall,” Greg suggested.“Movement from Avecita to here,” Ham continued to mutter. “Chaco and wagons observed here, and here, more wagons here, on this date. Road repairs here. Route changed. This one took off from here, passed through Avecita on this date, went – Where?”“Ham, are you ending the war before it starts?” Greg asked, squinting at the layout. “How did you get this stuff?”“And what’s this Parmenos thing? Where does it fit in?” Tad bent down to pick up a paper that seemed an orphan. Ham lashed out with his walking stick and Tad jerked away.“It stays there,” Ham snapped. “Don’t touch it. You see that one over there, and this one? They fit. That’s where they go. But there’s still a piece missing. Well, more than a piece.”“Ham, Jude Morrow retired from the service a couple of years ago,” Greg said from the wall, being careful not to even look like he was going to touch anything. “He’s in Kentucky, in Congress. He doesn’t come to Texas much anymore at all. And Parmenos – It’s a cotton farm.”“Cotton? Slaves?” Ham straightened up and his gaze bored into Greg.“I – used to be,” Greg scrambled. “But – uhh – fairly good number of Negroes, but they work for pay, freed, um – years ago. The town’s grown up around the plantation. Lots of the Negroes started their own farms and businesses, Tejanos, other people collected around it. Supposed to be extremely successful, economically, been a thorn in Mexico’s side because they never went along with that convert to Catholicism thing. Got their own exclusive religious club going, though, because they don’t want unbelievers in the fold, whatever it is they believe. Duvall – 



Duvall name is big around there. Came from Louisiana. Some kind of family owns the town thing.”Ham was taking down Greg’s words on a pad. He tore off the sheet and stuck it in one of the holes. He stood still and looked. “But what do you have to do with Avecita, anyway, you Duvalls?” He asked the paper.

“Oh. I thought you were only going to get one dog,” Maeve said vaguely as Ham led her out to the carriage house and showed her the pair of slender, shiny black dogs who nuzzled Maeve interestedly and accepted her tentative pats on the head. “How pretty they are.”“I heard about a widow whose husband died in a hunting accident,” Ham replied. “She was selling these, and I thought, why break them up? They’re already trained to obedience, but they’re young, and can still be taught a few other things.”“Do you mean to take up hunting?” Maeve asked.“No, no, I was thinking about tracking, and rescue, for some reason,” Ham looked at Maeve sideways. “You were gone a long time this time.”Maeve didn’t even return his gaze. She bent down and fondled the dogs. “Hello. Yes, hello, there. So pretty. So handsome. How sweet you both are. Yes. What are their names?”“Um ... Herman and Hetty,” Ham grimaced. “I was hoping for something more poetic, though it’s best if the names sound close to what they’re used to being called. I thought I’d call the male Hermes, for the messenger god. Would you like to name the female?”“Hecate, goddess of the night,” Maeve said softly, caressing the silky ears. “She’s so shiny black. But Ham, they’re not going to sleep out here in this chilly old carriage house, are they?”



Part Two: Ancient Empire Builders
The Ephron the Hittite Series





From Ephron Son of Zohar – Chapter Six  
Born For Adversity

Proverbs 17:17
“Now what?” asked Anah.It was morning after the hunt. Ephron, Zohar, Nebajoth, Akiia, Taku, and Adah sat with Anah and his family. Yovov and Mahalath sat across from their cousins, together with several of their brother, sisters, and their spouses. They moved several tables together and ate breakfast as they talked. Zohar needed assistance walking to the table, but spoke with confidence after sitting and having something to eat.“As everyone knows,” said Zohar, “I moved here with my family because no one wanted this land. Now, everyone wants it. Your land has valleys that are warm all winter. But this mountain gets too cold to live here without heat and protection. Walls need to be built, not so much to keep out armies, but to keep out the wind and keep you warm. We had to work together from the first just to survive. If our combined labors create an abundance, and we fight among ourselves, we would be better off if we simply let the Assyrians come and take our land.”“So we simply do what you tell us to do?” asked Anah. “Are you making me, your brother, and my children your slaves?”“We will enslave no one,” said Zohar. “Our only laws were give by Adonai to Noah. Noah passed those on to 



Heth. We have customs which Heth gave to us, but customs are not laws.”“Your hospitality is gracious,” said Anah, “but one of the customs of Heth is to return hospitality. We cannot simply allow you give us your food and do all the preparations for meals.”“You did the hard work of slaughtering the gazelles to provide us all with food for the winter,” said Ephron. “Do not feel ashamed.”“There are still grains to be harvested, though we must be diligent because they will only last a few more weeks in the fields.” said Zohar. “Simple windbreaks which would last the winter could be erected in less than a week. You need tables to eat on, beds to sleep in, but the most important is ovens to prepare food.”“Why must we have ovens today?” asked Anah. “Ephron enlarged your oven and we can help, both to tend the fires and do the cooking. I see a greater need for more tables and places to eat.”“This is what I said,” said Zohar. “We will fight and bicker among ourselves.”“Father, may I speak?” asked Ephron. Zohar nodded. “Anah has divided his family into clans which work well together, much better than we do. They can easily divide by clan and do these many tasks which must be done and have them all done before winter sets in.”“Impossible,” snorted Zohar.“Are you calling me lazy?” Anah laughed to cover his anger. “Or are we just incompetent?”“Working together as efficiently as we did on the hunt,” continued Ephron, “an outer wall of wood and most of the other preparations for winter will be done in a month.”“Can't be done,” snorted Zohar.“A challenge!” Anah slapped his knees. “You will see, my brother. We will be done in three weeks. We will not even need the entire month.”“Are we to be one tribe?” asked Zohar. He settled back in his seat, his burst of energy spent. “Have you talked to the women?”“We have been rather busy,” said Anah.



“How long will it take you to arrange everyone into tasks?” Zohar asked.“Probably be done before the midday meal,” said Anah.“Then all involved can meet here this afternoon?” asked Zohar.“Certainly,” said Anah, though his face did not look as certain as his words sounded.“It is best,” said Zohar, who now looked quite weak, “That we decide who will make the decisions. How much grain needs to be gathered in? What kind of walls and how large? Shall some of my children live in the new buildings? And most important, who is allowed to do whatever they want? What kind of punishments will be meted out, if any?”“My brother,” said Anah. “We must live here. In just a few weeks we will have enough food and shelter survive the winter. We can discuss such matters then.”“There is one more very important issue,” said Ephron. “Others will look at this move as Anah relinquishing his claim to his own land. If we make causeways across the Marashantiya River and establish towers, we can both protect the causeways and provide shelters for hunting parties. They could also guard against raiders and help to strengthen our claim that the land is not abandoned. Simple hunting lodges with low towers should be in place and used this winter. I think that these outposts – and if anyone has a better name, we can call them by your name – should be built along with causeways as soon as the winter provisions are in place.”“We have always lived in tents,” said Yovov. “You said that this harvest was not enough for the winter. I believe that continuing to hunt our land throughout the winter will keep our claim on our land. I also believe that the causeways are a good idea.”“Something to discuss later,” said Zohar. “You have plans to make and women to talk to.”Zohar waved his arms repeatedly as if to shoo everyone away from him. Ephron stood and looked for his sister without seeing her.“This will be quick,” said Ephron. “Anah, may I go with you to talk to the women? We will be back shortly. The rest 



of you may do as you like, but we will be back to talk to Zohar before discussing the work which must be done.”“Certainly, Ephron,” said Anah. “Yovov, could you and Mahalath please join us, and find Elon also?” The four walked off in search of Tawananna. They found her repairing damaged artillery. She was also taking the opportunity to teach Shelometh how to properly inspect for damage to a bow. Both women concentrated on inspections with their backs to the courtyard. Neither noticed the approaching retinue.“I am afraid that only two of the bows we used yesterday can be repaired,” Tawananna. “See these cracks? We can take some resin, rub it into them, sand it smooth, and the bows will be good in the field.” She picked up another bow. “These slightly larger cracks might be repaired, but should not be trusted. They can be used some, as practice bows, but not in the field. And these three have cracks here, here and here, that will soon break the bow. Anyone who uses one these is risking being severely injured. They should not be used at all. Since we still have some good bows, we need to make some arrows. That means starting with good quality wood.”As Tawananna looked carefully at the available wood, she began rejecting piece after piece. While she did this, Shelometh took resin and began working it into the bows as Tawananna had shown her. Anah, Ephron, and Yovov silently watched them work, waiting for Mahalath to bring her son Elon.“Firewood!” said Tawananna. “These are good for nothing but firewood. See these knots? You would waste a great deal of time trying to smooth these out. And even if you could, They could be easily damaged and make the wood uneven, which would keep the arrow from a straight flight.”Mahalath and Elon were now in earshot as they approached the blacksmith area. Many other people repaired tools but Shelometh and Tawananna were somewhat apart from the others in the large open area, where the stones for the forge had been scavenged to enlarge the oven to house multiple fireboxes and create a sort of multi-oven.



“May your lives fly as straight as your arrows,” said Anah.The two young women whirled around, startled that they were being watched.“Uh… well…” stammered Tawananna.“Grandpa,” said Shelometh, “it is rude to sneak up on people like that.”“Grandpa twice removed,” said Anah. “Zohar wants to unite our tribes. I am certain that you bright young women understand that you are the most available peace children. Zohar said that he wants Shelometh to marry Ephron and Tawananna to marry Elon. He asked that we talk to him about these marriages after lunch.”“Today?” asked Shelometh. “That's it? I'm to marry someone I had not even met before yesterday? No one even asks us?”“And what kind of plans did you have?” asked Anah. “Do you understand that you two will be the highest and most powerful women of the children of Heth? And since Zohar is the head of Hattus, you will become the queen of this village.”“Sounds like you have already gone along with this scheme,” said Shelometh.“I think that Zohar sees this as a good plan,” said Anah. “Of course, he didn't talk to any of the parties involved. He left that up to me. I was surprised to learn that he even knows who Elon is.”Anah stopped talking; then decided to go on. “I always thought that Zohar took this land because it has good stone. I expected him to build cities like the cities of the plains of Shinar. Perhaps he has been ill for some time. I used to think he was just lazy and didn't like to hunt.”“So what is you opinion of this scheme, Grandpa twice-removed?” asked Elon.“It's a great political strategy,” said Anah. “We would certainly benefit from such an arrangement. But marriages are not just about politics and arrangements. I promised my brother that I would talk to you. He wants to hear from you after the noon meal. For now, we have work to do. Ephron, what are the different details you mentioned?”“Grandpa,” said Shelometh. “You are being outrageous! What are we supposed to say to Zohar?”



“Well, tell Zohar whatever you want,” said Anah. “My advice is that you do two things: Tell him the truth and be tactful.”“Shelometh tactful?” said her brother Elon. “This will be different. She can be quiet, but tactful?”“I can respect someone,” Shelometh fired back.“You can think about it for now,” said Ephron. “We have work to do.”Shelometh flushed, turned to Ephron, then checked herself.“The system, such as it is,” said Ephron. “Is simple. There are a number of tasks which must be done quickly. Some of this will take some time organizing, not a lot, but we will still be working out details until this afternoon. Anah, get the clan chieftain together and we will divide the tasks by clans. The wall needs the most people, so anyone not working on a specific task will be working on building the wall. Eventually everyone will be working on building the wall, but we do not yet have enough tools to work on the wall. So I suggest you divide everyone between gathering grain and cooking. Nebajoth will be in charge of cooking and she knows that. Taku's wife Adah will be in charge of gathering grain, and she has no idea that she will be doing that. They can keep gathering grain or cooking until the evening sacrifice. After eating, we will let everyone know what they will be doing for the next few week, starting in the morning.”“Excuse me, Ephron,” said Elon. “Is it acceptable to call you Ephron?”Understanding his awkward position, Ephron nodded.“Without any specific instructions,” Elon continued, “people are setting up their tents, grooming the animals, and working in the caves, tanning and butchering the gazelles.”“Thank you,” replied Ephron. “That is good to know. Tanning and butchering are tasks which need to be done immediately. They should keep doing that and anyone who want to join them may do so instead of cooking or gathering grain. Some people can secure the animals and see that they have enough food and water. They can also see to any serious problems with the animals. Otherwise, 



they are not a priority, and those people should join the groups gathering grain or cooking as soon as possible.”“And what do you plan to tell our father, my dear brother?” asked Tawananna.“It is not my position to tell him anything,” said Ephron. “But whatever he wants, there will not be any weddings in Hattus for months. Just dismissing him out of hand is not wise. I do know that when he makes his mind up, it is not easily changed.”“You can say that again,” said Anah. “Don't tell him no, but do not agree with him either. You do not have to make any decision today. But remember, he is not going to just forget about this either.”“And how am I supposed to avoid telling him anything definite?” asked Shelometh, hands on hips.“Tactful, sister, tactful,” said Elon.“Why don't you keep working on making archery equipment?” said Ephron. “I believe that we will need it sooner rather than later. We all have work to do now and we'll meet with Father after lunch.”“I can gather the clan leaders together faster on horseback,” said Anah as he headed off to get his steed.“Yovov, Mahalath, and Elon, let me find Adah so you can meet her,” said Ephron. “She's a Shemite and my brother Taku's wife. Her father was one of the original settlers of Hattus. I believe that it would be wise to inform her that she is in charge of instructing several hundred people before they start coming to her.”Ephron climbed up several rungs of a ladder to look over the heads in the crowded courtyard. After spotting Adah, he smiled and motioned to Yovov, his wife, and son. Ephron then began to weave through the crowd.“Adah!” Ephron called out. She was setting up pots in preparation for the noon meal.“Have you met Yovov, grandson of Anah, and his wife Mahalath, and their son Elon?” asked Ephron.“Great-grandson,” corrected Yovov.“Pleased to meet you,” replied Adah. “And what is the occasion of this honor?”“Could you please lead in gathering grains for the rest of day?” asked Ephron.



“And who is going to feed all these people if I am off gathering grain?” asked Adah.“Well, a few people have specific tasks,” said Ephron. “However, most of the people here will either be helping cook or gathering grain. Zohar asked my mother, Nebajoth, to be in charge of the cooking. I am asking you to be in charge of gathering grain. No one knows the wild grains here better than you do.”Adah laughed. “And who left you in charge?”“Zohar,” said Yovov. “We do not understand this either, but we heard it with our own ears.”Adah wiped her hands on her apron and kept smiling, though she stopped laughing. “And how many people am I supposed to be able to train today?”“If we are to have enough food to eat in March,” said Ephron. “We need almost twice as much food as we have now. And two, perhaps three weeks before the weather turns and we will not be able to gather grain.”“Well, the grain is certainly out there,” said Adah. “But it takes time to explain the difference between good grain and weeds that look like grain. And people need to be standing close enough to see what I am doing.”“The clan leaders are going to organize Anah's tribe to do various tasks beginning tomorrow morning,” said Ephron. “Work with Nebajoth. You may take as many people as Nebajoth allows.”“I see your sister over there working on arrows,” said Adah. “Can I start with her? Tawananna knows grains and how to harvest them. So do Taku and Akiia, and my own children.”“For today, certainly, but I do not know about tomorrow,” said Ephron. “I'll ask both of the girls to come over here.”“No,” said Adah. “Not here. Have them meet me in the grain bins of the third cave. We need examples to show people.”Ephron threaded his way through the crowd back to his sister and Shelometh while Yovov and his family waited with Adah. This time the young ladies were watching and saw him approach.“Yes?” said Tawananna.



Ephron opened his mouth, but decided this was not the time for verbally sparing with his sister. Tawananna and Shelometh put their equipment away and started walking to the ovens, with Ephron following.“Adah said she wanted to meet you in the third cave,” said Ephron, but the girls continued toward the ovens.As they approach the ovens, Adah stopped them and began a detailed planning session.“Ephron,” said his mother, Nebajoth. She stopped him before he could hear what the women were discussing, though he could see Yovov, Mahalath, and Elon listening. “I know that we will have more workers, but we must have more ovens. There are only two ways to serve this many people. Either provide cold meals, and that is not healthy, or we will be feeding people around the clock, with everyone on a different schedule.”“Starting tomorrow morning,” said Ephron, “everyone will be on different schedules. For today, I guess that means cold meals.”Nebajoth nodded, smiled, and went back to work. Ephron saw that his father was alone, so he sat on a bench angled toward his father where he could still see much of the courtyard. But before he could speak, Taku and Anah joined them and sat across from them, making a triangle of the seats beside the ovens.“We did not come here to become your slaves,” said Anah to Zohar. “My sons, all clan chieftains, do not want to report to Ephron.”“And why am I not in line to judge our tribe?” asked Taku. “I am the eldest and it should be my right.”“I have decided,” said Zohar. “This is my land. And Taku, we need a peace child to be one family. You are already married.”“Your plans for the city are good,” said Taku. “Many will come and want to join our city who are not part of our family. What then? According to your idea of peace children and one family, Ephron will be married.”“Ephron speaks for me!” said Zohar.“Then may I speak?” asked Ephron. They all nodded and he continued. “You are all correct. Anah, they are your sons and you are and should be responsible for your own family. Taku, you are the oldest son of Zohar and you 



should be responsible for our family. It would certainly be easier if every man understood what his own responsibilities were and did them. Taku, I will gladly give you the responsibility of talking to our people. And both of you, by all means, come to Zohar. I am here to help, and if you need me, I am always available. Taku, there are many problems facing us and we must trust Adonai for wisdom about how to handle them when they come. For now, Zohar's advice is good. I pray that you will never need to do so, but if you have a disagreement, come to me and I will speak for Zohar.”Anah and Taku had developed several lines of reasoning to convince Zohar. They fell silent, however, before Ephron's rapid acquiescence.“Perhaps this will be your first responsibility, Taku,” said Ephron. “Mother told me that the ovens cannot make enough food to feed everyone at once. Today we eat cold food. Tomorrow, we must stagger the meal times to allow everyone to eat with fewer people needed to use the ovens at once. When we decide what tasks must be done, you and Anah can determine what will be the best schedule.”“Are you planning on eating the noon meal?” Zohar asked the three men. They all said no.“Then please ask Elon, Tawananna and Shelometh to come over as soon as they have eaten,” Zohar continued.“I believe you just requested this privilege,” said Ephron, smiling at Taku.Taku left to look for the women.“So what tasks need to be done?” asked Anah while Taku could still hear them. “And what will be the priorities?”“Food, shelter, clothing,” said Zohar. “In that order.”“Your tribe is very experienced with meat preparation,” said Ephron. “So work with Taku on that. The salting of the hides should be done today, if we have enough frames to stretch them on. If we have to make more frames, the salting might take a few days. The tanning process will probably go on all winter. It might even be a permanent job.”Anah's tribal chieftains began arriving and sat around them with their lunches.



