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The Tell

The tell of Makor at site 17072584 in western Galilee as seen by
archaeologists on Sunday morning, May 3, 1964, while standing in the olive
grove to the south. From the visual appearance of the tell nothing could be
deduced as to its genesis, construction or history, except that the uniformly
smooth surface of the slope would suggest that at some time around the year
1700 B.C.E. it could have been paved with heavy stone blocks by Hyksos
invaders moving against Egypt from the north; and the slight rise toward the
eastern side of the tell might indicate that there had once been a building of
some size standing at that point.
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Tell Makor May 1564 CE.

On Tuesday the freighter steamed through the Straits of Gibraltar and for five
days plowed eastward through the Mediterranean, past islands and peninsulas
rich in history, so that on Saturday night the steward advised Dr. Cullinane, “If
you wish an early sight of the Holy Land you must be up at dawn.” The steward
was [talian and was reluctant to use the name Israel. For him, good Catholic that
he was, it would always be the Holy Land.

Some time before dawn Cullinane heard a rapping on his door and went on deck
while the stars were still bright, but as the moon fell away toward areas he had
left, the sun began to rise over the land he was seeking, and the crown of stars
that hung over Israel glimmered fitfully and faded. The shoreline became visible,
mauve hills in the gray dawn, and he saw three things he knew: to the left the
white Muslim mosque of Akko, in the center the golden dome of the Bahai temple,
and to the right, high on a hill, the brown battlements of the Catholic Carmelites.

“Just like the Jews,” he said. “Denied religious liberty by all, they extend it to
everyone.” He thought that might be a good motto for the new state, but as the
freighter approached land he added, “I'd feel more like a traveler to Israel if they’d
let me see one good synagogue.” But the Jewish religion was an internal thing, a
system for organizing life rather than building edifices, and no Jewish religious
structures were visible.

Even at the dockside his introduction to the Jewish state was postponed, for the
first man who recognized him was a genial, good-looking Arab in his late thirties,
dressed nattily in western clothes, who called from the shore in English,
“Welcome! Welcome! Everything’s ready.” Two generations of British and American
archaeologists had been greeted with this heartening call, either by the present



Jemail Tabari or by his famous uncle, Mahmoud, who had worked on most of the
historic digs in the area. Dr. Cullinane, from the Biblical Museum in Chicago, was
reassured.

For many years he had dreamed of excavating one of the silent mounds in the
Holy Land, perhaps even to uncover additional clues to the history of man and his
gods as they interacted in this ancient land; and as he waited for the freighter to
tie up he looked across the bay to Akko, that jewel of a seaport, where so much of
the history he was about to probe had started. Phoenicians, Greeks, Romans,
Arabs, and finally Richard the Lion Heart and his Crusaders had all come to that
harbor in glorious panoply, and to follow in their footsteps was for an
archaeologist like Cullinane a privilege. “I hope I do a good job,” he whispered.

As soon as he cleared the papers for the ponderous amount of equipment stored
in the freighter—the books, the chemicals, the photographic equipment, the little
Diesel locomotive, the thousand things a layman would not think of—he ran down
the gangplank and embraced Tabari, and the Arab reported, “Things couldn’t be
going better. Dr. Bar-El will be here shortly. The other Americans are already dug
in, and the photographer is flying down from London this afternoon.”

“Weather been good?” Cullinane asked. He was a lean, tall man just entering his
forties, an Irish Catholic educated at Harvard and Grenoble, with excavation
experience in Arizona, Egypt and the area south of Jerusalem. Under normal
circumstances it would have been unlikely for a Catholic to head such a dig, for
the earlier field directors of the Biblical Museum had usually been Protestant
clergymen, but the bulk of the money for this particular dig had come from a
Chicago Jew who had said, “Isn’t it about time we had a professional doing the
work?” and Cullinane had been agreed upon, particularly since he spoke Hebrew,
a little Arabic and French. He was the crop-headed type of new scholar, solidly
trained and not given to nonsense. On his departure from Chicago, loaded with
gear, he had been asked by a newspaperman if he expected to dig up any records
which would prove that the Bible was true. Cullinane replied, “No, we’re not out to
help God steady the ark.” The impudent reply had been widely quoted, but when
the businessman who had put up the quarter of a million dollars for the dig saw
the wisecrack he felt reassured that his money was in sober hands.

“Weather’s flawless,” the Arab replied, speaking with the fluent ease of a man
whose father had been Sir Tewfik Tabari O.B.E., K.B.E., one of the Arab leaders
whom the British had trusted. Sir Tewfik had sent his son to Oxford, hoping that
he would want to follow him in the civil service, but the boy had from the first
been enchanted by his Uncle Mahmoud’s work in digging up history, and his
professors at Oxford had turned him into a first-rate scientific archaeologist. In
the winter of 1948, when the Jews threatened to capture Palestine from the Arabs,
young Jemail, then twenty-two, had debated a long time as to what he should do.
He ended by making a typical Tabari choice: he stayed in Akko and fought the
Jews vigorously. Then, when his haphazard army was crushed, he announced
that he would not seek asylum in Egypt or Syria. He would stay in Israel, where he
had always lived, and would work with the Jews to rebuild the war-torn land. As a
result of this bold decision he found himself popular and almost the only trained
Arab available for the many archaeological excavations that were proliferating
throughout the country. His presence at any site meant that the highest scientific



standards would be enforced and that good spirits would be preserved among the
workmen, who said of him, “Jemail once dug twenty feet straight down using only
a camel’s-hair brush.”