“Everyone needs to know how to identify good grains, berries, olives, and nuts, and everyone should know how to milk. Next spring we are going to need to plant and harvest grain. We have never done that before,” said Zohar.“The gazelles are good,” said Anah. “But they certainly will not provide enough meat to last the winter. As soon as the shelters are set up, we need to hunt for more food. And I disagree about taking care of the animals.”“As I said,” said Ephron. “You are responsible for your family and I certainly would include your horses, camels, and donkeys as part of your responsibilities. Just make certain that your schedules coincide with Taku’s, the cooks’ and everyone else’s. The penalty will be that you will still be trying to sleep outside when severe weather arrives. If shelter is not ready, then your family, or at least part of your family, will have to sleep in the caves, and without considerable work, sleeping in the caves will not be a pleasant experience.”“So, Ephron,” asked Anah. “Do you have any idea why my brother chose you?”“Actually, I do,” answered Ephron. “My father has talked for years about a need to unite with another tribe. So he wants an unmarried son who also thoroughly understands how to build with stone. That includes how to build and operate a smelter, understanding fusibles, including titanium as well as iron. It also means knowing how to use mathematics to cut stone in the quarry to the proper size and shape before it is transported and put in place. It also means knowing how to pull the stones downhill on a well oiled ramp while using a minimum amount of labor to put it into place. It means knowing how to lever the cut stone in the quarry up onto the ramp with shadufs. It means knowing how to forge an iron saw, or even better, a titanium bronze saw and put an edge on it, and keep the edge good with oils. It means knowing how to build a smelter and a forge that can get  many times hotter than a regular bronze smelter. It means knowing how to make charcoal from wood and coke from coal.”“You may stop now,” said Yovov as he, his family, Taku, and Tawananna walked up. “We understand that there is much we do not understand about working with 



stone. We do not even know what many of those words mean.”“Good,” said Zohar. “We are all here now. Elon, Tawananna, and Shelometh, have you been told my wishes?”“Father, we were told,” said Tawananna, “that you desire Shelometh and I to be peace children to unite our tribes. That you have chosen husbands for us. You want me to marry Elon and Shelometh to marry my brother, Ephron. Is this correct?”“Certainly,” said Zohar. “And what do you have to say?”“I just met Ephron two days ago,” said Shelometh. “Why should I...?”Tawananna actually put her hand over Shelometh's mouth.“Father,” said Ephron, and Shelometh fell silent, “you do remember that your father Heth is coming. Since he must move, perhaps he would like to move here, and we might need more peace children. This issue might be bigger than just our two tribes. Besides, the weather will not permit weddings for several months.”“Ephron is correct,” said Anah. “No decision of this magnitude should be made without first consulting our father.”Zohar sat back and his wife Nebajoth, who could hear the conversation from the ovens, came over and said, “Listen to the wise counsel of Anah and Ephron. No decision needs to be made today. Wait for Heth.”Zohar looked directly at his wife, then at Anah. “The counsel of Ephron will stand. We wait for Heth. But if Heth does not bring another tribe, this is still the best plan. Now, don't you all have work to do?”Nebajoth smiled and started to take the girls and Yovov's family with her back to the ovens.“Mother, before you take them away, I have one thing to say. After that I will work for a few hours and go to bed,” said Ephron. “The only working oven, furnace, or kiln we have are what you are using to make food. I also know that everyone else is busy. So I will mix some mud and pour some bricks this afternoon before going to bed. I will get up around midnight and use the lower firebox to bake bricks 



to make a brick kiln. Thank you so much for relieving me of the responsibility of determining who shall have what task, Anah and Taku. I will need an assistant for this overnight detail. For the task of felling and shaping trees, we have only two saws, four axes, and four files. We usually operate the forge during the winter, when the heat of the forge is a blessing and not a curse. So we have gathered an abundant supply of iron ore and firewood, but the iron ore needs to be smelted. In order to forge more saws and axes, we need a forge. In order to use a forge, we need iron blooms, which requires a smelter. In order to make a smelter, we need bricks. Stone would be better, but that requires more saws, which we do not have. In order to make bricks, we need a brick kiln. “So I will have to keep you informed each morning about how much we accomplished each day and you will have to decide how many people can be spared to work on this project that day. The first person you choose will be my assistant, who will be my close personal helper. After the forge is built, the brick kiln can be enlarged and we can make multiple ovens. But we have so few brick molds that I have no need for a helper this afternoon. As long as I am available, you may ask me anything you want. If not, you have a considerable amount of work to do and I should leave you to your chosen responsibilities.”Ephron stood and silently looked around for several seconds. “May Adoni bless and keep you and give you wisdom. Good day, gentlemen.”





From Tawananna Daughter of Zohar – 
Chapter Three  The Taming of the Shrew

There were no discussions or sightings of Mitanni on the return trip. By the time they could see the top of tower, all that the sun illuminated was the roof. They were too late for the evening sacrifice. The most obvious change to Hattus was the addition of more brick kilns producing much larger bricks. There was no gossip, no talk. Tawananna was in the rear, bow ready, though there turned out to be no need. She caught up to Elon and Menta as they dismounted.“What is going on?” asked Tawananna. “This is quiet.”“I thought it might be returning to normal,” said Elon. “It’s quieter than I know, but I’ve only been here a week.”Several children began removing the saddles from the camels and led the animals over to the watering trough.“Where’s Ephron?” asked Menta, still holding onto the reigns of his camel.Not was only Ephron missing, but the entire courtyard seemed deserted. Only the forge area and the ovens had anyone working. One group of older children lit torches around the courtyard, but otherwise the courtyard was vacant. There weren’t even any animals.Menta told the handlers not to take his saddle off. He quickly walked over to the ovens, talked to the cooks, came back to his camel, mounted, and rode off. Tawananna and Elon let the handlers take the saddles off and lead their camels over to the troughs. They walked over to the ovens, not only hungry, but anxious for news.



“Mother,” said Tawananna when she was close enough to be heard, “we finished enough of the bridge that the men who forded the river this morning were able to walk back across it with their horses this afternoon. Tomorrow, maybe the next day, we finish the supports and braces so everyone can safely cross. Do you have any more news?”“Shelometh and Ephron are at the stone quarry, along with everyone else,” said Nebajoth. “Taku and Anah decided not to make temporary shelters outside the walls, but to cut the stone into smaller blocks and make larger bricks. Ephron found a coal bed and iron ore while clearing for the stone, so we do not need to cut firewood for the winter. The coal is easier to dig and can be mined during the winter. It burns hotter and is easier to use. The smaller bricks already fired will be used for flooring, though we will probably put something over them next summer.”“And is there news about my sister, Shelometh?” asked Elon.“Not a word at the meeting this morning,” said Nebajoth. “She’s working with Ephron now, and for one more night, or until daylight tomorrow, will apparently be allowed to stay in that tent you set up for her.”“Menta suggested that I stay here tomorrow,” said Elon, “and work on our house. As soon as it is completed, we have a formal Hittite wedding, inviting everyone we know. He advised that Tawananna should move back in with you and stay in seclusion until after the ceremony.”Nebajoth stopped working, turned around, wiped her hands on her apron, and looked at them. “I know you, Elon. And Tawananna, your father thinks no differently about you than Yovov or Mahalath do about Shelometh. He thinks of you as already married. Go talk to him about it, but if my opinion had any weight you would not live in seclusion with us. No one asked my opinion or talked to me. It is too late now, but my advice would be that you move in with Elon tonight. You are already his wife by Hittite law.”“I thought we did not have any laws?” asked Tawananna.“What is the difference between our customs and laws?” asked Nebajoth. “They are both enforced. And for us as women, the punishments of custom are harsher than the 



punishments of law. And Elon, you should use any possible excuse to leave tomorrow. One woman’s opinion. Now Tawananna, while you eat, go talk to your father.”The cooks handed Elon and Tawananna a cup of water, a cup of milk, flatbread wrapped around cheese, some meat, and vegetables, and a cup of stew. Nebajoth helped them carry their dinner to a table next to her husband, Zohar. Elon and Tawananna bowed and prayed to Adonai.“I may not get around well or speak loudly enough to be listened to,” said Zohar. “But I heard every word you said.”“So what is your opinion?” asked Tawananna.“About what?” retorted Zohar. “I think this will be a cold winter, though it might be some time before winter gets here. Those large bricks look nice. And you two make a fine couple.”“Still my Dad,” said Tawananna.“We don’t know what went on here today,” said Elon. “What do you think we should do?”“Never argue with a woman,” said Zohar. “Your mother, excuse me, Elon, your mother-in-law, said you should use any excuse possible to not be here tomorrow. Listen to her. You said yesterday that you were having a wedding ceremony as soon as the bridge was finished? I know that was not Nebajoth’s idea, but perhaps the best thing to do is to go for it! It seems like you have work to do to make that come off in three days. As soon as you’re done eating you have a dress to make and people to invite. Oh, and Elon, where are you going to live?”“Right here in this courtyard,” said Elon. “I will build your daughter the biggest and best room in this city.”Zohar motioned to his wife, Nebajoth. She came to her husband and he whispered in her ear. Zohar turned to Elon.“Though people are important,” said Zohar, “this is about all of our people. This should be a double ceremony. At the same time we give all of our lands and property as a dowry to you, Anah should give all of his lands and property as a dowry to Ephron. The two tribes become one. If you are able to convince your sister to participate, you may have your entire unveiling ceremony as you wish.”



“How can I convince her when she will not listen to Mom and Dad?” said Elon.“And how can you lead an entire tribe if your own sister will not listen to you?” asked Tawananna. “We can talk to her.”“Where do I find her?” asked Elon.“With Ephron at the rock quarry,” said Zohar.“No, I mean, where is that?” asked Elon.“Right beyond of the intended third wall to the northeast,” said Nebajoth. “Far enough away that we cannot hear the noise from the work.”“Finish eating and I’ll take you there,” said Tawananna.“If you want a traditional wedding you should go into seclusion,” said her father, Zohar.“The double traditional wedding with exchange of property is not possible if we do not convince Shelometh,” said Tawananna. “Elon, you decide. Do I come or not?”“Nothing to decide,” said Elon. “She’s not going to listen to me. She never has. Tawananna has to come. If she does not listen to Tawananna, she won’t listen to anyone.”They finished their meal in silence and walked to the stone quarry together. It was easy to understand why the sounds of the quarry could not be heard in the courtyard. It was several bowshots away.Hundreds of lamps illuminated the area, making it as well-lit as the blacksmith area at night. Elon and Tawananna passed the animals in makeshift pens. These were well outside of the main village walls and far from the buildings surrounding the entrances to the caves. They could see women inside still processing the gazelles killed in the hunt. A ramp had been erected to allow the finished stones to slide from the quarry to the north gate, where the individual stones would be dragged through the gate and into position. As a stone was cut, it was wrapped in ropes and a series of shadufs positioned it onto the slightly downhill ramp where it could be easily pulled to the gate.But the entire rock quarry with hundreds of workers was less impressive than Menta on his camel arguing loudly with Sidon. Before either Elon or Tawananna were close enough to understand what they were arguing about and determine what to do, Hershaw brought three horses 



to Sidon and Menta. Menta dismounted from his camel and mounted a horse alongside Hershaw and Sidon. Elan, already mounted, rode over to Elon and Tawananna.“Delay your wedding until we get back,” said Elan. “We made a mistake. I am so sorry, but we have all made a grave mistake. We’ll attempt to fix it, but wait for us. This might take a week.”The four representatives of Heth rode off into the night on the north road. There was, unlike the night of the gazelle hunt a week earlier, enough moonlight to make a night ride possible, if not safe.Elon and Tawananna stopped completely, watching them ride off into the darkness. “Any idea what that was all about?” asked Elon.“I might,” said Tawananna,“And?”“They were here as Heth’s representatives.” Tawananna checked that were still far enough away that no one else could hear her. “Sidon is Heth’s brother.”“True.”“Did we show them the proper respect?”“You and I did. Other people, not so much.”“So what do you think might force us to show that respect?”“Perhaps Heth himself?”“They said that we could be one of the greatest empires on earth.”“But we do not want to be like those empires.”“But you said yourself that we face a great threat from the Trojans. Suppose they understand the same threat and are looking to us to not only support, but lead, in a fight against those who would destroy us? Suppose they came here to test us for leadership skills or abilities?”“So where did they go?”“To bring Heth here. And when he gets here, he’s going to throw Shelometh out, or have her killed. Because they see her as leading a revolt against Zohar. And if we are soon to be under military attack, her very presence here projects weakness.”“So Heth is going to rule Hattus directly, himself?”



“For someone with all the right answers today, you’re not getting it. I might be wrong, but I believe that they see you as the possible leader here.”“You mean us. So we are stuck with each other.”“I see Heth coming, casting out or executing Shelometh, and setting us up as king and queen of the Hittites.”“You might be reading too much into this. What about Ephron?”“What is the Hittite custom for a man whose wife becomes a prostitute?”“Either he is to kill her or they both must be put to death.”“So we must convince Shelometh either to marry Ephron or leave.”“Not if you are correct. If Heth is coming it is too late. If she leaves on her own, Heth will hunt her down and kill her.”“I don’t think so.”“You have been too isolated.”“We’re talking about your sister. And why did Elan say that they had made a ‘grave mistake?’ What was that mistake?”“Expecting us to respect them and handle Shelometh on our own. If we have not taken care of this before Heth arrives, Heth will kill my sister.”“How do you intend to ‘Take care of this’?”“Watch.”Ephron had chosen the most efficient method of cutting the stone and raising the blocks to the ramp. Perhaps a dozen cut stones, the same size as the new large bricks, were loaded onto the ramp. Since the women were needed in the city to cook and take care of other responsibilities, few women worked in the stone quarry. Nearly fifty men gathered coal and iron ore each shift. Several dozen worked the brick kiln and foundry as well. This left less than one hundred fifty to work each shift in the rock quarry. Elon and Tawananna approached Ephron and Shelometh.“Where are Taku and Anah?” asked Tawananna.“Day shift,” said Shelometh. “We’re the night crew.



“First words I’ve heard from you since yesterday,” said Ephron. Shelometh glowered at Ephron and returned to work.“Elan’s last words to us were that they believed they had made a grave mistake,” said Elon. “Did any of them say anything to either of you?”Both Ephron and Shelometh shook their heads no.“We know that they did not talk to Taku or Anah or any of the clan chieftains,” said Tawananna, “because none of them are here. And they did not talk to you. Do you have any idea what this grave mistake might be?”“Something so urgent that they would give up a secure night’s lodging and take off after working all day?” asked Elon.“It seems odd,” said Ephron. “But I have no idea.”“I have an idea,” said Elon. “I believe they went to get Heth and bring him here immediately. You have a woman, chosen to be queen, who has rebelled against her husband. You have done nothing about it. She should either be divorced, executed, or at the very least thrown out of the tribe.”“How can you say that?” shrieked Shelometh. “I’m your sister.”Most of the work stopped with that shriek and people stared at the four of them.“You have no idea where they went or why they left,” said Shelometh. “So why did you come over here to stir up trouble?”“I came to try to save your life!” Elon shouted. “I’d like to celebrate a double wedding, not attend a funeral, if we’d even be allowed to have one for you. I’m assuming you’d be buried under the pile of stones they throw at you. Maybe they’ll do it right here, where you’ve proved you can work with Ephron. Maybe they’ll toss you off the tower where you publicly announced you wouldn’t live with him. ‘Look,’ everyone will say, ’There’s Shelometh’s stone pile, where they executed that whore who spat in the faces of everybody who cared about her.’”Ephron was large for a Hittite, though he was not as large as Sidon. Shelometh was small, even for a Hittite woman. Ephron turned to Dumu.



“You can handle this?” asked Ephron as his hands swept around the stone quarry and the coal mining.“Yes, of course,” called Dumu.Ephron had always done his own work, including the lifting, cutting, and every other form of physical labor. He was even stronger than his size indicated. He set his tools down. He gently reached over and placed his hands on Shelometh’s tools, taking them from her and setting them down. He reached out for her hand, his movements still gentle. She pulled her hand back. Ephron seized her hand and yanked her forward until she lost her balance. He dipped his shoulder, ducked under her, and lifted her off the ground onto his back. Shelometh’s stomach pressed against his shoulder. In this position, she could only utter a sound with great difficulty. Even breathing was difficult.“We’ll see you before we leave in the morning,” said Tawananna.Ephron swung around enough to acknowledge his sister’s words with a wave of the hand. With Shelometh hanging head-down over his shoulder, Ephron walked off.“I think you did very well,” Tawananna said to Elon. “I didn’t have to say a word to Shelometh.”“She still didn’t listen to me,” Elon complained.“At least someone did.”Tawananna and Elon walked back to the village together. They stopped and told each of their parents what Ephron had done before going their separate ways.





From Heth Son of Canaan Son of Ham Son of 
Noah – Chapter Nine  Don’t ignore what your 

mother teaches you.
Proverbs 1:8 (NASB)

“I told Elan and Sidon that we were staying the winter,” Heth announced as he sat between his wives. “They responded that they were leaving before dawn for Sissu. There's a Phoenician ship sailing next week for Sidon where it will winter. We must hurry to arrive in Sissu before it sails.”Heth looked around, making certain he could be heard by at least everyone at the table before continuing. The room was almost full by now. Heth stood up so more people could hear him.“We need to travel to Sissu with Sidon's group to bring the animals back. If the weather is good, we'll be back in just over two weeks. Sidon said a traveler just arrived this morning from Sissu. He told Sidon a storm hit Sargon's fleet and his army is scattered over all of Cyprus. We need to verify, but if this is true, then we will have nothing to fear from Sargon this spring.”“Hershaw is taking everyone else north for the winter. He will return with farm animals and seeds for planting this spring. There will also be hundreds of additional people with him.”“It will be a difficult ride, at least here in the north. As we approach the sea, it will be warmer. I need enough people to come with me to control the animals and bring 



them back. Elon and Ephron have more than enough work to do here, so they cannot come. There is no need for PuduHepa, Athena, or GiluHepa to make this trip. We could sell the animals in Sissu, but Hattus does not have enough riding animals to spare. Sidon, Elan, Hershaw, and Menta, do any of you have any comments? Do you want to add to or change anything I've said?”Heth pointed at each of the four men, one at a time, but none of them added to Heth's comments. Heth then reached out to PuduHepa, gently pulled her to her feet, and sat down.“Taku and Anah,” asked PuduHepa. “How far along are the animal pens?”Taku and Anah looked at each other and Anah, as the elder decided to stand and speak for both of them.“Do you want a detailed or a general report?” asked Anah.“Very general,” said PuduHepa.“Since you are very familiar with farming in general, there is always something to do,” said Anah. “The existing pens will hold, not only for tonight, but for most of the winter. However, they need more work.”“Would a reduced crew of maybe a dozen be enough to keep the pens together until spring?” asked PuduHepa.Very surprised looks had most people glancing from PuduHepa to Taku to Anah. Taku and Anah made signs to each other, shrugged shoulders and clearly changed their minds several times.“The answer is both yes and no,” said Anah. “Simple survival, the answer is yes. But we want to take care of our animals. And the pens are not ready for that yet.”Anah sat down.“Elon came to a decision,” said PuduHepa. “I agreed to make the announcement. It was not a unanimous decision.”She paused and drew a deep breath before continuing.“There is not enough land inside the existing walls, as we all know. Right now, in this meeting, each family is to be given land outside of the existing walls to build a home. The existing brick kiln will produce enough bricks to build a brick kiln at the location of three or four homes. We have not yet settled on the complete design. The first step is, 



with the help of the existing kiln, to build another kiln. Then that kiln will produce bricks for the homes for three or four families. When you are finished and able to move in, the brick kiln will be converted to an oven for those families. Gradually, the burden of cooking will be reduced for those who are now cooking. Each family will own their own home and be responsible for cooking their own meals.”“It also means that building an outer wall becomes very important. Also, land will be divided up and each family will be responsible for clearing, planting, and harvesting their own land.”PuduHepa paused to catch her breath.“May I assume that this decision was just made this afternoon?” asked Anah.PuduHepa nodded.“Does Tawananna agree with this?” asked Taku.“I agree,” said Tawananna, standing to speak then sitting again.“I may ... we may assume that Zohar disagrees?” asked Anah.Zohar nodded.“Nebajoth?” asked Anah.Zohar's wife stood before answering.“I am not opposed to you having land and a future,” said Nebajoth. “But my husband, Heth, and I do not like the consequences of turning our family overnight into a world empire. We are converting to a money economy, specialization in labor, and becoming a military.”“I do not like that, either,” said Taku. “But Sargon attacked us. That was not our choice. The way I see this, we are defending ourselves. We either defend ourselves efficiently and effectively or we are slaughtered. In a war, attempting to maintain a middle position is always a losing proposition.”“They are our cousins!” said Nebajoth.“And they want to murder us and take our wives and our land as war booty,” said Anah.Nebajoth sat down without another word.“Military skills,” said PuduHepa, “effective military skills, require constant training. You know how to ride and use horses, but chariot teams are very different. The 



Mitanni are excellent horsemen and we need to hire some to train us to work with teams of horses. “While everyone needs to know how to mine coal, cut timber, plow, sow, harvest, cook, build, and operate brick kilns, run smelters, use forges, mine metals, develop blacksmith skills, read and write, hunt, weave, sew, play music and many other skills I cannot think of while talking to you up here, some people will need to perfect certain skills. That means spending most of their time doing one task.”“We are becoming a government – a society. Since societies are based on families, these new families must have their own rules while living in harmony with the laws of the Hittite nation and your neighbors.”“When does all this take place?” asked Anah.“That is your decision,” said Elon, standing. “You, Taku and your clan chiefs decide who is a family and which families go first. I see no need to do anything else except build your homes. Decide how you want to do this before leaving this room and begin working on it today.”Elon sat down. PuduHepa remained standing.“I am certain there will be questions,” said PuduHepa. “You may begin discussing right now, but we are here to answer any questions you might have. You might not want to be first, because the first unit will be an experiment, where we make the most mistakes. We've never done anything like this before.”Elon stood again.“I have written a few basic laws on this tablet,” said Elon. “We want the total number of laws to be very few so that everyone can know them all. For anyone who wants to read it, here it is.”Elon set the tablet on the table.“Has anyone made a map and divided up the available land into parcels?” asked Anah.Elon shook his head no.“If you do not mind,” said Sidon. “Those who are leaving in the morning need to gather our scattered possessions together and be ready to ride. So we will take our leave now. Thank you for keeping us informed.”Dozens stood and headed toward the door.



“What about the large sleeping rooms we are using now?” asked Anah.“That has not been discussed,” said PuduHepa. “We are here to help. We provide order and direction. However, you must make your own decisions.”“You are making a promise of land today,” said Anah. “How do we know that you will honor today's commitment when we wish to transfer our property a hundred years from now?”“Very good question,” said PuduHepa. “Property rights are always based on two things. First, at least two well-written deeds, one public and one private. You have to determine the details of those deeds. We can give you advice, but the final decision is yours. Second, you must trust the people in charge. Dishonest people can corrupt the best system and good people can make a bad system work. We have worked hard to make certain that your rulers are good people. You need to ensure that your laws are good and just. But corruption slips through one small evil decision at a time.”“How large will these houses be?” asked Yovov.“It depends,” said PuduHepa. “Are you going to divide by clans, with over a hundred people per house, or are you going to go with the smallest unit possible, only one father and mother per house?”“With exceptions for aged parents who might need care,” said Anah, “we are choosing more, smaller houses now so we can build faster.”“Does anyone disagree?” asked PuduHepa. No one said anything. “Well not everyone is here. Be certain everyone has the opportunity to comment on this before it is settled.”“Does a map of the area around the wall of Hattus exist?” asked Yovov.“No,” said Nebajoth.“Yes,” said Zohar. “We have an old vague map, that must by redrawn. It is so inaccurate, I believe that starting from the beginning is a better idea.”“I am not telling anyone what to do,” said PuduHepa, “but my advice is to tell everyone else about this meeting and take a look around and start making some personal and family plans.”



“Will those arriving in the spring be given land with the same arrangements?” asked Taku.“Yes,” said Elon. “However there will be a limit as to how much land can be given away. We will eventually have to build other cities. 'Eventually' depends on how many more people and how soon they arrive.”“For people who know that they have to move here anyway,” said Anah. “That is an invitation to a land rush. Get here fast for the best land.”“Yes,” said PuduHepa. “That is true. Do you have a better idea?”Anah shook his head no. Taking PuduHepa's advice, most people began milling around and heading for the door. Heth waited a minute or two and when there were no more obvious questions, he turned to Elon.“What is your plan for tomorrow?” asked Heth. “This seems like a good start, but it is only a start. You must avoid the appearance of wanting to control everything while at the same time not allowing the situation to spin out of control. That is why PuduHepa and Athena are staying behind. They support you. Rely on that support. Tawananna, Ephron, and Shelometh are in this just like you are. They are good people. Do not allow the circumstances to overwhelm you. If Sidon is true to his habits, we will be gone before you arise. Don't let that bother you. As long as I am here, you may ask me questions. But for now, I am getting prepared for tomorrow and going to bed.”“We will make as large a map as possible of the land around Hattus and allow it to be divided as equitably as possible,” said Elon.“Well at this point, that is still possible,” said Heth. “My advice, and this is only advice, since I will not be here, is to completely divide the property before building anything. That way no one will feel cheated. Or at least the resentment can be held to a minimum. Let others determine what defines a family, but when the decision is made be certain that you record the decision. Let everyone know about that decision and, as much as possible, get unanimous agreement about the division of the land. Who goes first will seem to be a harmless decision, but it might result in deep roots of jealousy. Divide all the land for 



homes before you begin the division of farm land. Always give Adonai his portion. Good night.”





From Shelometh Daughter of Yovov Wife of 
Ephron –Chapter Seven  Abraham My Friend

Isaiah 41:8

“The last stone is ready to put in place in the outer wall tomorrow,” said Zita. “Are Abram, Sarai, Hagar, and Ishmael coming to the ceremony?”“Abraham and Sarah,” his mother reminded him. “Adonai changed their names.”“I have been working on this wall most of my life – over ten years,” said Zita. “Now that it's done, we should have a huge celebration.”“Melchizedek is not coming,” said Ephron. “While this is important to us, it is not so important to others. I invited Abraham, Ishmael, Mamre, and many others. Only Mamre said that he would come.”“Where is your sister, Basemath?” asked Shelometh. “She went to the market to buy some lotion this morning, but I did not see her come back to the house.”“I told you that you don't give her enough responsibilities,” said Zita. “She probably met some other children and is off playing with them.”“She's not a child,” said Shelometh. “She's old enough to marry.”“How do you know that?” asked Zita.“I know,” smiled Shelometh.“But you said that you weren't able to bear children until you were almost twenty,” complained Zita.



“And Noah is still alive,” said Shelometh. “Our lives are growing shorter. And your sister is ready for marriage.”“Am I ready for marriage?” asked Zita. “I've worked on this wall for ten years. I am twenty-five years old.”“We worked on the first wall long before that,” said Ephron. “I understand. You want Ishmael and Abram...”“Abraham,” corrected Shelometh.“You want Abraham and Ishmael to come tomorrow,” said Ephron. “It is late, but we will go to Abraham and ask. Prepare camels, get your sword, shield, and spear, and we will talk to Abraham.”“I'm coming with you,” said Shelometh, never missing an opportunity to visit with Sarah.The sun was low in the sky before father, mother, and son left Hebron. Only two guards came with them, since this was a familiar and safe trip. It was a relatively short ride to the tents of Abraham. Finding Abraham in the maze of new tents was not as easy as it had been in the past. But they did find Eleazar.“You had a feast today,” observed Ephron.“Adonai visited today,” said Eleazar. “He gave a great promise, but also some very bad news. Abraham is over there. The guests just left.”Zita and Ephron dismounted and approached Abraham, bowing before speaking. Shelometh found Sarah and the two women joined the men while standing at a distance.“We have come to entreat you, your son Ishmael, and your entire household to come to our celebration tomorrow for completing the outer wall,” said Ephron.“Has Sarah told you that she is pregnant?” asked Abraham.“No,” said Shelometh. “That is wonderful.”“Adonai came, and told us He promised her a son,” said Abraham. “But this visit of Adonai was also to tell us of a judgment on Sodom. This very night, before the sun comes up, Adonai will judge Sodom. Tomorrow will not be a day of celebration, but of mourning. Many people will die this night. It is better that you learn it from me now. The entire plains might be destroyed and we will have to move to some other place where we can water and feed our livestock.”



“Promise me that you will not leave without coming to Hebron to visit us one last time,” said Ephron.“I will visit you tomorrow before leaving,” Abraham. “Now go. You should be inside your walls before the sun goes down.”They rode back in silence. The main gates were already closed and locked, so they had to enter by the smaller west gate. Basemath was waiting for them as soon as they entered the city.“Look at these lotions,” said Basemath. “I also bought these powders, ointments, and perfumes. I hope you do not mind. I want to look my best for the celebration tomorrow.”“There will not be a celebration tomorrow,” said Zita.“Why?” asked Basemath. “What's wrong?”They were almost to the gateway of their own courtyard where dozens of people could hear them. All talking stopped when they heard what Zita said.“Adonai visited Abraham today,” said Ephron. “Before the sun rises in the morning, Adonai will destroy Sodom. Perhaps all the plains of Mamre will be destroyed this night.”“Life will be very different tomorrow,” said Shelometh.“What should we do?” asked Basemath.“Pray to Adonai,” said Ephron. “This is a night of mourning for the sins of Sodom.”The next morning the Hittites of Hebron took turns climbing the towers to watch the smoke rise from the plains of Sodom and Gomorrah. The stench of burning sulfur permeated everything. The final stone was not put in place and there was no celebration. The sacrifices to Adonai were not in celebration, but in mourning. That afternoon, Abraham and Sarah visited Hebron. Eleazar, Hagar, and Ishmael joined them.“You are always welcome in Hebron,” said Ephron. He met his guests outside the city and walked with them to his council chambers. Basemath was still showing her lotions to her mother and Ephron allowed her to stay.“I am responsible to provide for eight hundred men, women, and children,” said Abraham. “Not only are the pasturelands ruined, but some blame us for the destruction. We must find some way of feeding these animals. Without the animals, we have no means of 



providing for our household. That means we must look for a new home.”“Ephron is correct, though,” said Shelometh. “We can provide for all of you.”“We live close to Hebron now,” said Abraham. “The only way we can be closer is to move inside your walls. Then our cattle will become your cattle and our children will intermarry with your children. Do you not know that idols are sold in your very marketplace?”“There is another issue,” said Ephron.“And what is this other issue?” asked Sarah.“Before we talk about that,” said Shelometh, “Adonai has promised you a child? He told you that your child will be a son?”“It is true,” said Sarah. “Though the child has not begun to show just yet.”“We will be with you for this child. This will make you even more beautiful,” said Shelometh. “Abraham, Adonai has provided you with a beautiful wife.”“Yes,” said Abraham. “I hear that almost every day. And I have eyes. I can see that is true. Ephron, what is this other issue I need to know about?”“Our cultures and customs are very different and this might be difficult to explain,” said Ephron. “Our daughter, Basemath is a Hittite princess. And as a Hittite princess, she has the same difficulties that her mother had. She is not free to marry anyone she chooses. There are treaty obligations and responsibilities that we have as Hittites. Now that she is old enough to bear children, we must travel back to Hattus – excuse me – Hattusha. The world is changing so quickly. We have to negotiate her marriage. Winters in Hattusha are brutal, so we intend to return to Hebron before winter.”Sarah looked horrified. “When are you leaving?” she asked.“For your sakes,” said Ephron, “we will remain in Hebron as long as you stay. Our home is your home. Whenever you are in Hebron, you will have a place to stay, food to eat, and clothes to wear.”“How long will you be traveling?” asked Abraham.“It is less than a day to the coast,” said Shelometh. “We will take a Phoenician ship to Yadiya, then travel with a 



caravan to Hattusha. That will take about a week and a half, perhaps a few more days. The entire trip will be less than a month.”“Abraham, I was not ignoring your observation about idols in the marketplace of Hebron. Not only have I seen them,” said Ephron, “but we have received very disturbing reports of idolatry in Hattusha.”“Any of your family who desires to travel with us is more than welcome,” said Shelometh to Sarah. “As we said, we will return before winter, certainly before you give birth. I will not miss that.”“We were planning to stay in Hattusha a little longer,” said Ephron. “But we will hurry back for your sake, Sarah. We will return in less than six months.”“May I ask a question?” asked Hagar.“Certainly,” said Shelometh.“Will your daughter return with you,” asked Hagar, “or will she marry this summer in Hattusha? You know that we would like to attend the ceremony.”“I did not know that you celebrated weddings,” said Shelometh.“We do not,” said Sarah. “But we know that Hittites do. And if possible, we would like to be part of Basemath's wedding. We have known Basemath her entire life.”“The intention is to marry the princess of Canaanite Hittites to the prince of Hattusha,” said Ephron. “My sister's son and our daughter would unite the Hittite empire from the Black Sea to Hebron. With enough cooperative effort among all Hittites, we can take advantage of the copper waiting to be mined and processed to the south of what used to be Sodom. This would be an excellent opportunity to re-open trade routes to increase commerce.”“So your daughter is nothing more than a political pawn?” asked Sarah.“Not 'nothing more,'” said Ephron. “But we are all responsible for others. Your husband is concerned for the feeding of eight hundred. My sister and her husband rely on us to protect tens of thousands of Hittites. And we have been told many times that our chariots have prevented many wars. Of course we can develop war machines and take what we need and force others to feed us. Or we can 



attempt peaceful means to achieve those same goals. I understand that defending our property is sometimes necessary, but we are taking the steps we believe to be pleasing to Adonai.”“So you are leaving your chariots behind?” asked Abraham.“Perhaps I should not be telling you this,” said Ephron, “but a well-informed and wise adversary will know this without me telling you. Yes, we are leaving our chariots behind. And none of the men here has ever commanded a squadron of chariots. ”“Mistress Sarah,” asked Hagar. “May I go with Shelometh to Hattusha?”“Do you mean you and Ishmael,” asked Shelometh, “or just yourself?”“My son, Ishmael,” said Abraham, “may not go with you to the land of the Hittites. Hagar, you are still Sarah's servant. Sarah's decision concerning yourself is final.”“You know that you must stay with your lord,” said Shelometh to Sarah. “Please allow Hagar to come with us on your behalf.”“I cannot control Ishmael,” said Sarah. “He is thirteen and does not listen to me. I am sorry Shelometh, but Ishmael needs his mother.”“The animals will die without grass to graze,” said Abraham. “We must leave in the morning to find new pasture lands.”“Since we want to be back as soon as possible,” said Shelometh, “to be certain we are here for the birth of your son, we will leave quickly as well.”“How will we find you when we return?” asked Ephron.“I will send messengers to keep you informed,” said Abraham. “You may as well know why Hagar going with you concerns us so much. Hagar ran away from us before, when she first became pregnant with Ishmael. The Angel of Adonai Himself met her and told her to return to Sarah. That is something you should know.”“Have you told anyone else?” asked Ephron.“All of our household know that when Hagar became pregnant, she treated my wife with contempt,” said Abraham. “Hagar made the mistake of thinking she would 



become my first wife, which is what some pagans do for the woman who bears a man his first son. “Even Eleazar thought at first that I had made Hagar a concubine. You know he was my designated heir for many years. I am certain that many others know about the strife this caused in our household by now. The truth is that Ishmael is my son but Hagar is still nothing more than Sarah’s servant. This was the will of Adonai. You should hear from us before you hear the account from other with their own embellishments.”“What kind of embellishments?” asked Shelometh.“Sarah was unkind to Hagar,” said Abraham. “I admit she treated her harshly. But she did not try to kill her, as some have said. Nor did she try to end the life of the unborn child.”“Sarah mistreated Hagar to the point that she thought she had no choice but to escape from her?” asked Shelometh. “Is this true, Hagar?”“Yes,” said Hagar.“Would you like to add anything, Hagar or Sarah?” asked Shelometh.Sarah shook her head.“The Angel of Adonai told me to return and submit to Sarah,” said Hagar. “That is all I wish to say.”“Thank you, Abraham,” said Ephron, “for telling us the truth. And thank you, Sarah and Hagar. We will know what to think when others tell us their versions.”“We will add the final stone tomorrow,” said Zita. “Will you be here for that ceremony?”Abraham shook his head. “We must not delay in finding grass for our sheep and cattle. Even this meeting today is more of a delay than I like.”“What time will you leave?” asked Ephron.“We will take down most of the tents today,” said Abraham. “When we water the cattle and have the rest of the tents packed, we will be on our way.”“Shelometh and I will visit you in the morning,” said Ephron. “We have a gift for you.”“Leaving will be difficult enough,” said Abraham. “May this be our final parting today. A visit tomorrow will only add to our burdens and delay us even more.”