As the two friends talked a jeep squealed its brakes outside the customs area,
and the driver, a petite young woman in her mid-thirties, jumped out and ran past
the protesting guard to give Cullinane a leaping kiss, “Shalom, John! It’s so
wonderful to have you back.” She was Dr. Vered Bar-El, Israel’s top expert in
dating pottery sherds, and without her assistance Dr. Cullinane’s dig could not
succeed; for she had the unusual capacity to memorize the scores of scientific
reports issued during the twentieth century, so that whenever someone like
Cullinane or Tabari handed her a fragment of pottery, a sherd left by some
household accident that had occurred seven thousand years ago, she could
usually look at the piece, then summon from her extraordinary memory pieces of
similar construction found in Egypt or Jericho or Beit Mirsim. Archaeologists of
five countries called her “our walking calendar,” and the commendable thing about
her work was that when she did not know she said so. She was a small woman,
beautiful, bright-eyed, a pleasure to have at any dig. She was also one of the first
major experts who had been trained wholly in Israel: when the state came into
being in 1948 she was but seventeen, and had later attended Hebrew University in
Jerusalem.

“Leave the gear where it is,” she said with a musical Hebrew accent. “I've
brought along two of the crew, and they’ll stand guard till it’s unloaded. Right now
let’s head for the dig. I'm hungry to get started.” She led Cullinane to the jeep and
with deft turns of the wheel soon had him on the ancient road that led from Akko
to Zefat, and beyond that to Damascus, the capital of Syria.

As they entered this classic road—for some five thousand years a major east-
west artery through which had flowed the contributions of Asia on their way to
Venice and Genoa—Cullinane took pains to orient himself. “Could you stop the
jeep for a moment?” he asked Mrs. Bar-El. “I'm sorry, but if I get mixed up at the
start I never get straightened out later.” He got out of the jeep, studied his field
map, turned firmly toward the direction from which they had come, and said,
“Straight ahead to the west is Akko and the Mediterranean. To my right, the
Crusader castle of Starkenberg. To my left, Jerusalem. Behind me, to the east, the
Sea of Galilee. And if you continue in the direction the car’s headed you reach
Zefat and, far beyond it, Damascus. Right?”

“Roger over,” Tabari said, but he thought it strange that in the Holy Land a man
should orient himself by facing away from Jerusalem.

For some miles the riders discussed the coming dig and the allocations of work
that had been agreed upon. “The photographer coming down from London is
excellent,” Cullinane assured his colleagues. “Chap who did such good work at
Jericho. And our architect is top-notch. University of Pennsylvania. I haven’t seen
any drawings done by the girl you've chosen for draftsman. Is she capable?”

“She was good enough for Yigael Yadin at Hazor,” Dr. Bar-El explained.

“Oh, that the girl? How’d you get her?”

“We’re training some great artists in this country,” the little pottery expert said,
and Cullinane thought: I must remember to titillate their national pride. I must.
Aloud he said, “If we’ve got the girl who did the art work for Hazor, we’re lucky.”



“We are lucky,” Dr. Bar-El said, almost defensively.

Now all grew quiet as they neared the point from which the mound to be
excavated would first be seen. Cullinane leaned forward, tense with excitement. To
the north substantial hills appeared, and from time unremembered they had
protected this road from the marauders of Lebanon. To the south matching hills
were beginning to rise, offering security in that direction. A small valley was thus
being formed, and along its northern edge short, sharp fingers of rock jutted out
like opened hands, warding off anyone who might want to attack the ancient
lifeline along which so much wealth had traveled. Dr. Bar-El turned a corner,
straightened out the jeep, and drove for a few minutes. Then it loomed ahead—the
mysterious target.

It was Makor, a barren elliptical mound standing at the foot of one of the
projecting spurs and rising high in the air. It was difficult to believe that it was
real, for it had two strange characteristics: its top plateau was quite flat, as if some
giant hand had smoothed it down; and the visible flanks of the mound were
perfect earthen slopes, each a glacis forty-five degrees in angle, as if the same
monstrous hand had stuck out a finger to round off the edges. It looked
unnatural, like a fortress without walls, and this impression was augmented by
the harsh rocky spur that rose to the rear, by the hills that rose behind that, and
by the rugged mountains which backed up everything. The mound was thus the
terminal point of a chain of fortifications, the lowest of four descending steps, and
it was perfectly placed both for its own protection and for guarding the important
road that passed its feet.

Its full name was Tell Makor, which signified that the local citizens knew it was
not a natural mound, laid down by tectonic forces, but the patiently accumulated
residue of one abandoned settlement after another, each resting upon the ruins of
its predecessor, reaching endlessly back into history. From the bare rock on which
the first community of Makor had been built, to the grassy top, was seventy-one
feet, made up of fallen bricks, ruptured stone walls, broken turrets, bits of
prehistoric flint, and, most valuable of all, the fragments of pottery that would,
when washed and inspected by Dr. Bar-El, tell the story of this solemn, yet
exciting spot.

“We've picked the best tell in the country,” Dr. Cullinane assured his team, and
he took from his briefcase the preliminary maps made from aerial photographs in
which a grid of rectangular squares, ten meters to the side, had been
superimposed upon the tell; and at that moment the three archaeologists in the
jeep could feel that their will was being imposed upon the mound and would
finally squeeze from its secret inner places the remnants of tell once vital
existence. Yesterday Tell Makor had been a beautiful elliptical mound sleeping on
the road from Akko to Damascus; today it was a carefully plotted target where not
one pickaxe would be applied aimlessly.

“Let’s check with the 1/100,000 Palestine map,” Cullinane suggested, and
Tabari unfolded a section of that beautiful map, drafted years ago by British
engineers. On it the two men made calculations which zeroed in the location of
Tell Makor so that other archaeologists around the world could accurately identify
it: henceforth the site of their labors would be 17072584, in which the first four
numbers indicated the east-west orientation and the last four the north-south. In



Israel, in Asia, in the world, there could be no other spot like this, and when the
superimposed layers of earth had been penetrated, one by one, the world would be
able to say with some exactitude what had happened at 17072584. It was the
meticulous re-creation of that history which would occupy John Cullinane and his
skilled crew for the ensuing years.

He put aside the maps and jumped from the jeep. With long strides he climbed
the steep glacis and finally swung onto the plateau, some two hundred yards long
by one hundred and thirty wide. Somewhere in this mound he would start his men
digging, and to a disagreeable extent the success or failure of the first years would
depend upon how cannily he had chosen; for archaeologists had been known to
select their spots without luck and to dig through fruitless levels, while others
coming later to the same tell, but with superior insight, had quickly found
rewarding layers, one after another. He hoped that he would be one of the lucky
ones.

“Deciding where to start?” Tabari asked as he reached the plateau.

The Irishman waited for Dr. Bar-El, then said, “I'm like Sir Flinders Petrie. He
organized his digs on the principle that if you command one hundred different
communities to build towns on one hundred different mounds, more than ninety
will place their major buildings in the northwest area. Why, nobody knows.
Possibly because of the sunsets. So naturally I'm inclined toward the northwest,
and we can dump our rubble over here.” He pointed to the northern edge of the
plateau from which the archaeologists could look down into something not visible
from the road: a precipitous gully, called throughout the east a wadi, whose
clifflike sides had always protected Makor from armies seeking to establish a siege
from the north. The wadi was deep enough to absorb rubble from the entire tell,
should any millionaire have enough money to pay for such a total excavation.

The dig at Makor, as planned by Cullinane, would require ten years at a cost of
$50,000 a year, and since he had in hand funds only for the first five years, it was
essential that he quickly uncover areas of interest; for he had found that people
who finance archaeological digs can be depended upon for additional funds if their
interest is sustained through the first year, whereas they quickly close their
checkbooks if no finds are forthcoming. It was therefore crucial that he locate his
trial trenches in the right spots, for even after he had spent ten years uncovering
selected levels his team would still have excavated less than fifteen per cent of the
site. As he had explained to his board in Chicago, “Our educated guess is that in
this tell we may have the remains of about twenty different layers of civilizations.
You must understand that for me to peel these off, one by one in proper scientific
style until nothing is left but the original perimeter, would require about fifty
years. What we’ll do is sink two short exploratory trenches down through all the
layers. That’ll take a year, but when we’re through we’ll know in general what’s at
hand. Then, in subsequent years, if we get the funds, we’ll go back and dig more
deeply in selected areas that promise returns. But bear with me if I repeat that we
cannot possibly uncover the entire tell. What we can uncover is a picture of what
happened there, and it’s that we’re after.”

“Isn’t it pretty important where you locate those first trenches?” a member had
asked.

“That’s what I'll sweat about for the next six months,” he had replied, and now



the moment was at hand when he must make the critical decision.