“As you wish,” said Ephron, standing. “Please wait here while I get the present.”After Ephron left the room, Sarah turned to Shelometh. “Do you know what this gift is?”“We did not talk about it, but I believe that I know,” said Shelometh.“Please, Abraham,” asked Basemath, “allow Hagar and Ishmael to come with us. Perhaps a brief time apart might heal some wounds. It will not be for very long.”Before Abraham could respond, Ephron returned with something very small.“When Heth visited Noah,” said Ephron. “Noah gave him a sack filled with these. Heth gave us at least a dozen. It is a tiny wooden model of the Ark. It is not made from the wood of the Ark, but it the proper shape and dimensions. It is a reminder of God's promises.”Abraham took the miniature model of the Ark and examined it. “This is not what I imagined the ark would look like,” he said.“According to my grandfather, Heth,” said Ephron, “Noah made untold numbers of these of these and gave them out by the sack full to everyone who visited him. They are to remind everyone of Adonai's promise and preservation through the judgment of the Flood.”“Remember that Adonai has promised you a son through Sarah,” said Basemath.“Thank you for your friendship, love, kindness, hospitality and everything you have given us over the years,” said Abraham.The families embraced and kissed.“Please,” Basemath asked Abraham one final time.Abraham took his family as the sun sank in the evening of early spring, but turned as he left the gate.“I will send Hagar and Ishmael with you. They will arrive in morning. Can you please send the camels back?”“Better idea,” said Ephron as he clapped his hands. Servants handed over two Hittite camels to Abraham.“Thank you, my friend,” said Ephron, bowing to Abraham.





From Zita Son of Ephron and Shelometh – 
Chapter Five  Athena

For several weeks Basemath showed Zita the wonders of Hattusha. It was enjoyable for both of them. More than a month after Zita arrived, they visited the soldiers’ training grounds. Ishmael had made his own bow and he rode in a chariot with Athena. Simply standing in a chariot as it bounced was difficult. But Ishmael was able to hit his targets. Zita watched the chariot driver and noted that he was roughly the same size as himself. When they took a break, Zita took the chariot driver's armor and switched places. Basemath let PuduHepa in on the secret since she was not riding at the time. PuduHepa in turn, notified everyone else except Athena and Ishmael. When Athena and Ishmael returned to their chariot, they noticed the extra attention.“This time,” said Athena, “we'll take the same course, but faster. Do you both understand?”The snickering in the crowd caught Athena's attention. Looking around, she spotting the regular chariot driver standing by Basemath, PuduHepa, and Tyros.“Who are you…?”The chariot lurched forward. To be able to take the turn tighter, Zita moved it to the outside before approaching the turn. He slowed the inner horse just enough. It looked like they would hit the target. But at the last moment he shifted his own weight, changed the speed of the horses, and chariot tipped up on one wheel but took the turn without tipping over.



Athena and Ishmael still hit their targets, though the shots were not as clean as before.Without slowing, Zita reversed the direction, bringing both wheels back down to the ground, swung wide as would be necessary in battle, and came around for a second run at the targets.This time Athena and Ishmael were completely on target. Zita came back to the starting position and stopped.“Who are you?” demanded Athena.Zita turned to the officers-in-training and removed his helmet. “In actual combat, you don't have the luxury of stopping or even slowing. You keep going, again and again and again. And there are chariots on both sides, so you do not have the luxury of choosing your path.”“Uncle Zita!”Ishmael hugged him and everyone burst out cheering and laughing. Zita couldn't breathe, much less continue speaking.“Not the way I expected to meet you,” said Athena. “You've been here a month. Why didn't you come meet us before this?”“Blame me,” said Basemath. “My job has been to keep him busy. I am so sorry. He has an entire city filled with people to meet.”“Ishmael, you may go with your family for the rest of the day. But we need to continue with our training,” said an officer. “Pleased to met you, Prince Zita.”Zita returned the armor to the charioteer.“How did you do that?” asked the charioteer.“I was told,” said Zita, “that you are supposed to ask M'rk those questions. I suppose there is a good reason. He needs to be with you so no one gets hurt and no equipment is damaged. If I explain what I did, you might try it on your own with no one watching. However, you now know that it can be done.”“Wow. That's all I can say. Wow.”“Basemath,” said PuduHepa, “you have some explaining to do. He's been here a month and this is the first time you bring him to see us? Shame on you.”“In her defense,” said Zita, “I brought a problem with me that has taken a great deal of time.”



“The Pawley problem,” said PuduHepa. “If you had come to us sooner, we might have been able to help.”“The Pawley problem?” said Basemath. “You have a name for it?”“By now I'm certain everyone in Troy, Egypt, and Assyria know about the Pawley problem,” said Athena, laughing. “She wants to be left alone. Instead everyone is talking about her. You have to understand. Hattusha has never had prisoners before. This is a major event. However, remember, I was with her in Sidon.”“May an old grandmother make a suggestion?” said PuduHepa.“You may make any suggestions you want,” said Basemath.“But I do not promise to pay attention to them,” added Zita.“You have made no progress with Domina, 'Ran, and Anar. You seem surprised that we know their names,” said PuduHepa. “I suggest we all go to see R'hal. We ask R'hal to bring his wife T'na and we all, including Ishmael, pay a visit to the prisoners.”“We certainly will not be any worse off than we are now,” said Zita.“So you are going to R'hal right now?” asked Tyros.“We might as well.” Zita shrugged.“I am going to let him know that we are coming,” said Tyros. To Basemath he said, “This is a large enough group that you should be well-protected.”Basemath nodded and Tyros left with the words, “I will meet you at R'hal's house.”“So what is your plan?” asked Zita.“Plan?” said PuduHepa. “I have not met these women. I have no plan. But I understand women who think that they are in control. I know the right questions to ask.”“And we will be watching R'hal as well,” said Athena. “We do not trust him, though it is in the best interests of the Mitanni to work with us.”“Do we even know if this man – what did you say his name was? – will meet with us today?” asked Ishmael.“He will drop everything to talk to these women,” said Zita. “Afterwards he will act as if this meeting was not important. What I do not know is why.”



By this time Zita knew his way around Hattusha well enough that the others had difficultly keeping up. Only Ishmael could walk as fast.“Why are you in such a hurry, Uncle Zita?”“Because I might get some answers to questions which have bothered me for some time.”“But we are leaving everyone else behind.”Zita stopped until they caught up. “Thank you, Ishmael. My apologies, ladies.”“Why the hurry?” asked Basemath.“I want answers,” said Zita. “Let me say again that I am sorry. I did not realize that I was leaving everyone else behind.”“If this goes like the first meeting, expect flattery,” said Basemath.“Flattery from R'hal?” asked Athena.“He extracts information,” said Zita. “And he believes flattery to be the most effective technique with me. I do believe that he is sincere, but he does flatter. And he does it in a way that attempts to divide us. At least, that is my take.”When they entered the Mitanni quarter, T'na stood in her doorway speaking with Tyros.“My husband will be here shortly. He had some urgent business to conclude before he could join us.”“No need to rush,” said PuduHepa.“And now my business is concluded, said R'hal startling his wife by coming up behind her and closing their door. “Welcome! welcome! So nice to see those interested in protecting the kingdom and preventing bloodshed while the others enjoy playing the game of matchmaker.”“How are we preventing bloodshed?” asked PuduHepa.“If you simply wanted justice for Pawley,” said R'hal as they began walking, “your prisoners would be dead by now. If you believed this was simply a Mitanni affair, you would have transferred them by now. You at least suspect that there are plots inside their heads which might end in war. And where are the rest of the Hittites? Playing games.”The sun was high in the sky and the streets were crowded. Walking through them was slower than coming from the training grounds outside the walls to the Mitanni 



compound. Besides the difficulty walking, the crowd noise ended all discussion until they came to Ander's house.The guard recognized each of the visitors and bowed. The assembled interrogators noted the soldiers across the road looking out the windows at them. The guard opened the door and Tyros motioned that they needed more seats. Three benches were brought over and set in the entry room.“One at a time,” said R'hal.One stool without a back was set in the center of a circle surrounded by other seats.“You first, 'Ran,” said R'hal. “Aner, Domina, go to your own rooms.” They complied and R'hal locked them in.No one else said a word as they sat in a circle, 'Ran in the center.“We want to know what your reason was for torturing Pawley. What are your plans?” R’hal asked.'Ran said nothing.“You have only traveled with R'ta twice. For this trip to Egypt you were not originally chosen to go. Did you want to go? Did someone else choose you?”Still nothing.There were more questions, but still no answers. 'Ran was replaced by Domina with the same results. Last, Aner sat in the center. Still no response.Finally all three women were locked up.“What did we learn?” asked R'hal when the women were gone.“That they are terrified,” said Basemath.“That one was easy,” said R'hal. “They have little fear of execution, or at least they are resigned to it and consider that it would actually be a relief. So they are afraid for other people. Family members, another country, friends?”“You asked many questions, and went in many different directions,” said Zita. “With all three women, to every single question you asked, there was a relaxing of certain muscles. It was a ‘that wasn't it’ look. Whatever the issue, you are asking the wrong questions. We have no idea what this is about.”“I agree with Zita,” said PuduHepa. “But they confirmed what you said, R'hal. This is very important, whatever it is.”



“I also agree,” said Athena. “It is different than the line of questioning you asked. And it is very important. At least these women believe that it is important enough to be tortured and die for.”“Each of these three women,” said R'hal, “come from families with enough influence that they could ignore politics and marry someone wealthy enough to live very comfortably without concern for money the rest of their lives. So this is not about personal wealth.”Tyros asked, “May I speak?”“Certainly,” said Zita. “Though nothing is certain, it appears that these sessions will not work. We are not asking the right questions. And until we ask the proper questions, I do not believe we will learn anything, even with physical torture.”“Physical torture can bring amazing results,” said R'hal. “However, you are correct. We need to know what the right questions are. As we have learned today, observing their responses to our questions is probably the best method for these women. Without saying a word, they answered every one of my questions. With enough people watching, they will tell us the answers. But we are wasting our time until we ask the correct questions. So we are finished for today. One more issue, for PuduHepa, Athena, and Basemath; when we observe them, can you dress them so we can watch more of their subtle reactions? Their stomachs, backs, shoulders, and leg muscles are very telling. No need to see more.”“Grandmothers,” asked Zita. “Will you be able to come to future sessions?”“I thought you would never ask,” said Athena. “Your uncle the king has cut us out of almost everything. I am looking forward to this.”“I agree with Athena,” said PuduHepa.“Enough that the two of you could do this without me?” said Zita. “I believe that the four of you, Athena, PuduHepa, R'hal, and your wife T'na are quite capable of handling these interrogations. Basemath has a rather ambitious schedule for me, and I am afraid that lengthy interrogations do not fit.”“We would be pleased and honored,” said PuduHepa.



“R'hal, you may work with my grandmothers to arrange any schedule you want. We will stop by to check on progress every few days or so, probably in the early morning. It is much easier to walk in Hattusha before most people are out on the streets. Let us arrange the details with the guards and I guess Basemath and I will not be here very often. Any questions?”“You are eating dinner with us?”“What about me?” asked Ishmael.“Back to training,” said Zita.“After dinner,” said Athena.



Part Three: Young Adult





From Hope and the Knight of the Black Lion – 
Chapter Twelve: A Prisoner Exchange, A 

Reunion, A Revelation

I gave my back to the smiters, and my cheeks to them that plucked off the hair: I hid not my face from shame and spitting.
 For the Lord GOD will help me; therefore shall I not be confounded: therefore have I set my face like a flint, and I know that I shall not be ashamed.

 He is near that justifieth me; who will contend with me? let us stand together: who is mine adversary? let him come near to me.
 Behold, the Lord GOD will help me; who is he that shall condemn me? Isaiah 50:6-9

“Oh, Sir Chris,” I cried, “do not despair of that. I could not resist your brother knight in the diary, that man who lost his life so far away because he spoke and sang the message of Christ. I could not resist your speaking the Scriptures to me either. I have asked Christ to save me.” I 



did not add that I had only done it that moment. But in truth, I did it. “Lord Godwin, he is a true knight. How can you doubt it when all his care is for me and for my soul? You must help him.”“Indeed, I must,” Lord Godwin said. “Open this door, turnkey, in the name of the king, I say, open it.”“Do as he says,” a voice behind us ordered. We turned and saw Robert come into view.“The earl gave strict orders …” the turnkey began.“Am I not the earl’s son?” snapped Robert. “I say let them go in and see the prisoner.”The gaoler hastened to obey. As soon as the door swung open I raced into the dark cell. Lord Godwin seized the torch from the guard’s hand and followed me in with Tahira behind him. Sir Chris hung from the wall in chains, naked from the waist up, his back a bloody ruin and his hair matted with blood.“Unchain him,” Robert said sharply.“Thank you, Robert,” I whispered.“Lord Godwin, my father is coming with armed men to stop you,” Robert whispered, ignoring me. “I am sorry. I should not even have tried to speak to him. I only brought his wrath down upon the innocent as I did by my cowardly outburst to Brun about this knight. But I will give you what aid I can. You and this knight have made me see that I might be wrong about many things. We must hurry.”“I am glad, young earl,” Lord Godwin said. The guard unlocked Sir Chris’s shackles and he dropped to the floor. Tahira came up beside me and pulled a small bag from beneath her robes. I noticed that it very much resembled the one Sadaquah had tried to offer Sir Chris. Tahira opened the pouch, took out a small piece of brownish, tarry substance, and pressed it to Sir Chris’s mouth. He had fainted, I thought, and started to suck on the thing in a half-stupor. Suddenly his eyes flew open. He spat the object forcefully out of his mouth.“No,” he said hoarsely. He tried to look around but could scarcely raise his head. “Sadaquah?” His eyes focused on Tahira but all he could see in the darkness was her heavy veil. “You know better than to give me that. I warned you…” He stopped and I could see the puzzled look in his eyes. Then he slumped over in a faint again.



“We must get him out of here,” Lord Godwin urged. “By my faith, I knew not he was such a large fellow. How shall we bear him hence?”“Robert, let us have Sadaquah’s help,” I begged.“Where is the Arab whom the earl arrested?” Robert demanded of the guard. “You must release him as well.”“Aye, my lord.” The gaoler was all done being sullen and uncooperative now that Robert was on our side. He hurried out. Tahira got some water from a jar out in the hall and gave the dipper to me to give to Sir Chris. She seemed afraid to come near him. I forced him to drink a little water. He choked on it and roused a little.“No opium,” he said in a slurred voice. “I will not fight that demon again.” Sadaquah came to the doorway of the cell, hesitated only a moment, then pushed his way in and knelt beside Sir Chris.“Allah be merciful, my brother,” he whispered. “Not this again.”“Can you walk, my friend?” Lord Godwin asked Sir Chris. “We shall take you out of here, but we must hurry.”Sir Chris looked up at him, not seeming to understand. Sadaquah pulled off his outer mantle and threw it over Sir Chris’s shoulders. He ducked his head, winced, and made a small noise of pain.“Come, my brother,” Sadaquah urged. “Out of the hole we go again.”“Nay, nay,” hissed Sir Chris. “He is there waiting. I saw him. The horses – I cannot do it again.”“Not so, my brother,” Sadaquah whispered. “Up on your feet. This is the way to freedom. No one will harm you. I swear it by Allah.”“That is no comfort, Sadaquah,” Sir Chris said with a harsh laugh. He struggled to get up. Lord Godwin helped, and Sadaquah wrapped the robe closely around Sir Chris. “La oreed -- I have told you Allah is no help to me. The Lord God of Heaven seems to have interested Himself in me again, though, and sent these friends of his to help.” He smiled at Lord Godwin and Robert, then collapsed onto the floor. Nothing we could do could rouse him again.



At Robert’s direction the guards rigged a litter and helped to carry Sir Chris out of the dungeon. The light outside was fitful, the sky overcast and the air heavy with thunder. We met some of Lord Godwin’s retinue, ten soldiers and Arabs, as we struggled across the courtyard with Sir Chris. At the same moment the earl arrived, and Sir Hugo Brun as well with a company of guards. Lord Godwin’s men quickly ringed us and drew their swords.“How dare you take my prisoner, Lord Godwin?” demanded the earl.“It is in my heart that thou hast condemned this man unjustly, Earl,” growled Lord Godwin. “I wish to question him myself. Tell thy men to stand off.”“You cannot let ‘im do this, mah lord,” snarled Hugo Brun. “You ‘ave the killer of John of Colchester in your ‘ands.”“We will speak of this later,” Lord Godwin said icily. “I will take this knight to a place where he can be tended. You have most cruelly overstepped your authority, Earl. You knew the tribunal was assembling to look into this case and yet you went ahead to examine this man without our leave or knowledge.”“He shall not leave,” the earl exclaimed. “You cannot take so much upon yourself, Lord Godwin, to defy my orders in my own castle.”“Father, I have helped them,” Robert said. The earl noticed him for the first time. “Have you not considered that in all that has happened we have only Sir Hugo Brun’s word of this knight’s guilt? Lady Hope is not mad or possessed, and she tells a different tale. Perhaps we are being too hasty.”“You are my son, and you will obey my commands,” the earl growled.“I will not permit you to return the man to the dungeon, father,” Robert said. “I do not think he is guilty. I have heard him speak – He cannot have burned Colchester.”“Indeed?” sneered the earl. “You have learned in a moment’s time what I could not get from him in half an hour of questioning? I will deal with you in private. The knight stays here. Godwin, your men will lay down their arms and surrender the prisoner.”



Lord Godwin drew himself up to his full height. “I will have him taken to my chambers and there my wife will care for him,” he said. “My own guards will see that he does not escape. I will offer myself as surety for him. Put me in the dungeon in his place.”“So be it, then,” the earl said with a cruel smile. “Let it be as Lord Godwin has said. He came in under your emblem, after all. Perhaps it is fitting.”“You dare accuse me –?” Lord Godwin roared.“My men will take you now, my lord,” the earl snapped. “Robert, come with me.”“Oh, my lord, must it be so?” I gasped as the earl’s men took Lord Godwin by the arms.“Take care of your knight, Lady Hope,” he said calmly. “Tell my lady what has happened. She will know what to do.” The earl stepped up and took Robert roughly away. 

The next hour passed in a kind of haze. Lady Godwin hardly seemed disturbed to learn that her husband was in the dungeon. She directed Sir Chris to be put into her own bed, and spoke very kindly to Sadaquah in a few words of Arabic. Tahira tended to Sir Chris’s injuries. Sadaquah stayed close by the bed but he kept looking at Tahira. She kept her veils close-wrapped as she bathed Sir Chris’s wounds in fragrant oil mixed with herbs. She never glanced at Sadaquah or spoke a word. Lady Godwin pulled me aside.“If thy knight can be saved, Lady Hope, Tahira is the one to do it,” she smiled. “My husband and I were pilgrims in the Holy Land and I was terribly injured in a fall from a camel. For almost a year I could not walk or even move without great pain. Then my husband found Tahira. She healed me. She hath a skill almost magical. I have kept her by me ever since.”“But my lady, will they not abuse your good husband?” I asked. “What have I done, putting him in this danger? This is all my doing.”“Not so, sweet child. My husband was sent to judge this matter, and he followed where it led him. Ease your 



heart. God will protect him, or give him grace to endure. We cannot help him by fretting.”She and I drew near the bed as Tahira finished her ministrations to Sir Chris. I noticed how much Tahira’s hands trembled and I saw how Sadaquah’s eyes burned as he tried to get a look under her veils. Perhaps Sadaquah had only glimpsed how beautiful she was and wanted a better look. The look he was giving her would certainly make me nervous.“He is not such a devil to look at,” Lady Godwin said softly as we looked down at Sir Chris. “His fair English hide is but baked from too much Araby sun, and there is that spear cut from long ago. Look at his poor bruised face. How can they call it justice when a man can be beaten to death for not confessing to something he may not have even done? He hath a good face, Lady Hope. I am not sorry my husband sought to help him.”Sir Chris groaned and stirred. He opened his eyes and the first thing he happened to see was my hand as I pushed his unruly curls from his face. He caught my hand in his and kissed it. I felt it start a fire in me.“Well met, Lady Hope,” he said. “God forgive me for endangering your husband, Lady Godwin. Is he taken in my place, then?”“Do not trouble yourself about it, good knight,” said Lady Godwin. “You know me, then? But I do not think I know you.”“Nay, lady, it is not likely.” Sir Chris sat up in spite of mine and Sadaquah’s protests. He still wore nothing but his braes and boots. “Sadaquah, I thought I heard they had taken you as well.”“Your lady has opened the prison doors for us both,” Sadaquah said with a smile at me. I blushed. He had never spoken so much praise of me since I had known him. Sir Chris put his legs over the side of the bed.“My lady, he should not get up so soon,” Tahira protested. She had faded back into a dim corner of the room and we had all forgotten she was there. Sir Chris squinted to see her but she made no effort to come nearer. He got up and walked slowly toward where she stood in the shadows. I had never seen Sir Chris’s old scars exposed like 



this before. I wondered especially about the terrible marks around his wrists, as if ropes had cruelly burned him.Tahira inexplicably kept retreating from him until she was against the wall. Sir Chris stopped when he realized how afraid she was. He said something very gently in Arabic. Her hands flew up to the veils shrouding her face and she began to weep. Sadaquah started up and came toward her as well.“What is it, Tahira?” Lady Godwin asked sharply, running past Sir Chris to Tahira’s side and putting an arm around her. “Sir knight, she has tended you for my sake. Do not importune her.”“No, no, my lady,” Tahira whispered. “He has done nothing wrong. Oh, no, nothing wrong. It is my knight, lady. It is the knight of the black lion, who set me free.”Sir Chris spouted a long string of Arabic and Tahira replied timidly, stepping out of the darkened corner with Lady Godwin supporting her. Sir Chris spoke to her again, and the two of them began to go rapidly back and forth in Arabic. Sadaquah appeared to lose interest in the proceeding and walked away to look out the window. Lady Godwin let go of Tahira and came over to me.“Lady Hope, can this be possible?” she said in amazement. “Do you know of this story? Tahira told me of a brave Christian who rescued her from slavery.”“I read … I read a diary … “ I faltered. My mind would not take this all in and make sense of it. “But … my lady, it cannot be Sir Chris. They tried to tear that man apart with horses. He was tortured four hours. Before that they had abused him … I know not how long … He cannot have lived through so much.”“But my lady, did I not tell you that God healed that knight?” Sir Chris laughed. He turned around and came toward me, with Tahira following behind. “This is that same lady who saved my life. But you told me your name was Tamar.”“I could not be called Tahira then. It means purity,” Tahira said softly. “But after I was converted and came to serve Lady Godwin she learned my true name and insisted that I must not be afraid to bear it again. She said Christ has made me pure again and would call me nothing else.”



“How could God bring us back together again?” Sir Chris marveled.“‘Tis wonderful,” Lady Godwin said. “Oh, if only my husband knew this. It would gladden his heart. How we have thrilled to hear our sweet Tahira praise your courage, friend knight. We were glad to be English and we longed to know what had become of you.”“Lady, we must save our reminisces for another time,” Sir Chris said. “I almost forgot your husband, and all my duty. I need clothing, and I need to be about my business.”“It is impossible,” I exclaimed. “Sir Chris, the earl will not let you out of this room. Surely you understand that. Besides, you were so much hurt. You must rest.”Sir Chris subsided with a great sigh. “It is Lady Hope who keeps all our feet planted on the earth. You are right, of course. I think we must all be prisoners here.” He glanced out the window and we both saw that soldiers watched the room carefully. The sky had grown blacker and lightning flickered across the towering thunderheads. Sadaquah snorted and swung away from us to another part of the room. “Lusto adri. What shall we do then?” Sir Chris asked me.“Was it really you? You wrote that book, and spoke of yourself?” I whispered to him as we stood a little apart from the others at the window. “These scars ...” I touched his wrist hesitantly. The shackles in the earl’s dungeon had rubbed him raw, but the rope marks were far deeper and I could only imagine what he must have suffered. I looked up into his face and saw that the memory of it all washed over him again. He did not try to answer me. He looked out the window across the landscape and I saw the effort he made to bury the terror and pain again.“Why did they do this to you? If you would not work in the salt mine as they wished, would they not just kill you?” I asked. I hated to make him keep remembering it, and I hated to think of these things myself. But something seemed wrong with the story. He allowed me to lead him over to the bed and he sank down on it. “Sadaquah and that other man … ““Rasoul,” Sir Chris supplied. “Rasoul, yes. They both said it was not the Arabs’ way to torture helpless men.”



“No, it is not, except as punishment for crimes under their laws,” Sir Chris agreed, speaking with difficulty. “Most Christians were killed in battle or captured and ransomed. They were never treated well, of course, but you are right. Something was different about the mines. They never killed anyone outright. In fact, anytime someone did not just suddenly drop dead, but only collapsed or became ill, they would take him away as if to care for him but he would never return. I believe now it had something to do with the Frenchman. I know not how he ruled over them … the Frenchman … it was he … it is…” He whirled around suddenly and stared at Tahira.“Hugo Brun!” He exploded. She started violently. “It is the same man. He is the one who…” Then he saw the look on her face. She crumpled like a wilted flower. “It is him. And you knew it. Lady, how could you stay here, knowing he was here?”“I had to serve Lady Godwin,” Tahira murmured. “I did not know he was here at first. I heard of a Frenchman and how Lord Godwin was to come here to look into something concerning him. Only when I saw him … then I knew.”“It was the same with me,” Sir Chris said angrily. “All spoke of this Frenchman, but I had never seen his face. Even when he fought me here, he wore a helmet. But in the dungeon, I saw him, and I heard him, but it was all a muddle with what had happened before…”“The man Hugo Brun?” Lady Godwin gasped. “He is the one who made thee a slave … who forced thee … He is the one who ran the salt mine and enslaved Christians?”“He is, my lady,” Tahira said with great reluctance. “He oversaw the torture of many, many Christians. If you have heard of any poor soul who never returned from the Crusades, it may be that he lies in a burial pit in the desert.”“Why did he do it?” I came back to my earlier question. “Why did he torture those men? Was it just because he got pleasure from it? Tahira, do you know?”“He got pleasure from it,” Tahira shuddered. “But my lady, there was another reason for it as well. He scarcely spoke to me at all, and his Arabic was very bad. But I think … he meant to get … something from the men. He never 



participated in the torture. When we were at the mines he kept to his tent. The Christians thought it was the Arabs’ doing. When they were close to death the Arabs would take them away from the mine and bring them to the oasis. I saw him sometimes pretending that he would help them ... He would make me give them a little nursing, and I think they believed he had saved them from the Arabs. He made them … tell him things … and then he killed them … I could not understand what he wanted … I do not know…” She trailed off and sank down into a chair.“Robert told me he came back with messages from dead Crusaders for their families,” I said. “He called it a Holy Quest. You remember, Sir Chris, that he was doing this.”“When they brought me to the oasis he never asked me anything,” Sir Chris said slowly. “He only said he wanted to stop my singing and praising God. But I was not broken down enough for him to force anything out of me. Mayhap he thought I never would be, and so only wanted to be rid of me. All the time I was there I tried to understand what happened when they attacked the old pilgrim’s camp. They killed the old pilgrim and all his Arab converts. But they took the Christians to their mine.”Sadaquah shrugged. “Whatever his plan was, it had to do with those who came from the lands of Europe … the Crusaders. The old man they saw was too weak to be worked in the mine, or perhaps he did not recognize him as a European. As for the others, he wanted to break their wills and force them to give him something.”“Gil said that Sir Hugo Brun was stripped of his land and titles in France,” I ventured. “Could he have hoped somehow to force them to give over their lands to him … to make him heir to their holdings?”“He cannot do that,” Lady Godwin said firmly. “Thou dost know the earl hath been trying to get the Frenchman lands and a title here. It is not so simple. The king holds the land and the title, and if a man dies without heirs, only the king can bestow it on another person.”“Then he must have hoped that by contacting the families of these men and bringing them messages from their lost knight, he would earn their gratitude and some kind of reward ... Perhaps those living would arrange for 



the king to gift him with the holdings he wanted so badly,” I said.“But none of the families were grateful enough to suit him,” nodded Sir Chris. “So he has befriended the earl, probably with a staged rescue, to try to get his land with his help.”“God be merciful, Sir Chris,” I breathed. “Do you not see what he has done to my uncle? He has taken him, and he is doing again that very thing he did in the desert. He knows Baron Colchester can control his own holdings. He is torturing him to force him ...”Sir Chris sprang out of the bed with a cry of pure rage. He lunged for the door, half-naked, unarmed. The door was bolted on the outside. He grabbed a lampstand and began to pound on the heavy door with unbelievable strength. I believe he would have smashed through it in another moment. All of a sudden the fit left him and he fell backward, powerless. We hurried him back into bed.





From Benny and the Bank Robber – Chapter 
Seven: Visits of Consequence 

Benny paused to watch the end of the sunrise over the top of his Uncle Tom Laughlin's barn. He had already finished most of his chores. The woodbox was full. The chickens were fed. The pigs would get their slops after breakfast. The eggs were all gathered, swinging gently in the bucket he carried. The town of Osage was just visible off in the distance. Benny looked around. His mother and Aunt Caroline should be still in the barn, though probably they had almost finished the milking. Uncle Tom he knew was in the dairy. Benny set the egg bucket down and walked over to the shed that thrust out between the house and the barn. He stopped just outside the door and looked around one more time. Then he lifted the latch and stepped inside."'Morning, Black Switch," he said softly. A dark shape moved in the makeshift stall. The sleek black stallion blew a long blast of warm air over Ben's outstretched hand as he thrust his head over the wall. He nipped the crabapple from Benny's palm, scarcely touching the boy's skin. Then he nodded his head several times in rapid succession."I know Jeremy usually gave you peppermint," Benny apologized. He pushed his brown hair away from his forehead and patted the horse's nose. "But Uncle Tom says sugar'll make you meaner than you already are. You're such a bad old horse, aren't you?" he said fondly. "Stop chewing 



up the field horse harnesses, will you? You have to behave yourself. He'll never let you out to pasture with them. You're in prison just like Jeremy is." Benny felt tears filling his eyes. He buried his face against the stallion's neck. "Why did he have to go, Switch?" Benny grumbled. "He gave back all the money, except what he spent to buy you. And he's a Christian now. They have to see that he's different." Benny sighed.The horse pushed him playfully and nosed around for sweets. But Benny knew better than to get caught disobeying Uncle Tom too far. His mother's brother was a good man, but he was strict about rules. "I've got no patience with fool boys and fast horses."Black Switch had amazed Benny by becoming almost as tame and gentle with Benny as he had been with Jeremy. Now Jeremy was in the Missouri State Penitentiary in Jefferson City, waiting to find out what would happen to him. The Missouri State officials weren't sure what to do with a confessed bank robber from Pennsylvania, so they had sent letters to Philadelphia to get instructions.Uncle Tom had reluctantly agreed to keep Black Switch, Jeremy's trick-playing stallion. It was hard being separated from Jeremy, but Benny had learned better than to question God's will.Almost a month had gone by now, and Benny had received a couple of letters from Jeremy, brought by Doc Daniel, who kept going to the capitol to find out what was happening. The thing that really bothered Benny was Jeremy's letters. They were pretty short and didn't say much. Jeremy talked about reading the Bible and praying. Benny was glad for that. He also said the food was very bad, which made Benny laugh. Jeremy mentioned that the prisoners had a lot of work and not much free time. Benny guessed that was why Jeremy didn't write much.Benny realized suddenly that he had been in the shed a long time. He patted Black Switch one more time and hurried out. He grabbed the egg bucket and headed into the dairy. His mother, Aunt Caroline, and Uncle Tom were all busy processing the milk in the dairy. Benny put his eggs in the springhouse to keep them cool, along with the butter his mother had churned the day before. Then 



everyone was ready to return to the farmhouse for breakfast."Hello, Laughlins and Richardsons!" called out a voice. They looked around to see Doc Daniel riding into the yard. Benny couldn't help wondering how a doctor and minister like Doctor Daniel Connors had ended up out here in the wilderness of Missouri, dressed like a mountain man in fringed buckskin, wearing a black felt hat with a big owl feather. He was a huge man, close to seven feet tall, with white hair and beard and sharp blue-gray eyes that always seemed to know the truth whatever lies a person wanted to tell. "Doc Daniel!" Benny shouted. "Did you see Jeremy?""Yes, I did, Ben." Doc Daniel slid off his big horse and gave Benny the reins. "Put up this old traveler for me, will you?""You didn't ride all night, did you, Daniel?" demanded Aunt Caroline. "Sit down with us and have a bite of breakfast."Of course Doc Daniel got a lot more than a bite of breakfast. Benny's mother was a very good cook and so was Aunt Caroline. Benny loved breakfast on the farm. Eggs, sausage, pancakes or biscuits or waffles, apple juice from their own orchard – Still, Benny felt he was earning his food.The chores never really ended except when he had his school lessons with his mother and a little time in the evenings before bed when they sat together by the front room fire or on the porch."So how was Jeremy?" Benny asked between mouthfuls of biscuit. Doc Daniel took a look around the table before he answered. Benny saw his eyes come to rest on his mother. Benny saw that look on her face that meant she was upset about something."He was about like usual," Doc Daniel said with a shrug. "You come on out to the yard with me after breakfast and we'll give that horse of his a little run, eh?""Dr. Connors, you should rest," Benny's mother protested. "Benny, don't pester him. He's probably exhausted.""Ma'am, it's no trouble," Doc Daniel smiled.



"You're getting to handle that horse better," Doc Daniel commented as they trotted across the pasture, Doc Daniel on his tall piebald gelding Neb and Benny on Switch."He's not playing as many tricks on me as he used to," Benny said modestly."He knows a big bagful, doesn't he? Smart as the old devil, aren't you, you beauty?" Doc Daniel grabbed Black Switch's headstall and gave it a shake, then fed him a piece of sugar."Don't tell your uncle I did that, Ben. Jeremy made me promise to give the old man a sweet or two.""So what did you want to tell me about Jeremy?" Benny asked."Ben, I'm going to have to tell you some hard news," Doc Daniel said soberly as they dismounted in the apple orchard. "But you're not a little boy. So I know you will take it as from the Lord." Doc Daniel took a breath and sat down under a tree, making Benny sit beside him."My son Dan Junior is a lawyer, you know," Doc Daniel said. "I got him to come out here to try to help Jeremy. We thought maybe we could get them to let him stay here in Missouri if he's got to serve time in prison.""Yes, you told me that," Benny nodded. "You said your son's the best lawyer in the world and he could do it if anybody could.""Well, I guess nobody can, then," Doc Daniel said, "because Jeremy is being shipped back to Philadelphia to stand trial. If there's a prison sentence he'll have to serve his time there.""But Doc Daniel," Benny whispered. "What's going to happen to Jeremy? Could he be there a long time?""Dan doesn't really know. That's for a judge to decide.""I have to see him before he goes," Benny said. "Mother will take me to visit him. I'll ask her.""Now, Ben, let me explain something else to you," Doc Daniel said as he got to his feet. "You mama is a fine lady – a lovely Christian. She loves you and she loves the Lord. But from what I can see, she believes she's got no reason in the world to love Mr. Jeremy Carlisle. I'd say she's got some quite different feelings about him, considering how 



he behaved – lying about who he was, gambling his way across the country ….""Jeremy's a Christian now. She'll understand that he's different.""There isn't much time, Ben. Maybe a week at most. I'm afraid it may not be easy to convince your mother to take you to see Jeremy. In fact, I reckon it'll be mighty difficult. The Lord can do miraculous things, but for your mama to muster kind feelings toward a man who robbed a bank and held a knife to her son's throat – a man she trusted to care for the boy ... well, not many folks are that good of Christians."Benny was moody and silent during the rest of the day following his talk with Doc Daniel. His mother chided him for not paying attention to his schoolwork. Uncle Tom complained about half-done chores. Aunt Caroline wondered what had happened to the happy, singing nephew that she used to have.Benny slept in the open loft above Uncle Tom's front room. That night as he lay awake he heard Uncle Tom talking to his mother."I've got to make the trip to Jefferson City tomorrow anyway, Abigail. Seems like it'd mean a lot to the boy.""I don't want my son to be friends with a criminal," Benny's mother said."The friendship's already happened," Uncle Tom replied. "If you want to break it up why have you let the boy write letters to him?""He didn't send a letter with Doctor Connors this time. Since Mr. – Mr. Carlisle is to be sent to Philadelphia perhaps Benny realizes that he can't continue to hope to see him.""I think he just realized you wouldn't listen if he asked to go see him. The boy started a dozen or more letters to Carlisle today. I found them in the trash, tear-stained, crumpled. Your son's breaking his heart over this Carlisle fellow.""I'll have to talk to him," his mother answered faintly."Abigail, the boy's learned to love the man. It's natural. Sure he was a thief and a drunkard and all the rest. But ask Daniel if he's not a different kind of man now. He could use 



some Christian friends. Come on to Jeff City with Caroline and me."