As he stood that morning on top of the tell whose secrets he must probe, he was
no ordinary man, come to the Holy Land with enthusiasm and a shovel; he had
won the title archaeologist only at the end of a long period of subtle training. At
Harvard he had learned to read Aramaic, Arabic and ancient Hebrew scripts.
During graduate work with Professor Albright at Johns Hopkins he had mastered
Mesopotamian cuneiform and Egyptian hieroglyphs until he could read them as
an average man reads a newspaper. He had taken off a year to attend Carnegie
Tech for advanced work in metallurgy, so that he would be able to identify with
some certainty the provenience and smelting processes of local metals and their
alloys. Later he had spent three winter terms at Ohio State University, taking
advanced ceramics, precisely as if he intended making cups and saucers for the
rest of his life, and from this experience had trained himself to guess within a
hundred degrees centigrade the furnace heat at which any given piece of ancient
pottery had been fired; he knew less of the historical relationships of ceramics
than a real specialist like Dr. Bar-El, but in technical analysis he excelled her.
Following these scientific courses he had lived for a year in New York, studying
costume and armor at the Metropolitan Museum, and for another year—one of the
best of his life—in the little French university town of Grenoble, specializing in
prehistory and the cave art of France.

Coincident with his work among the Indians of Arizona he had attended
summer sessions at the state wuniversity, working on problems of
dendrochronology, whereby time sequences in desert areas could be established
by comparing the wide rings left in wood by growing seasons which had enjoyed
heavy rainfall and the narrow ones left by years of drought. This was followed by a
full year at Princeton, enrolled in the Presbyterian Seminary, where he worked
with experts on problems of Bible research; but as often happens, one of his most
valuable skills he had picked up by himself. As a boy he had found pleasure in
collecting stamps; perhaps he was now an archaeologist because of this accident
of his childhood, but his Irish father used to growl, “What are you doin’ with them
stamps?” He did not know, but when he became a man he vaguely sensed that he
ought not to be fooling around with bits of paper and in some fortunate way he
shifted to coins, which seemed more respectable, and this field of specialization
was to prove of great value in Biblical research. He had written one of the papers
which had helped prove that there had been two issues of Jewish shekels: one
used in the initial Jewish revolt led by Judah the Maccabee, 166 years before
Christ; and a second minted during the final revolt of Bar Kochba, 135 years after
Christ. As a result of this paper he was known as a numismatic expert. All these
skills, plus others like ancient architecture and the conduct of war in Biblical
times, which he had acquired pragmatically during his various digs, he was now
ready to apply to Tell Makor, but the location of his two trenches was so important
that he intuitively postponed the decision. When the others left the tell, he
remained alone, walking aimlessly across the mound, kicking idly at the topsoil to
determine its construction.

A plateau only two hundred yards by a hundred and thirty wide doesn’t sound
like much, he mused. Two ordinary football fields. But when you stand looking at
it with a teaspoon in your hand and somebody says, “Dig!” the damned thing looks



immense. He prayed to himself: So much depends on this. God help me to pick the
right spot; but his attention was diverted from this problem when he noticed
protruding from the earth a small object which did not look like a pebble. Bending
over to inspect it, he found a small piece of lead, slightly flattened on one side. It
was a spent bullet and he started to throw it away, but reconsidered.

“Voila! Our first find on Tell Makor,” he said to himself. Spitting on his fingers,
he cleaned the bullet until it lay dully, heavy in his hand. Holding it between
thumb and forefinger, he asked himself, “Level? Age? Provenience?” thus using the
bullet as an excuse for postponing his decision on the trenches. Taking from his
briefcase an excavation card, he sat on the edge of the mound and filled it in with
that exquisite, almost feminine, care he had always used in such work. The bullet
had probably been fired from a British rifle, since they were the most common in
these parts. Any recent date would be acceptable, but around 1950 A.D. was
logical, since the bullet showed signs of aging, and he wrote that down; but he had
no sooner done so than he erased the A.D. in some embarrassment and
substituted C.E. He was working in a Jewish country which had formerly been a
Muslim country, and here the use of Anno Domini was frowned upon; yet the
world-wide system of dating had to be respected, and that required a Before Christ
and an After Christ whether Muslims and Jews liked it or not, just as all longitude
was measured from an English observatory near London, whether Anglophobes
liked that or not. So Cullinane wrote his date 1950 C.E., which had originally
signified Christian Era but which was now universally read as Common Era. Dates
before Jesus were written B.C.E., Before the Common Era, and this satisfied
everyone.

With precise pen marks he sketched the bullet and indicated its scale, 2:1,
which meant that the drawing was two times as large as the original. Had the
reverse been true he would have labeled it 1:2. Reviewing his playful entry, his
Item One of the excavation, he was pleased to find his pen still accurate and added
a neat J.C.

lustration
Bullet from a British rifle]