"I'm sorry, ma'am, you'll have to speak up. You wanted to visit someone?"Abigail Richardson twisted her hands and looked around the shabby office of the State Penitentiary in Jefferson City. Benny stood at her elbow. She looked down at him and cleared her throat."Carlisle. Mr. Jeremy Carlisle," she said firmly. "That's who we've come to see."The guard shuffled some papers on his desk. "You his wife?""No!" exclaimed Jeremy's mother."Sister?""We're not related to Jeremy. We're just friends," Benny explained."Usually we only allow relatives to visit prisoners." The guard shuffled more papers. "I don't see anyone down...""He hasn't got any relatives," Benny said. "You let Doc Daniel visit him.""Doc Daniel? You mean Dr. Daniel Connors? You ... uh ... know Doctor Connors?""He's our neighbor," Benny's mother said. Benny saw that the man was impressed. He wondered just how important Doc Daniel really was."Please have a seat," the guard said to Benny and his mother. They waited a long time on the hard chairs. At last Benny nudged his mother. "I think they've forgotten us," he whispered.Benny's mother looked at her watch pin and suddenly stood up. "Gracious, it's getting late. We wouldn't want to keep Uncle Tom waiting. Perhaps we should try another time."A guard stuck his head out of a side room. "Visitors for Carlisle?"



"Here!" Benny exclaimed. They followed him down a dim hallway."Mother, you're hurting my arm," Benny whispered. She only pushed closer to him and squeezed tighter. The guard let them into a room and closed the door behind them. Another door opened across the small room, bare except for a brick wall about waist high and two rough benches on opposite walls. Benny looked eagerly across.He caught his breath when he saw Jeremy shuffling in wrist and leg irons, wearing a stained, threadbare prison suit. The guard who came in with him gave him a rough push with the heavy stick he held."G'wan, Carlisle, go welcome your company," he said with a sneer. Benny pushed his mother over to the bench on their side and made her sit. He hoped she'd loosen her grip but she didn't. Jeremy lowered himself down onto the opposite bench."Hi, Jeremy," Benny said eagerly."Hello, Ben," Jeremy said. "How do you do, Mrs. Richardson?""Good afternoon, Mr. Carlisle." She wasn't looking at Jeremy at all, Benny realized. Her voice was very unsteady."Uncle Tom said to say howdy," Benny said."Tell him the same for me, Ben." Jeremy was sitting stiff and straight and Benny thought he looked unhappy about something."Uncle Tom had some business in town. Wasn't that lucky?""It's good you didn't have to go out of your way.""I – I wanted to come see you sooner," Benny stammered. "It's pretty far...""Of course it is," Jeremy interrupted. "Your ma's good to bring you. I can see it's not easy for her to be here.""No one made me come!" Benny's mother said sharply."I'm sorry I offended you, ma'am," Jeremy said. "It wasn't my intention. I only meant I understand what a sacrifice it is for you, and I appreciate it.""Mr. Carlisle, I would appreciate it if you would explain to my son why this – relationship he seems to think you have is not – not a good thing – under the circumstances."



"Mother, what are you talking about?" Benny demanded. Jeremy shifted in his seat, rattling his chains. He rose slowly to his feet."She means she wants you to forget about me, Ben," he said. "She thinks it's a disgrace for a decent Christian boy like you and a fine Christian woman like her to come to a place like this and be seen with a man like me. It's a good thing I'm going to Philadelphia so she doesn't have to dirty her pretty skirts by coming back again." Jeremy turned to go. Benny's mother jumped to her feet. "You deceived me greatly, Mr. Carlisle," she said in a trembling voice. "I trusted you to take care of my son. He ... he was all I had in the world. Can't you understand how I feel?""Can't you understand how I feel, ma'am?" Jeremy burst out. "Yes, I deceived you. I deceived everybody I ever knew or met. I was a thief, a liar – I put a knife to your son's throat and told him I'd kill him."Jeremy shuddered and breathed hard a few times. "But he just kept telling me that I needed to believe in the Lord. I'd put him in a bad spot just to frighten him. He said I needed to ask Jesus to save me. I'd try to make him do wrong. He'd pray for me and quote the Bible."'You don't know God,' he'd say to me. He saved my life when I was drowning in the Conemaugh River for that stinking bag of gold, and he said it was because he didn't want me to go to Hell."Tears coursed down the scars in Jeremy's face. "I have to live with knowing what I did to your boy, when all he did was try to make me do right. I have to look at his sweet mother despising me – and rightly so – and I wish I was in a worse place than this."God's been so good to me. I just wish I could be more grateful. I spoke out of turn to you, ma'am, and I'm sincerely sorry. Ben, maybe it would be better if you forgot about me. It's easy for God to forgive sins, or so Doc Daniel tells me. It's not so easy for me to forgive myself, or for other people to forgive me. Thanks, ma'am, for bringing Ben.""Jeremy!" Benny was crying too. "I missed you so much!"



"Good-bye, Ben," Jeremy said. The guard opened the door for him and he disappeared as fast as his leg irons would allow."Benny, let's go," his mother said, pulling him toward the other door. Benny started to say all the angry things that were boiling up in his mind. Instead he just pulled his arm out of his mother's and left the prison at a run.Uncle Tom's wagon stood out in front of the prison. Aunt Caroline and Uncle Tom watched him fly down the steps, fiercely wiping away tears, and saw his mother hurry out after him. Benny stopped short of the wagon and looked around, but there was nowhere to go."I thought we'd stop at the cafe down the street and get a bite to eat before we head home," Uncle Tom suggested, his voice too loud, too hearty."I'm not hungry. I'm tired," Benny muttered."Just curl up in the back with those blankets, dear," Aunt Caroline told him.Benny flopped down inside the canvas cover and buried himself completely in the quilts. The wagon jerked and jolted off.





From Benny and the Bank Robber 2: Dr. Dad – 
Chapter Ten – A Disappearance

Benny trudged home from school through the deep snow. He was gladder than he could say that school was out for Christmas holidays. Jason Owens walked beside him in rare silence. Benny considered Jason by far his best friend, but he was glad for the occasional break from Jason’s almost non-stop talking.
“Didja hear Caleb Sutter -- I mean Caleb Prentice -- Is comin’ home tomorra?” Jason said abruptly. So much for silence, and so much for Benny’s light mood. Benny had always feared Caleb. Even though the older boy had been away at boarding school, Benny still had nightmares of the time when Caleb had caught him after school and beaten him so badly he hadn’t been able to straighten up for three days. “I thought he was staying in Ohio for Christmas, and the Prentices were going to see him there,” Benny said, trying not to let his dread show in his voice.“Change of plans, I guess,” Jason shrugged. “When I was takin’ my turn haulin’ the firewood Mr. Prentice told me he’d got a letter sayin’ Caleb was comin’ home. He seemed surprised about it, too, but I guess he’s comin’, all right.”Surely Caleb would have got over hating him after all this time away, Benny told himself. He’d been studying 



cartography, meeting new people. Maybe he’d found someone in Ohio who was more fun to terrorize than Benny. After all, it had been almost a year. He might have forgotten Benny existed. Benny wished he could forget Caleb. He could scarcely even be thankful that Caleb had rescued his mother from drowning when she had fallen into the cataract in the woods and dislocated her shoulder. Caleb had made his venomous hatred of Benny so clear even after he had left Benny’s mother safe at the doctor’s. That was another nightmare. He could see Caleb, naked from the waist up, muscles bulging, long blond hair like a lion’s mane around his harsh, angry features and blazing pale blue eyes.“If it had been you in that river, Richardson,” said the nightmare Caleb, “I’d’ve let you drown.” Benny knew that Jason was jabbering on, talking about his family’s plans for Christmas. Benny couldn’t make himself pay attention. He left Jason still talking and ran up the steps and into the house. 

Throwing off his heavy clothes, Benny ran upstairs to his room. He ignored his mother’s greeting and shut the door of his room. Quickly he plunged his hands into the big chest at the foot of his bed. He dug under the things inside, becoming more frantic. At last he pulled out the handsome black dragon-ornamented case he had been searching for. Pressing the hidden clasp, he popped it open.Benny gazed at the beautifully polished throwing knife inside the case. He set the case down on his bed and picked up the knife. First he tested the balance in his palm. It was perfect. Then he flipped the knife around into throwing position and drew back. All of this took only a second. The knife streaked across the room and lodged in the eye of the cougar drawing hanging by the window. Benny grimly crossed the room and pulled the knife out of the wall. He 



turned to walk back to the bed and saw his mother standing in the open doorway. Her eyes were wide with shock.“I -- I knocked, but you didn’t answer,” she said faintly. “Benny -- what -- what are you doing with that knife?”
“Just making sure I haven’t gotten rusty,” Benny said. He put it back in the case and slipped the case under his pillow. “I wonder if Dad will let me have the sheath now?” He mused.“I thought you’d just packed that knife away,” his mother said.“No, mother. I practice with it every day. Every single day. Now I’m almost as good as Dad was.”“Does Jeremy -- does your dad know you’ve been doing this?”
“Well, he helped me a lot at first. I don’t know if he knows I’ve kept practicing. Mother, it’s kind of a sport, like fishing.”“I’ve never heard of anyone being killed with a fishhook.”“Don’t worry. I’m certainly not planning to kill anybody. Who would I want to kill?”Benny’s mother had never found out about the beating Caleb had given Benny, or the constant threats and taunts Caleb had made. She knew that Caleb had been a bully, but he had made such an outward show of reforming when the Prentices had adopted him that no one knew he had never changed, just gotten smarter and craftier. No one, not Benny’s mother, not Jeremy, not even Jason, who knew Caleb disliked Benny more than anyone, knew how much Benny feared Caleb’s Christmas homecoming. 

It quickly became apparent after Caleb arrived home that something was wrong. The Prentices stopped their proud bragging about how well he was doing in school. The big welcome home party they had planned was canceled. Benny saw Caleb lounging around town with several bad 



characters. Thankfully, Caleb seemed no longer to know that Benny existed. Benny did ask for, and received as a Christmas present, the ankle sheath Jeremy had used to carry the throwing knife in his wilder days before he became a Christian. Benny got a lecture on never wearing it to school.

In the middle of the night after Christmas day, someone knocked loudly on the Carlisle’s front door. Benny got there first, and found Mr. Prentice on the porch.
“The -- the doctor -- is he in?” Mr. Prentice stammered. Benny knew that Mr. Prentice had never seemed to like or trust Jeremy. He couldn’t forget that Jeremy had robbed a bank before he was saved. He couldn’t forget he had spent two years in prison in Philadelphia. Jeremy had won friends all over town with his fine doctoring, friendly ways and Christian love, but the Prentices had never been friendly with them, and had never sought his medical services before. “What’s wrong, Mr. Prentice?” Jeremy came up behind Benny. Benny felt him staying back in the shadows and realized Jeremy still felt very self-conscious about being seen without the makeup that hid his terrible scars. He didn’t wear any to bed, of course. “It’s Caleb,” Mr. Prentice said. “He’s had some kind of accident. Some of his friends just brought him home. We can’t wake him up -- please, can you come quickly?”“I’ll be there in five minutes,” Jeremy said, disappearing from the doorway. Mr. Prentice hurried off.
“Get my bag, Ben,” Jeremy ordered as he vaulted up the stairs. Benny ran into the surgery and fumbled around for things Jeremy might need. Maybe Caleb had fallen and hit his head. Maybe he had a bad fever -- Benny wasn’t sure what to pack.“Want to get dressed and come along?” Jeremy asked. Benny was surprised. Usually Jeremy took Benny’s mother 



along if he thought he would need help. Benny left Jeremy finishing the bag and ran upstairs to throw on his clothes. He was down again in a moment. “It takes your mother much longer to get dressed,” Jeremy said with a grin. “Come on.”

They decided to walk, since the Prentices’ house was not that far and it would take time to hitch up the buggy. Very soon they were let in to the Prentices’ house. Mr. Prentice reached out to take Jeremy’s coat as he finished stomping the snow off his boots and turned around into the full light of the hallway.
Mr. Prentice gasped and pulled his hand back. “Your -- your face!” he croaked. “What -- what -- “Benny quickly took Jeremy’s coat and found a hook for it himself. Jeremy went red, then white, but he said nothing in reply. Benny knew that most people in town knew about Jeremy’s scars, and many had even seen them. Obviously Mr. Prentice had not known about them. Jeremy grabbed his bag from Benny.“Where is the patient, Mr. Prentice?” Jeremy demanded. Still Mr. Prentice just stared. Finally Jeremy pushed past him, pulling Ben along, and went into the front room. Mr. Prentice seemed to wake up at last and hurried after them.Caleb lay sprawled on the settee in the front room. His long legs dangled onto the floor and one arm hung over the back. His face was buried under a pillow and his breathing was ragged and loud. Mrs. Prentice jumped up from a stool beside Caleb’s head, took one look at Jeremy, and gave a little shriek of fright. Again Jeremy’s color changed, but he moved by her and knelt beside Caleb. With Benny’s help he rolled the young man onto his back, lifting one of his heavy eyelids. Jeremy moved Caleb’s head from side to side and felt it all over. He felt his pulse, listened to his chest, and finally opened his mouth and smelled his breath. Jeremy 



reeled back and stood up. He turned to look at Mr. and Mrs. Prentice and saw them close together, shrinking away from him and looking anywhere but at his face.“Um ... “ Jeremy stopped. Benny could see how hard it was for him to be professional while the Prentices were behaving like that. “I ... I examined Caleb for any head injuries, any bumps or bruises. I checked for fever or any symptoms of illness of any kind. Caleb isn’t hurt and he isn’t sick, Mr. and Mrs. Prentice. He’s drunk.”
“Drunk!” Mr. Prentice exploded. “Drunk! That’s impossible!”“Ridiculous!” Mrs. Prentice agreed. “Caleb does not drink. He just went to a little Christmas party with some of his friends.”“Caleb is drunk,” Jeremy repeated. “Judging by his general appearance and condition, I’d say he’s been drinking a great deal, and doing it for some time.”“He’s been at school, Mr.-- er -- Doctor Carlisle--” Mr. Prentice insisted. “They would never allow the boys to drink.”
“Well, he has been drinking,” snapped Jeremy. “And if he doesn’t stop, he’ll die. I had a brother who died of drinking. He was nineteen, Mr. Prentice. How old is Caleb?”“Nine -- nine-- “ Mr. Prentice couldn’t finish. “He’s got to stop now,” Jeremy said. “And you’ve got to stop pretending it isn’t happening.”“How dare you?” shrieked Mrs. Prentice. “John, make him go away! If he can’t help Caleb, why is he here?” She fell down beside the settee. 
Jeremy brushed past Mr. Prentice and he and Benny went out to the hall to get their coats. Mr. Prentice followed them.“Doctor Carlisle, I’m sorry,” he said, touching Jeremy on the arm. “I’m sorry about the way we behaved. Caleb -- Caleb has been drinking. He’s been dismissed from school because of it. My wife -- she doesn’t know. I didn’t know how to tell her. Caleb -- he laughed -- he bragged about it. I beat him, I threatened him, but he won’t stop. I don’t know what else to do. We can’t control him. He -- he frightens my 



wife, yet she still wants him to be -- to be the boy we could never have ourselves. What can we do?”“You’ve had a good look at my face, now, haven’t you, Mr. Prentice?” Jeremy took both Mr. Prentice’s shoulders in his strong hands and made him face him. “I can keep it hidden most of the time, but it’s never really gone. It’s like our sin. We can cover it up for a while, but it keeps peeking out. For some people, like Caleb, it comes raging out. You’ve got to get rid of that sin, Mr. Prentice. Caleb’s sin, your sin, your wife’s sin. The drink is just Caleb’s way of filling that empty place where God should be. 
“I don’t know what you put in your empty space -- pride, maybe, thinking you’re better than a poor ex-convict doctor with an ugly face -- whatever it is, I’ll bet it doesn’t work. Only Christ can take away the sin and fill the emptiness. As Caleb’s father, you might be the only one who can help him come to Christ. You dare not neglect that any longer. Won’t you submit to Christ yourself, and be the father to that boy that he desperately needs?”“We’ve done the best we can to provide a home for Caleb,” Mr. Prentice said coldly, pulling out of Jeremy’s grasp. “He’s been difficult -- always -- difficult. I can’t do any more -- my wife can’t do any more -- than we already have.”“Good night, Mr. Prentice,” Jeremy said sadly. “Come on, Ben.”

They walked in silence back home. Just before they reached the house, Benny put his arms up and hugged Jeremy as tightly as he could.
“I love you, Dad,” he said.“Do you ever wonder what would have happened if your mother really had adopted Caleb back when his family died? Would he have turned out differently, do you think?” Jeremy sighed.



Benny’s stomach lurched. How long ago he had run to his mother and begged her to take Caleb in. How long ago had he felt that much compassion for Caleb? Lately he had not felt sorry for him at all. But Caleb was in deep trouble. Benny had never tried to see things Caleb’s way before. He had lived with a father who was always drunk and never worked. He had found his mother and sister frozen to death in their shack one winter morning, and his father had died in jail the same day. Caleb had gone to live with the Prentices, but Benny knew they had not loved him. His schemes to escape Osage hadn’t worked. His life was a ruin, and at nineteen he was hardly a grown man.“Isn’t there something we can do to help him Dad?” Benny asked
“Maybe we can try,” Jeremy said. “Come on. You must be frozen, Ben, know I am. We’ve got to get some sleep. We’ll talk about it in the morning.”Jeremy and Benny’s mother went to see the Prentices about Caleb the next day. They were cold and unwilling to discuss anything that might help Caleb. Mr. Prentice had told his wife the truth after Jeremy’s visit, but she was still denying it. Mr. Prentice informed them that Caleb would be working for Mr. Black the wheelwright, that he would be kept very busy, and that there would be no further opportunity for him to be around his “unsuitable companions.”Benny had to pass by the wheelwright’s shop every day on his way to and from school. He would see Caleb there, shirtless sometimes, even in the coldest weather, sweat covering his broad back, shaping wood, pounding metal, working as if he could sweat the trouble out of his body. Benny was shocked to see scars crisscrossing Caleb’s back. Mr. Prentice used a thin stick sometimes to discipline children at the school, but only a few switches through their clothing. He had said admitted he beat Caleb, but Benny had never seen anyone scarred like that. Caleb never even seemed to notice Benny. Benny was glad for that.



One day Benny got sick at school. Jeremy had caught a fever with cramps and vomiting from one of his patients and had been in bed two days with it. Benny had gone to school feeling light-headed and queasy, and by lunchtime had felt bad enough to beg Mr. Prentice to let him go home. Benny stumbled toward home and stopped outside Mr. Black’s shop when a wave of nausea washed over him.
“Well, if it isn’t sweet little perfect Benny,” growled a voice. Benny had been so dizzy and sick he hadn’t noticed where he was. He looked up and saw Caleb and two other young men. They passed a bottle around among them and guzzled the liquor with noisy slurping sounds. “Skippin’ school today, Little Benny?” sneered Caleb. He swaggered over, bottle in hand.“I -- I’m sick,” Benny said faintly.“Aw! Ain’t that too bad. Well, look here, I got some medicine. Just the thing. Here, drink some!” He grabbed Benny by the hair and forced his head back. The bottle came up close to Benny’s face and liquor began to pour out, filling his nose with the smell. Benny vomited suddenly, right on Caleb’s leg.
“Hey!” snarled Caleb, cursing as he kicked Benny hard. Benny fell to the sidewalk. Caleb kicked him again.“You’ve always been such a good boy, haven’t you, Benny? You’ve always made your mama proud, and everybody loves you. Precious Benny! You even came out on top when I beat the livin’ daylights out of you. And you wanted your ma to adopt me. Didja think I’d forget that? You even made me save her -- Can’t you just leave me alone? You’re always in fronta my face, showin’ me how I oughta be, and I don’t wanna be like you!”Kick after kick slammed into Benny. He rolled this way and that but he couldn’t escape. The pain was terrible. He threw up again and cried out in pain and hopelessness. He could dimly tell that some people had gathered and 



somebody was yelling at Caleb to stop, but he was so strong no one could drag him away.All at once there was silence and the blows stopped. Benny opened his eyes and looked up. Jeremy, only partly dressed, his shirt hanging open in the freezing air, his hair wild, his scars standing out in the terrible paleness of his angry face, had grabbed Caleb by the collars and slammed him back against the wall of the building. Benny knew Jeremy was still sick himself. Where he had gotten the strength to do what he had done to Caleb Benny did not know. How he had even known to come, Benny could not imagine.
“Don’t move,” Jeremy ordered Caleb. “You stir and I’ll make you wish you hadn’t.”Caleb hung frozen against the building as Jeremy knelt beside Benny. “Ben, are you all right?” he said fiercely. He probed Benny quickly here and there. Benny started to get up. “No. Stay put. Ralph, Marshall!” he shouted at two men who stood by. “Get Ben over to my house. I’ll be right behind you.” The two men quickly hitched up Mr. Black’s delivery wagon and put Benny on a horse blanket to lift him up into it. Jeremy went back to Caleb. Benny had never seen such terror in anyone’s face as he saw in Caleb’s.“We’ve tried kindness and patience, Caleb,” Jeremy said. “Now we’ll try this. I can see you’re afraid of this face of mine. Good. You be afraid of it. You remember it every day and every night. And you remember that if you ever attack my son again, I will kill you. Never doubt that I can. Never, ever doubt that I will.”Caleb bolted and ran, slipping, falling flat in the snow, tripping in the drifts, getting up, running again. He was not headed for the Prentice house. Jeremy jumped up into the wagon and steadied Benny on the short trip to the house. Benny’s mother waited on the porch, crying and trying to throw a blanket over Jeremy.
“What happened? What happened?” she kept asking. “I was in the kitchen. All of a sudden I heard you come flying down the stairs. I didn’t even see where you’d gone.”Jeremy shrugged her off. “Bring him into the surgery,” Jeremy ordered the men. “Abigail, never mind me. It’s Ben who’s hurt. Thank you, fellows.” They left hurriedly. 



Jeremy took Benny’s mother’s face in his hands. “My love, be calm. I need you to help me with Ben.” Suddenly Jeremy sagged. “I’m still so confoundedly weak,” he said. “Caleb Prentice attacked Ben. When I got there he was kicking him -- he might be bleeding inside -- help me get him undressed. Ben, tell me where it hurts. No, I know, it feels like it hurts everywhere, but stay with me and think. Where’s the worst of it?”Benny responded feebly to Jeremy’s gentle examination. His mother helped turn him and clean his bruises. Benny felt so dizzy and sick and hot.
“He’s got my fever,” Jeremy grunted. “Is that why you were coming home?”Benny nodded. Even that hurt. Jeremy dragged up a stool and sat down heavily. “Dad, you’re still sick,” Benny whispered. Jeremy looked so white, and his hands hardly seemed to be able to move. “How could you come? How did you know? How did you stop Caleb when nobody else could?”“Maybe nobody else loves you like I do, Ben,” Jeremy said with a tired smile. “I was lying there in bed, too pooped to even lean over the basin, and all of a sudden I knew I had to get up and go after you. I knew something was wrong. And when I got there, God just gave me back my strength for that minute or two it took. God told me you needed me, Ben. That’s all. And He helped me.” 

By nightfall it became clear that Caleb was gone. No trace of him could be found anywhere around town. He hadn’t gone home for any of his things. He had vanished. The next day some men searched the area. But more snow fell and a bitter, freezing wind howled until it drove them home. Benny, miserably trying to throw up with bruised ribs, could hardly understand the news that Mr. Prentice had told them not to continue searching. 



“But, mother, what if Caleb should be lost out there in this weather?” Benny whispered as she put a cold cloth on his forehead. “Why doesn’t Mr. Prentice want to find him?”“He’s so ashamed of what Caleb has done, darling,” his mother said. “He told us that he wanted no more to do with Caleb. He feels Caleb is a man now, and I suppose he’s right. I wonder what will happen to him?”
“I wonder that you can have so much compassion on that fellow, Ben,” Jeremy said, coming into the room and sitting on the bed beside Benny. “He was trying to kill you. You do understand that, don’t you? Everyone who saw it was sure he was going to succeed.”“Don’t you remember what I used to tell you when you first said you’d kill me, after I found out you were a bank robber, Dad? I said if you killed me, I’d go to heaven. But if you died, you’d go to Hell. And it’s the same with Caleb. Don’t you see how much he’s like you? God made him see Christ in me, and he hated it and wanted to stop seeing it. That means he could get saved. You did.”“You shame me, Ben. I really wanted to kill Caleb. I still do.”“Dad, if someone’s trying to kill someone you love, then you have to do whatever it takes to stop him. There’s nothing wrong with that. That’s not the same thing as wanting someone who needs Christ to find Him instead of wanting him to die without finding Him. I never loved you so much as when I saw you saving me from Caleb. You did something no one else could, Dad. I’ve been so afraid of Caleb for so long. But now I know that if Caleb ever does come back, I don’t need to be afraid.”
“Whoa, Ben. I took Caleb by surprise and scared him a little bit. I’m not really so sure I could fight him off again.”“You don’t understand. All I mean is that now I can trust God to protect me from Caleb. This time He chose to use you. Another time He’ll do it some other way. But however God chooses to do it, I can stop fretting about it. You showed me that God is able to protect me. That’s why I don’t have to be afraid of him anymore.”







Benny and the Bank Robber 3: The Oregon 
Sentinel –Chapter Nineteen – The Lay of the 

Land

Ben met Bart Woodley Wednesday at the town clerk’s office and they concluded the sale of the land Ben had asked about. Andrew Sourberry’s many jobs also included ferrying mail and other documents back and forth to and from Oregon City. Ben wondered how timely that process could be if Sourberry had businesses to run in Oregon City, but he was surprised to learn that Andrew was back in Cascade again already, and he and Bart walked the deed to Andrew’s tiny office.“That’s a fine piece of land, Mr. Carlisle,” Andrew said when Ben handed him the deed. “It’ll make a nice place for the jubilee,” Ben said.“Oh, yes, I suppose it will. Lots of open space there in the front. How is your research coming on the logging troubles? I notice you haven’t bothered to interview me.”“I didn’t know you’d be back in town so soon, Mr. Sourberry,” Ben admitted.“And what can you contribute, Andrew?” Bart sneered. “Going to tell Ben how many of my workers have refused to sue me in spite of your badgering?”“I can tell him about the threats and intimidation your men haven’t told you about,” Andrew snapped. “Maybe because they know the source of those threats and they 



know you won’t protect them when the next ‘accident’ happens, either.”“I’m doing everything I can to protect my men,” Bart snarled. “You’re the one who’s got some of them so worked up they’re afraid to come in. I only had two-thirds of a crew today.” “If you wish to speak to me some time when Mr. Woodley is not present, Mr. Carlisle, I’ll be happy to give you some facts you may not be aware of,” Andrew said. “Obviously he is going to shout me down at every opportunity if we try to continue now.” Bart let go a great, explosive breath and stalked out. “You’d better have facts, not just rumors or speculations, Mr. Sourberry,” Ben said sharply. “From all I can see Mr. Woodley’s a fine man.”“He takes great pains to appear so,” Andrew sniffed. “Ask some of the other town leaders how cooperative he’s been when we’ve proposed new uses for his land that would help our town grow. All he thinks of is how he will make money from us because we are forced to rent everything from him.”“Bart’s entitled to a fair return on what he owns,” Ben replied.“Cascade’s citizens are not wealthy people, Mr. Carlisle. I can tell you they struggle. I can barely afford to keep an office here with the rent he wants to charge me. Mr. Woodley and people like him could afford to be generous and think of this town’s future.”“I’m afraid you might find me in the latter category if you want everything given to you, Mr. Sourberry,” Ben replied. “I’m donating the use of the land for the jubilee, but I guess you’d say I expect to benefit from it. Actually I’m hoping to earn the town’s good will more than their money. I don’t expect to get rich off the Cascade Thanksgiving Jubilee. Now, you said you had some facts for me about the logging accidents – intimidations and threats against workers?”“I was hoping you might seek me out,” Andrew said, lowering his voice and opening a briefcase. “Here are copies of statements I have taken from a number of employees of Woodley Enterprise, and some from former 



employees – those who can no longer work, and those who are afraid to.”“Are these confidential client records?” Ben demanded.“No, no, these are not clients, precisely. I give free consultations to anyone who comes to me with a legal issue. I take notes during the interview which they agree to sign and leave with me in case they should wish me to represent them in the future. I have found corroborating statements from others which have satisfied me that what I am being told is the truth. My actual clients’ records, of course, I cannot share with you. But you are free to look over these statements, and to keep the copies if they are any use to you. I would ask that you not show them to anyone else, and that you consult with me before publishing any of the information so that I may be sure it is objectively and correctly reported.”“Thank you, Mr. Sourberry,” Ben said, rising and slipping the papers into the leather case he had carried his deed and other paperwork in. “I’ll be in touch with you if I find anything useful or have any questions.”“I am at your disposal, Mr. Carlisle. Remember that my offer of legal services still stands.”“And my refusal still stands,” Ben said firmly. He walked to the Salmon on the Grill, feeling as if some of the lawyer’s slickness had wiped off on him. He wiped his hands on his pants and joined Murray for lunch. The little restaurant served delicious food. George Lucas’s wife Anna waited tables along with her daughter Phyliss. Another daughter cooked and a son worked back in the kitchen and cleared tables. Anna praised the Pastor Jon column.“Oh, really, one of you boys writes it, don’t you?” she teased. “It’s so sweet and homey. George and I just love it.”“I just put it together,” Ben insisted. “Thanks for your kind words, Mrs. Lucas.”In the late afternoon Ben returned to the newspaper office. The racket had increased if anything, but Ben could see clear progress now. The second main room was all but finished and the two back rooms for Murray and Pap were framed up and floored. Ben was glad to see the building now boasted a fine sturdy boardwalk all the way around. 



No more stepping off into the mud to get to the outside pump. “We’ll be finished with this by the end of the week, Ben,” Seb informed him. “You want us to get started on your house right away?”“That’d be wonderful, Seb,” Ben said gratefully. “Is Pap keeping you fellows supplied with coffee? Is Hotspur staying out of your way?”“I got Stu Granger doin’ the honors of the coffepot, if you don’t mind,” Seb said. “The coffee them fellows make ain’t fit for drinkin’. An’ I think you’ll find the dog under the press table hidin’. He don’t seem to care for our brand of music.” He grinned. “I got some plans you might want to look at for your house unless you got somethin’ special in mind. Figured you’d want an observation deck where you can see that waterfall from the house at least. Shame to waste that view. Maybe have it open out straight from your bedroom.”“That’s exactly what I want, Seb,” Ben grinned. “I can see I won’t have to think too much about how I want things. I’ll need quite a bit of room because I have a big family, and I want it to be nice-looking and comfortable.”“That’s what I done for Bart. Be able to start on it Monday, then,” Seb said. “Should be ready for the jubilee easy.”“That’d be grand, Seb. I can’t wait.”Ben played with Hotspur and took him out for a walk in his meadow. It felt good to know it was really his. He had never owned land before, never even thought about owning it. Soon he would have a house, too. His business seemed to be off to a good start. The future looked full of promise.“I guess this is the time a fellow starts thinking about getting married,” Ben smiled. “Too bad I’ve got another year to wait for Violet. Well, I guess I’ll manage to keep busy between now and then.”

It really seemed true that no one knew Kate Grimes had been carrying a child. The Woodleys named the baby 



Sebastian after Bart’s brother. Kate was up and around with remarkable speed. She had already lost that heavy, sickly look.“That Kate girl’s really kind of pretty,” Murray said to Ben when they saw Kate on the street with Lucy Woodley one day, Kate carrying little Seb. She smiled shyly at Ben, blushing and mouthing the words “Thank you.” Murray darted a suspicious look at Ben.“She rode back in your wagon that first time you went to Oregon City, didn’t she?” Murray demanded. “Say, now, Ben, what about your vow of eternal love for Violet Mitchell? What went on during that moonlight ride?”“Actually, Murray, I was kind of busy during that moonlight ride,” Ben smirked. “Something popped loose during the trip and I spent a lot of time wrapping it up.”Murray stared at him as if he had lost his mind. “What?”“Never mind,” Ben laughed. “You let me worry about Violet. You’re busy enough with Sophie Lauren right now.”Indeed Murray seemed to spend a lot of time with the pretty French girl. He had been invited to her parent’s small apartment behind the trading post a few times. But Ben had thought Murray was serious about Eppie Durgen, too. He hoped Murray wasn’t just playing with Sophie because he felt he couldn’t have a serious relationship knowing about his consumption. He saw that Murray’s health continued to be very good. Doc Daniel had warned him that the damp climate in Oregon might cause him to have serious problems, but there seemed to be nothing to worry about.Jeremy was happy to interview Kate for a job as his nurse. Kate was very knowledgeable and took right over from Ben’s mother on her trial day. She was engaged to start right after the jubilee. They agreed that Kate would continue to live with the Woodleys and “help” with the baby during her free time. The Oregon Sentinel office was finished right on time and work began on Ben’s house. He wanted some extra room so Caleb and Lila could stay with him, or perhaps even Jason and Rose. He also wanted to hire a housekeeper of his own who would live in and cook for him, so he added a room for that. He wanted a big enough dining room and 



living room to be able to feed and seat everyone he loved at the same time if they should ever all be together again. The handsome log house shaped up quickly and while it was underway Ben talked to Seb about his parents’ house, which seemed a bit barren and unfinished.“Doc’s so busy all the time, an’ lotsa times don’t want to be disturbed. I ain’t never got to finish it like I wanted to,” Seb grunted. “He ought to have somethin’ a little nicer, an’ he ain’t got but one examinin’ table, two or three chairs – I don’t know how I can get him t’ let me in there, though.”“Let me work on that,” Ben said. He contrived to take his mother and Sarah out to Oregon City to help him pick out a buggy a day or two later when he knew his dad would be gone most of the day making farm rounds. While they were gone Seb and his crew swept in and built on a separate bedroom and made a waiting room partition with a separate front entrance to the waiting room. He reduced the surgery to three private examination rooms. Plus he magically produced examination tables and stools for each exam room and comfortable chairs for the expanded family living area. Jeremy and Ben’s mother were speechless with amazement.

Ben kept pretty busy otherwise himself, to put it mildly. He spent hours digging for answers to the Pastor Jon letters. He planned to give twice as much space to the column as in the first issue and possibly even publish a booklet once a month with more letters and answers. Murray was doing a fine job bringing in subscriptions, advertising and local calendar items. He also had some good interviews for the Trail Begins Here column. For news outside Cascade Ben and Murray pumped any traders, trappers and late-coming settlers who passed through. Ben gleaned some news from his second Oregon City trip as well. Ben spent quite a bit of time going over the papers Andrew Sourberry had given him. Some came from men 



who had been fired by Bart Woodley. According to their testimony Bart had not listened to their complaints about unsafe conditions. Andrew had been right about many of the papers corroborating each other. In fact, Ben was suspicious of how different men related the incidents almost word for word the same. Andrew insisted he had taken the men’s statements down exactly as they had spoken them. Two were from men permanently disabled by accidents. One named Saul Tappitt had a tree fall on him and had injured his back. One named Mort Biddle was dragged down the road when some draft horses were spooked by a wolf howl in the woods. They had received pensions but claimed Bart had deliberately arranged their accidents because they complained about conditions. Several of the papers mentioned the Oregon Spectator editor’s accusation that Bart was hoping for a government buyout and that people had been fired just for bringing it up at work. Still, Ben couldn’t find anyone with hard evidence of a motive for Bart in sabotaging his own business. Ben had visited the sawmill, the flume and the operations in the woods several times. The men as a whole liked and trusted Bart. Bart was usually right there beside them doing everything they did. He visited the injured men at their homes and brought them food and their paychecks personally.Shortly after learning more about the logging troubles Ben had written to Jack Williams, a friend who had attended Brigham School for Boys with him in Detroit. Jack’s father was a logger in Maine and Jack himself had been injured as a child by falling into the flume and still limped from the accident. “Say, Jack,” he wrote, “You must give me a hand here, even if it’s across two or three thousand miles. Here’s a man I find to be sterling silver in his character and business habits, yet some people seem to have evidence he could be sabotaging his own business and hurting his own men. If someone were saying this about your dad, how would you investigate it?” Ben filled his letter with the bits and pieces he had gleaned so far and asked Jack for any input he could give 



that might help make sense of the very different pictures he was getting of Bart Woodley. Ben wasn’t at all sure he would get an answer in time for it to be of any help to him, but it was good to write everything down and organize it in his mind.Murray came to Ben one day and said, “Why don’t you give Andrew Sourberry a little legal work of some kind to do at the Sentinel?”“Murray, we don’t need a lawyer.”“But Ben, Andrew’s been pestering me,” Murray pleaded. “He’s been almost begging, every day. He says he’s eager to help us out in some way.”“Well, I don’t need a lawyer, Murray,” Ben said impatiently. “You know that. I’m responsible for how my newspaper does business and I don’t think I’ll ever need a lawyer.”“I know all that, Ben,” Murray said wearily. “But Andrew is pestering me to death about it. He keeps asking me to let him prove himself. Andrew asked me to just let him see how we do things and he could suggest ways to make your work easier. I just want to try to get some peace.” “Is he here in town again?” “Yes, I just saw him at the trading post.”Ben jumped up from his desk and stormed over to the trading post and interrupted Andrew talking to a very bored and desperate-looking Christophe.“You’ll get to do legal work for my newspaper when the Archangel Gabriel comes down and invites me to play checkers with him, Andrew,” Ben shouted at the startled man. “Now leave Murray alone.” Before Andrew could even speak, he stormed right back out.