As Cullinane finished the final dot, he looked up to see that the most important
member of his staff had arrived from Jerusalem and had climbed the tell to greet
his colleagues. He was a tall, slender Jew, two years older than Cullinane, with
deep-set eyes peering from beneath dark eyebrows. He had sunken cheeks but full
lips that were eager to smile. His dark hair came well down onto his forehead and
he moved with the grace of a man who had been both a soldier and a scholar. At
present he worked in one of the government ministries in Jerusalem and was
pleased with the invitation that would keep him at Makor from mid-May through
mid-October, for he was a trained archaeologist whose political skills had been
found so valuable to the government that he was rarely allowed out in the field.
His position at Makor was ambiguous. Ostensibly he was to serve as chief
administrator of the project, determining salaries, working hours and living
arrangements. If he were not efficient, the complex personalities involved in the dig
could waste their time in petty squabbles, if not outright feuds. He was hired to be



the dictator, but no one at Makor would recognize this fact, for Ilan Eliav was a
master administrator, a man who rarely lost his temper. He was probably the best-
educated scholar in the expedition, speaking numerous languages, but his
greatest asset was that he smoked a pipe, which he had a habit of rubbing in the
palms of his hands until the complainant before him reached some kind of
sensible decision without depending upon the intervention of Eliav. Workmen at
previous digs had said, “I'm going in to see if the pipe will approve a raise.” And
the kindly Jew with the deep-set eyes would listen as if his heart were breaking,
and the bowl of his pipe would revolve slowly in his palms until the workman
realized for himself how preposterous a raise would be at that time.

Actually Dr. Eliav was the official watchdog of the dig; the tells of Israel were far
too valuable to allow just anyone to come in with a team of amateurs to butcher
them. The nation contained more than a hundred unexcavated sites like Makor,
and during the next two or three centuries teams from universities in Peking and
Tokyo, or from learned societies in Calcutta or Cairo, would accumulate the
necessary funds to dig out these long-forgotten cities, and it would be a disservice
to humanity present and future if the sites were now abused. The problem was
especially acute when archaeologists like Dr. Cullinane proposed to excavate by
the trench method, for many crimes against history had been perpetrated in Israel
by enthusiastic men with shovels who dug hasty trenches through improperly
recorded levels. Normally the Israeli government would have rejected a trench
proposal like Cullinane’s, but the Irish scholar had established such a good
reputation, and he was known to be so well trained in archaeological matters, that
in his case permission was granted; nevertheless, Dr. Eliav had been detached
from his important desk job to be sure that the valuable tell was not mutilated.

He now strode across the top of the mound, extended a long arm to a man he
instinctively liked, and offered an apology: “I am most sorry not to have been here
when you arrived.”

“We’re fortunate to have you on any terms,” Cullinane said, for he knew why a
scholar as important as Eliav had been released to work with him. If he had to
accept a watchdog, he was pleased that it was to be Eliav; it was much easier to
explain problems to a man who knew more than you did.

“l tried to break away last week,” Eliav explained. “I had three good days up
here getting things organized, but they called me back. I want you to see the
camp.” He led Cullinane to the western end of the plateau, where an ancient
footpath led zigzag down the glacis toward an old rectangular stone building
whose southern face was composed of three graceful Arab arches forming an
arcade which led to four cool white rooms. The largest would be Cullinane’s office
and the library; the others would house photography, ceramics and drafting.

“This looks better than I expected,” Cullinane said. “What was the building
originally?”

Eliav pointed with his pipe stem to Tabari, who volunteered, “Probably the home
of some Arab olive grower. Two or three hundred years ago.” Cullinane was
impressed with the easy manner in which Tabari and Eliav worked together,
showing none of the area’s traditional antagonism between Arab and Jew. They
had co-operated on several previous digs and each respected the competence of
the other.



“Out here are the sleeping tents, four of them,” Eliav continued, “and along this
path lies Kibbutz Makor, where we’ll take our meals.” As he led the way to the
communal agricultural settlement, Cullinane noticed the bronzed young men and
women engaged in the work of the kibbutz. They were unusually attractive, and
Cullinane thought: It took only a few years to change the hunched-up Jew of the
ghetto into a lively farmer. Looking at the muscular young people, especially the
free-moving women, he could not detect that they were Jews. There were blonds
with blue eyes, and these looked like Swedes; there were blonds with square heads
shorn flat, and these looked like Germans; there were redheads who looked like
Americans; studious types who looked like Englishmen; and others who were
sunburned to a near-black and who looked like Arabs. An average man, put
amongst the lithe young people of Kibbutz Makor, would have been able to isolate
only about ten per cent who looked like his preconception of a Jew, and one of
them would have been Jemail Tabari, the Arab.

“We’ve reached three major decisions about the kibbutz,” Eliav explained as the
group approached a large dining hall. “We won’t sleep here. We will eat here. And
up till harvesting begins we’ll be allowed to employ the kibbutzniks on the dig.”

“Is that good or bad?” Cullinane asked.

“Rest easy,” Eliav said. “We brought this tell to your attention only because the
kibbutzniks kept pestering us with samples. ‘See what we dug out of our telll’
These kids love archaeology the way American kids love baseball.”

The archaeologists were seating themselves in the large mess hall when a lean
crew-cut young man of thirty-five, wearing sandals, shorts and T-shirt,
approached to introduce himself as “Schwartz... secretary of this kibbutz. Glad to
have you eat with us.”

Cullinane launched a formal and somewhat academic reply, beginning, “We
want you to know how much we appreciate...” but Schwartz cut him off.

“We appreciate your dollars,” he said, leaving abruptly to signal a girl who was
serving coffee.

“Genial fellow,” Cullinane mumbled as Schwartz deserted him.

“In him you see the new Jew,” Eliav half-apologized. “He’s what makes Israel
strong.”

“Where’s he from? He spoke like an American.”

“No one knows, really. He’s probably called Schwartz because he’s dark. He
survived, God knows how, both Dachau and Auschwitz. He has no family, no
history, only raw drive. Look at his arm when he comes back.”

A good-looking, husky girl in tight shorts strode to the table, dealt out some
cups and saucers and began pouring coffee as if she were a laborer pouring
cement. Slamming the pot down, in case anyone wanted seconds, she went off to
fetch some sugar, but Schwartz had anticipated her and slapped down a sugar
bowl before Cullinane.

“Americans want everything sweet,” he said, but Cullinane ignored the remark,
for he was staring at Schwartz’s left arm where in blue indelible ink was tattooed a
concentration-camp number: S-13741.

“Birthmark,” Schwartz said.

“You speak like an American.”

“After the war I tried living in Boston. But I came here to join the fighting.”



“Did you get your name in Boston?” Cullinane asked.

Schwartz stopped. “How’d you guess that? They were the family I lived with.
Nice people but they didn’t know from nothin’. I wanted to be where the war was.”

The husky girl now returned with a second bowl of sugar, started to slam it onto
the table, saw that Schwartz had got there first, and retreated with the bowl to
another table. As she left, Cullinane said, “It’s refreshing to see a girl who doesn’t
wear lipstick.”

“She does it for the defense of Israel,” Schwartz said belligerently.

“How’s that?”

“No lipstick. No salon dancing.”

“For the defense of Israel,” Cullinane repeated.

“Yes!” Schwartz half-snarled. “Ask her yourself. Come here, Aviva.”

The stocky girl sauntered back and said contemptuously, “I’'m not one of those
salonim.”

“Salonim,” Schwartz interpreted. “Those of the salon.”

“I pledged with all my friends. Never dance salon style.” She looked insolently at
Cullinane and left with the awkward rhythm of a girl who excels in folk dancing,
and Schwartz followed her.

“I hope Aviva’s not on the pottery crew,” Cullinane said quietly.

“Wait a minute!” Dr. Bar-El flashed. “When I was seventeen I took that same
pledge. We felt then as Aviva feels now. Israel needed women who were ready to
bear arms... to die at the battlefront if necessary. Lipstick and salon dancing were
for the effete women of France and America.” Primly, she put down her coffee cup
and said, “I’'m glad the spirit still exists.”

“But you wear lipstick now,” Cullinane pointed out.

“I'm older,” Mrs. Bar-El said, “and now I fight for Israel on other battlegrounds.”

It was an odd statement, which Cullinane preferred not to explore at the
moment. “I think we should get back for the meeting,” he suggested, and the four
scholars wound their way along the pleasant path toward the arched stone house
serving as their headquarters, but as Cullinane reached the building he happened
to look south across the road and noticed for the first time the olive trees of
Makor: they were incredibly old. Their existence was not measured in years or
decades but in centuries and millennia. Their trunks were gnarled, their branches
broken. Many retained no center wood at all, for the years had rotted away their
cores, leaving only fragments standing, but these were sufficient to provide the
twisted arms of the tree with life, and in the late spring the olives were covered
with those gray-green leaves that made the trees so attractive.

Each wind that came down the ancient road rustled these leaves, turning the
aspect of the grove from green to gray to some intermediate, shimmering color.
Cullinane had seen olives before, but never a grove like this, and as he was about
to enter the building from which the dig would be directed, he felt himself pulled
across the road to inspect one notable tree—a veritable patriarch whose gnarled
trunk was merely a shell through which one could see in many directions. The tree
bore only a few branches, but these were thick with maturing olives, and as the
archaeologist stood inquiringly beside this stubborn relic he was as close to the
mystery of Makor as he would ever be, and in the presence of this august tree
John Cullinane felt humbled. It was a proper preparation for a dig and he walked



in silence to the room where his paid staff and their nineteen helpers had
assembled from various parts of the world in response to an advertisement he had
run in various British and Continental newspapers: “An archaeological dig is
proposed in western Galilee for the summer campaign of 1964 and succeeding
years. Qualified experts are welcomed if they can pay their own transportation to
Israel. Food, lodging, medical care provided, but no salaries.” More than a
hundred and thirty experienced men and women had applied and from the list he
had selected the team who now sat before him. They were dedicated scholars,
eager to work at their own expense if only they could help probe the secrets that
lay buried in the tell, and each was prepared to use his mind and imagination as
skillfully as he used his pick and hoe.