The time for the jubilee kept drawing nearer. Cristophe Lauren’s wife Jolie had been a big help to Ben in organizing the craft and produce competitions. Ben had Seb’s men build stands for people to watch the contests and booths and tables for displaying produce and handcrafts. Murray 



was keeping a list of everyone who entered contests and what people intended to show. Bart Woodley’s foreman, Homer Trask, lined up logging competitions, some of which would take place in the Nez Pierce River, which flowed out of Ben’s waterfall and through the middle of his property and which also served the logging operation’s water and power needs. Ben wanted to use both sides of the meadow for the jubilee so he arranged for the building of a bridge big enough for wagon and horse traffic. It had walking paths with sturdy railings alongside so people could transport their things across the river and watch the water events from above. Bart Woodley built up the footpath through Ben’s property into a road that connected with the bridge and gave his men a new, shorter route to work and the town a better route to and from Oregon City. People in the town stopped Ben on the street and thanked him profusely for the new bridge. On one of his trips to Oregon City Ben realized he had never received notarized copies of his deed to the property in Cascade. He stopped in at the Oregon City land office and asked for them.“I’m sorry, sir,” the clerk said, leafing through his records. “I don’t have any record of any recent purchases of land in Cascade.”“That’s impossible,” Ben said sharply. “Look, I bought my land almost three weeks ago now. You have no record?”“Talk to Andrew Sourberry,” the clerk advised. “Maybe he’s just slow about bringing them over to us. Maybe he doesn’t come to town that often.”“But he’s always coming back and forth,” Ben growled. “At least he says he is. You bet I’ll talk to him.”

The next morning Ben found Andrew Sourberry filling a mail bag with Paul Connors at the trading post. “You headed to Oregon City to send off the mail?” Ben asked.



“Hello, Ben,” Paul said. “Yes, Andrew been making sure the mail goes back and forth a lot more often. Isn’t it great?”“I try to do my part to help the town any way I can,” Andrew said.“Maybe you’re doing a little too much,” Ben frowned. “Why haven’t you filed my land transaction in Oregon City yet?”“I – why – I don’t know.” Andrew stammered. “I guess I forgot. Let me make a note to do that first thing tomorrow.”“You do it today, Andrew,” Ben ordered. “The Jubilee Bridge is done. My house is three-quarters built. The Jubilee’s two weeks away. I don’t even want to think about the possibility that I don’t have clear title to that land.”“Look here, Mr. Carlisle, you can’t order me around. You’ve refused my offer to look after your interests on many occasions,” Andrew snapped. “I’ll file my paperwork when it’s convenient for me.”“Convenient?” Ben stormed. “It better be convenient today. Maybe I’m not the only one you’re holding up with this nonsense. We’ve paid our fees and you’re supposed to file our paperwork promptly. You make enough trips in and out of town to file things quicker than this. What are you doing on all those trips if it isn’t filing land records?”Andrew flushed scarlet. “Be careful what you accuse me of, Mr. Carlisle,” he warned.“Just do your job,” Ben retorted, and stalked out.





Benny and the Bank Robber 4: Lines in 
Pleasant Places – Chapter Twenty -- Afraid of 

the Dark

“What do you want for Christmas this year, Benjamin dear?” Violet asked as they sat by the fire that afternoon. Ben never got tired of watching the flickers of light. It was the one thing he could see that didn’t frustrate him.“I want to get back to work,” Ben smiled. “I’m sick of loafing around.”“Your dad said you have to stay out of the office until the new year,” Violet reminded him. “He’s worried about those headaches you keep having. But it’s certainly not as if you don’t do any work.”“My head’s fine right now. Help me find something for the Pastor Jon column.” Violet took up Ben’s father’s Bible and started to leaf through Matthew. Ben had started writing a column called “Pastor Jon’s Heart” in his paper with the first issue. People asked questions about the Bible and spiritual matters and Ben had tried to find answers in the notes his father had written in the Bible. Ben had done it at first because Paul Connors’ former habit of preaching memorized theology book sermons irritated him so much. Paul had changed his style a lot and even wrote a column of his own in the paper now, but when Ben revealed the truth 



about Pastor Jon and tried to discontinue the column people had clamored in protest so he had kept it up.“Oh, this is lovely,” she said. “Remember that letter that asked what Joseph and Mary did with the gifts the magi brought for the Lord? Here’s a note that says, ‘Gold -- this came just in time to pay the expenses for the trip to Egypt. Right after the magi left God warned Joseph to flee from Herod’s slaughter of the innocents. The magi intended to honor the Christ child, but I wonder if they knew that one of their gifts saved His life?’““That’s perfect,” Ben said. “We’ll put that one in.” Violet hastily made notes. “Were there other Christmas letters?”Violet leafed through the box of letters. “‘Why was there no room at the inn the night of Jesus’ birth?’” she read. “‘Was Bethlehem really that small?’““I remember what my father said about that,” Ben said quickly. “He thought that the Roman soldiers probably came in and occupied the towns to conduct the census and keep the peace. Counting heads and raising taxes like Caesar Augustus had ordered would probably stir up trouble among the Zealots. They would have taken the best accommodations, which would be the inn, and set up their headquarters there. They’d throw everyone else out and the people arriving for the census would have to go wherever they could. Everyone -- not just Mary and Joseph.”“We should have space for one more,” Violet murmured, searching in the box again. “‘Why do people have Christmas trees at Christmas?’““No, the real question is, why don’t we have a Christmas tree?” Ben jumped up. “Violet, why didn’t you remind me? We have to have a tree. I want to smell some fresh pine.”“I didn’t -- I didn’t know if you would want one.” “Why on earth would you think I didn’t want one?”“Because -- because you wouldn’t be able to see it.”“Light is the one thing I can still see.” Ben hugged Violet. “I never miss a chance to look at it. Has everybody been avoiding talking about trees because of me? Mother and Dad always made putting up their tree a big family event. I wondered why they hadn’t mentioned it. I thought maybe they just decided they had enough family still at 



home with Hannah and Barnabas and Sarah and Jonathan. Caleb and Lila never mentioned it either. Do they have a tree at the Sentinel office?”“No.” “Oh, people, people, it’s almost Christmas! Come on, Little Flower.”Ben had learned how to hitch up the horses to the buggy and bigger equipment wagon himself. Violet merely stood by and watched now. Ben hated making her drive until he learned that she loved doing it and had always chafed at being denied the fun of driving because she was a “helpless female.” Small as she was, she could control Lem and Clem without any trouble. Ben jumped off as soon as Violet stopped in front of Caleb and Lila’s house and helped his wife down.“Come on, big brother,” Ben shouted as he banged on the front door. “I need a Christmas tree right now!”He heard the door open and saw a movement in front of him. “What are you yelling about?” Caleb demanded. “Seth’s taking a nap. Do you know how seldom that happens in the afternoon anymore?”“Sorry,” Ben said in a mock-whisper. “I said I need a Christmas tree. I need two, actually. We’ve got to have one at home and one at the Sentinel office. Will you come and help me, or do I have to swing an ax at random out in the woods and hope I hit something?”“I told you,” Caleb said.“What?” Ben asked.“I was speaking to your wife,” Caleb explained. “Not you. This hush-hush no Christmas tree thing was her idea. We don’t have one either. Lila went right along with the whole dumb idea because she didn’t want you to feel bad at our place either. And she sold Mother on it too. Can you believe these ignorant women? Violet thought because you didn’t say anything you didn’t want one. I knew you just forgot about it and you’d want one if somebody just jogged your memory. “But I had given my promise that the words ‘Christmas tree’ wouldn’t come out of my mouth,” Caleb growled. “Ben, I’ve been talking about popcorn and cranberries and candles and every blessed thing I could think of for the last week and you never got it. Come on, little brother. I’ll get 



my ax, and no, you can’t use it.”Ben insisted on dragging in the tree he had picked out for the Sentinel office himself. It was the first time he had crossed the threshold since he had been carried out unconscious after Matt Dotter was dead. He could hear the commotion as Elijah, Obadiah and Pap burst out of their back rooms to see what was going on.“I brought a tree!” Ben announced, trying to make it stand up. “Come on, you fellows, help me a little.”“Hey, Mr. Ben, Merry Christmas. How ya feelin’?” Pap asked. Ben felt the tree leave his hands. He reached out to shake with Pap and felt a hesitancy in the mechanic’s grip that wasn’t normal. It struck him that they hadn’t seen him since the shooting and they didn’t know how to act. Ben clapped Pap on the back.“I’m fine, Pap. Elijah, I never thanked you for saving our lives.” Ben turned toward the squeak that told him the wheelchair was approaching. He held out his hand. “That was incredible. How did you ever have the nerve to tackle Matt Dotter?”“The same way you had the nerve to stand up to him when you couldn’t see,” Elijah said in a low voice. “Why didn’t you tell us, Ben? Why didn’t you tell us you were blind?”“I could see something -- sometimes,” Ben hedged. “I still can, sometimes -- some things.”“The doc can’t do nothin’?” Elijah persisted.“Elijah, I didn’t come here to get everyone all depressed,” Ben smiled. “I came to wish you Merry Christmas. Shake my hand, Elijah. We were both heroes. God gives everybody the courage they need to take what comes, be it bad guys or wheelchairs or--” He didn’t know how to finish. Finally Elijah’s hand grasped his.“Merry Christmas, Ben,” he said in a rough voice.“Merry Christmas, Mr. Ben,” Obadiah said.That evening Jubilee was filled with the fragrance of fresh pine. Ben sank into his leather couch and pulled Violet down on his lap. “Why can’t we decorate it tonight?” he asked, peevish as a child.“The branches have to settle, silly.” Violet kissed him on the forehead. “Everything would slide off. Here.” She moved and handed him a bowl. “We have to string the 



popcorn and cranberries anyway.”“I’d rather eat the popcorn,” Ben mumbled as he stuffed a handful into his mouth. “Dad and Mother were so surprised, weren’t they, when we showed up with that huge tree? I didn’t realize it would be that much too big. Caleb kept trimming and trimming -- Tell me how their faces looked again.”“Benjamin, you know I can’t read your lips with a mouthful of popcorn,” laughed Violet. Ben put his hands on her face, tracing over her mouth. “What? What’s wrong?”“I want to see how happy you are,” Ben sighed. “I can hear it in your voice, but I want to see it. Ow.” He pressed his hands against his temples. “Whew. You string the popcorn, Vi. This is a bad one. Ohh.” He stood up and started to count steps toward the bedroom. The room tilted suddenly and he crashed to the floor. A very loud noise startled him, but he realized it was only the rustle of Violet’s skirts as she knelt beside him.“Get dad, Vi.” 

“What time is it?” Ben asked the darkness. He shifted restlessly on the couch and wondered why his grandfather clock wasn’t chiming. He realized that must be somebody’s idea of kindness, stopping it because they thought the sound would disturb him. As if anything as trivial as a clock chiming could compete with the percussion section playing in his head.“Three o’clock,” Rose’s voice said. It was funny, Ben thought, how different the two sisters’ voices sounded in spite of how much they looked alike. “Rest, Benny, dear.”“Is Violet asleep?”“I finally got her to go to bed,” Rose answered. “Go back to sleep.”“I haven’t been asleep,” Ben murmured. “I can’t. Rose, you don’t have to sit up with me. I’m all right. It just hurts.”“Isn’t it any better at all?” Rose asked.“No.”“Your dad was so worried.”“I’m sorry I bothered everyone. I thought he could just 



give me something and it would go away.”“Don’t ever think you’re bothering us because you want to stop your pain, Benny. How many times have you had pain like this that you didn’t tell anyone about?”“Ask Violet. I can’t hide anything from her. But it never knocked me clean off my feet before.”“It was all that fuss about the Christmas trees. You overdid. Benny, Benny, don’t forget there’s a piece of lead inside your head now, and you must be careful.”Ben buried his face in the pillow. He still couldn’t stop the groan that forced itself out of him. Rose massaged his shoulders.“Don’t,” he said in a muffled voice. “It feels like sandpaper. Thanks anyway, Rose. I’m sorry to be such a bear. You really might as well go to the guest room. One of us can get some sleep, anyway.”“What if you fall again?” “Rose, you and Jason are right there in the next room. Mrs. Trotter’s just one over. Violet’s here too. I’m surprised Dad didn’t insist on staying.”“He wanted to, but he had an errand.”“An errand? In the middle of the night? What are you talking about?”“Caleb and your dad have gone to San Francisco. They’re going to try to bring Dr. Merriweather back.”“What?” Ben sat up, then sank back again. “Ahhh. Why did they do that?”“Because your dad was so afraid for you, Benny. We were all standing here talking right in front of you and you didn’t even hear us. He’s afraid if that bullet doesn’t come out you’re going to die.”“And what if Dr. Merriweather gets all the way up here and he can’t take it out either?” “Benny, please don’t.” “Go to bed, Rose,” Ben ordered. A few minutes later Ben felt her chair and knew she had gone. He pulled himself up into a standing position and tried to force himself to walk across the room to the fireplace. He couldn’t stay on his feet, though, so he crawled. Something brushed his face as he sank down on the hearth and he realized he had forgotten about the Christmas tree standing there and had almost collided with it. Ben felt for a poker 



and pushed in the coals. He tried to watch for a flicker of light but he couldn’t see anything and the ache behind his eyes made it impossible to keep them open. He laid his forehead against the warm flagstones and rolled from side to side.“Dad and Caleb are out there on the ocean someplace. Lord, I try not to mind so much the things You send to teach me a lesson. But why do they have to cause so much trouble for everyone else, even when I try my best to learn my lesson without complaining?”“Because we all have our lessons to learn, too, my dear husband.” Violet sat down beside him. “You chased Rose away, did you? I pretended to be asleep so she’d go back to you. I didn’t -- I didn’t think I could bear to see you in so much pain. But I can’t bear to be without you.”“Oh, Vi,” Ben breathed. “I love you so much.” He clutched for her hand and held it. Then he moaned. “If only it would stop.” “I wish I could take it from you,” Violet murmured. She squeezed his hand tighter. “It’s snowing, Benjamin. That snow from before was all gone. Now the ground is covered again.”“Help me get to the door, please, Vi, can you?” Ben asked. “I want to feel it. I’m sorry, I can’t balance.” they staggered across the room like two drunks and made it to the door at last. Ben groped and pushed it open. He stepped out to the edge of the porch and turned his face upward. The wet flakes touched his face. He stuck out his tongue and caught one. A wave of dizziness staggered him and he wrapped both arms around the porch support beside him.“That feels so good,” he said. He felt Violet touch his face and flinched at that sandpaper feeling. He wondered why the snowflakes didn’t bother him. The coolness was so welcome.“Benjamin, you’re burning with fever,” Violet gasped. Ben slid down and sat on the top step. Violet tried to pull him up. “We have to get you back inside.” “No, it’s too hot in there,” Ben complained. “The snow feels good. I want to stay here.” He hugged the pole tighter. Violet said something else but he couldn’t make it out. He heard a banging sound that didn’t seem to be part of the 



ones in his head. Then several pairs of hands started pawing at him. He tried to push them away. Why didn’t they leave him alone? He wanted to let the snow cover him up. It felt so good.

“Mr. Carlisle, I need you to wake up, now.”Ben opened his eyes but he felt something bulky and cold covering them and saw nothing. He struggled to recognize the voice that had spoken to him, but there were just too many noises in his head to let him concentrate.“What do you want?” he asked peevishly. “It’s Baxter Merriweather, Mr. Carlisle.” Ben thought for a minute and then remembered who that was. Ben had brought Kate Grimes to Cascade a year or so ago to be his dad’s nurse after she had borne a child out of wedlock. They had learned the father was Dr. Baxter Merriweather, a highly gifted young surgeon who had traveled west on the same wagon train as Kate. Kate and Dr. Merriweather were married now.“Dr. Merriweather. Oh. How are you? How are Kate and Seb?” “We’re all fine. Mr. Carlisle, I’ve had a look at your injury.” Dr. Merriweather spoke very slowly and distinctly. “I need your permission to perform surgery.”“Call me Ben, please. I feel like you’re almost family. Cut away. I’ve been trying to get my dad to--” “Ben, please listen to me very carefully.”“All right. I’m  listening.”“I have to remove the bullet. It’s caused a serious infection. Do you understand?”“Yes, I understand. Go right ahead.”“Ben, the sight in your right eye is completely gone, as far as I can tell.”“It seems so to me, too.”“Dr. Carlisle has told me you can still see lights and shadows with your left eye, though?”“Not -- not since I fell,” Ben admitted. “I can’t see anything now.”“I think that’s temporary, because of the infection. I 



think your left eye is still functioning, but the bullet is putting pressure on it from behind, and there’s the infection, too. Ben, I can’t get at the bullet from the hole where it entered. I want to -- I need to remove your right eye, and then I should be able to take it out easily.”“Oh, that’s what this is all about,” Ben said. “I wondered why you were still talking instead of cutting. What happens if you don’t take it out?”“The infection will certainly get worse. At the very least you’ll lose whatever sight you have in your left eye. I can try to treat the infection without removing the bullet but even if it clears up you’ll probably just develop another, and another. The lead itself can poison you, cause brain damage, destroy tissue. The bullet has to come out, Ben, or eventually your body will give up trying to fight that foreign object inside your skull and you’ll die.”“You’re sure my right eye -- there’s no chance it might--” “It’s no longer functioning, and the function can’t be restored by any means that I know of. Let’s save what we can.”“All right. All right, Dr. Merriweather. Take it out. Take out whatever you need to.”“Baxter. Call me Baxter, Ben. Time to go to sleep now. There will be a lot less pain when you wake up, whatever the outcome.”“Whatever the outcome?”“Ben, I’m cutting into your brain. You may not survive this surgery. In heaven there is no more pain. God promised it. But I hope He’ll let us keep you here.”
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