On the blackboard Dr. Eliav had printed the exacting schedule that would
govern work for the next five months:

5:00 A.M. Reveille
5:30 A M. Breakfast
6:00 A.M. to 2:00 P.M. Work at dig
2:00 P.M. Lunch

3:00 P.M. to 4:00 P.M. Siesta

4:00 P.M. to 7:00 P.M. Work in offices
7:30 P.M. Dinner

8:30 P.M. to 10:00 P.M. Consultations

“Any questions?” Eliav asked.

In a high, petulant voice the English photographer whispered, “I don’t find any
break for afternoon tea.” Those who knew how tough he could be laughed, and he
was assured by Eliav that he, at least, would be provided for. “I shall resume
breathing,” the English scholar said.

Eliav then turned the board around to display five lines of data summarizing
former digs to remind the archaeologists of the high standards facing them. The
lines read:

Campaigns Archaeologist Site Dimensions Available Area
1902-08 Macalister Gezer 880x175 140,000
1926-32 Albright Beit Mirsim 300x140 40,000
1929-34 Garrod Mount Carmel Small Caves 1,800
1952-58 Kenyon Jericho 400x200 70,000
1955-57 Yadin Hazor 1,250x730 900,000
1965-74 Us Makor 200x133 20,000

Now Cullinane took a pointer and said, “Gentlemen, and you very able ladies,
I've asked Dr. Eliav to list these five earlier digs because we must remember them
as we work. The dimensions are in yards and the last figure gives in square yards
a rough estimate of the site actually available for digging. You’ll notice that one of
the greatest was very small in size, but the results Dorothy Garrod achieved in the
Carmel caves were incomparable. She seemed to be digging through deposits of
pure gold. I think we could also remember profitably what Kathleen Kenyon



accomplished at Jericho, because she didn’t get to that tell till it had been worked
over by many predecessors. It took Miss Kenyon to dig down and find the answers.
Two other digs are my favorites. Gezer was excavated by one man, Macalister, a
church organist from Dublin, with the help of one man, Jemail Tabari’s uncle. But
the excavation and reporting done by these two men remain a masterpiece. We’re
ten times as many and we must accomplish ten times as much. But our ideal
shall be Albright. We give his figures for the last campaign only. He found nothing
spectacular at Beit Mirsim, but he taught archaeologists how to work scientifically.
When we’re done, I want it said, ‘They worked as honestly as Albright.”

He paused, then pointed to the last line. “As you can see, we’re a small tell, so
we can afford to go slowly. We'll sketch each item exactly as we find it and
photograph it from several angles. Our plateau contains only four acres, but
remember that in the days of King David, Jerusalem wasn’t much larger. In point
of fact, this year we shall attack no more than two per cent of our total area.” He
asked for maps of the tell to be distributed, and as the scholars studied the
contour lines, Jemail Tabari started his briefing.

“All we know of Makor’s history appears in six tantalizing passages. Ancient
Hebrew sources mention it once. When the twelve tribes were receiving their
apportionments. It’s listed as a town of no significance on the border between the
portion of Asher along the sea and of Naphtali inland. It was never a major city
like Hazor nor a district capital like Megiddo. In the Amarna letters found in Egypt
and dating back to about 1400 B.C.E. one reference: ‘Crawling on my belly, my
head covered with ashes of shame, my eyes averted from your divine countenance,
I humble myself seven times seven and report to the King of Heaven and the Nile.
Makor was burned.” A commentary on Flavius Josephus provides a cryptic
passage: Jewish tradition claims that Josephus escaped by night from Makor.” In
a famous commentary on the Talmud we find a series of delightful quotations from
Rabbi Asher the Groats Maker describing day-to-day life in our countryside. In the
next seven hundred years silence, except for one brief sentence in the report of an
Arab trader out of Damascus: ‘And from the olives of Makor, much profit.” The
groves we see on the other side of the road could be several thousand years old. In
the Crusader period, however, we come to substantial written records, and I hope
all of you will read Wenzel of Trier’s Chronicle. You'll find three photographic copies
in the library. Briefly, Wenzel tells us that Makor was captured by the Crusaders
in 1099 and for about two hundred years was the seat of the various Counts
Volkmar of Gretz. We’re convinced that at this level we’ve got to find something of
substance. After 1291, when Makor fell to the Mamelukes, the site vanishes from
history. Not even traders mention it, and we must assume that human occupation
ended there. But from the bedrock of the tell, insofar as we can identify it, to the
top, is a distance of seventy-one feet, and we have a right to suppose that many
good things lie buried in that vast accumulation. John will explain what we’re
going to do.”

“Before he does,” the English photographer interrupted, “what’s Makor mean?”

“Sorry,” Tabari said. “Old Hebrew word. Makor. Source.”

“Any significance?” the Englishman asked.

“We've always supposed it referred to a water supply,” Tabari replied. “But
there’s no record of where the water was. If any of you have bright ideas, we’d be



pleased to hear them.”

“Isn’t it hidden under the tell?” the photographer said.

“We’ve often wondered. Go ahead, John.”

Cullinane fastened a large-scale map of the tell to the blackboard and studied it.
“Where to begin?” he asked. “We shall dig two trenches, but where to locate
them?” He surveyed the map for several moments, then turned away to face his
team. “Each dig has its special problems, but we have one I've not encountered
before. As you know, for some years I've been trying to gather the funds for this
dig without luck, until one night at a dinner party I chanced to mention the fact
that the tell I had in mind contained a Crusader’s castle. This man to my right
repeated, ‘A castle?” When I nodded, he said, ‘That would be a great thing to dig
up, a castle!’ I carefully explained that when I said castle I meant a ruined castle,
but this captivated him even more. ‘Can you imagine,” he asked his wife, ‘digging
up a ruined castle?’ Before the week ended he had put up the money. Three times
I explained to him that although he was interested in the castle, I was concerned
with what lay below. I'm sure he didn’t hear. So at Makor...”

“We’d better find a castle,” Tabari suggested.

“And if we do, 'm sure we can jolly the gentleman along regarding the real work
that you and I wish to accomplish. Now”—he returned to the map—“where do you
find a castle?” He allowed the question to sink in, then said slowly, “My whole
intuition warns me to start at least one trench in the northwest quadrant, but I'm
deterred by two factors. The tell has a slight rise from west to east, from which I
conclude that the Crusader fortress must have defied tradition and stood in the
northeastern quadrant. Second, we haven’t determined where the main gate to the
tell stood, and both Eliav and Tabari believe it to have been at the southwest. I've
argued that it must be dead south in the middle of this wall. But now I’'m willing to
concede that the others are right. If they are, we’d have to dig in the southwest for
the gate and in the northwest for the castle, and that’s putting all our eggs in the
western basket. So late this afternoon I made the final choices. Here in the
southwest our major trench,” and he drew a bold straight line into the tell, “and
here in the northeast a trench into the castle,” and he marked a short north-south
cut. The scientists relaxed. The decision had been made and it was obvious what
Cullinane was doing: he would dig quickly for the Crusader castle in order to find
something that would satisfy the man putting up the money; but he would dig
quietly at the presumed gate area in hopes of finding those significant layers,
those sherds of broken pottery, those stone fragments of wall and home, that
would reveal the greater history of the tell.

When the meeting ended and the others had gone, Tabari lingered, looking
dissatisfied, and Cullinane thought: Damn, he’s one of those who listens, says
nothing, then comes around to warn you that he can’t approve your decision. But
almost immediately Cullinane dismissed the thought as unworthy. Jemail Tabari
was not like that. If he was perplexed it was for substantial reasons. “What is it,
Jemail?”

“You'’re right in every detail,” Tabari began.

“Except one?”

“Correct.” The Arab pointed to the big map. “Trench A is where it should be.
Trench B is bound to hit the castle. What I don’t like, John, is your plan to dump



the rubble in the wadi.” He pointed to the deep gully to the north of the tell and
ran his long fingers lovingly back and forth across the area that Cullinane
proposed to fill.

“Why not?” Cullinane asked. “It’s a natural spot for the rubble.”

“Correct,” Tabari agreed. He pronounced the word koe-rect, giving it a
humorous twist. “But for that very reason it’s also a natural spot in which other
things might have happened. Burials, dumps, caves. John, we’re gambling on
some very big ideas here. We’re not just excavating a Crusader castle to gratify...”

“Correct!” Cullinane interrupted, using Tabari’s word against him.

“In my research one thing perplexes me... always has. Mind if we go out to the
tell?” He led Cullinane up the footpath until they reached the plateau, where to
their surprise they saw the figure of Dr. Eliav, kneeling on one knee at the eastern
end, where Trench B was to run, and when he heard their approach he slipped
quietly down the eastern slope and disappeared. “Wasn’t that Eliav?” Tabari
asked.

“l doubt it,” Cullinane replied, but he knew it was.

Tabari led the way to the northern edge of the tell, from which they could look
down the very steep flank and into the bottom of the wadi. It was an ugly, sharp
fall, broken by one area halfway down where level land appeared for a hundred
yards, before the sheer fall continued to the bottom of the gully. “The missing
factor in all I've read,” Tabari said, “stems from the word Makor itself—source.
That from which another thing springs. The life factor. Why did generation after
generation of people settle here? It could only have been because there was
water... and plenty of it. But we've no idea where it was located.”

“Where does the kibbutz get its water?”

“Modern artesian wells.”

This provided no clue, so Cullinane asked, “You think the original well may have
been outside the town walls? Like Megiddo?”

“l don’t know what I think,” Tabari said cautiously. “But I don’t want you to fill
up that wadi, because in a couple of years we may want to dig. Right down there.”

“Your Uncle Mahmoud is famous in the reports because he followed hunches.
You want me to follow this one?”

“Koe-rect,” Tabari replied, and the dump was relocated.

Next morning Tabari distributed the small picks and hoes used by modern
archaeologists—no shovel would be permitted at a respectable dig—and
proceedings got off to a favorable start, principally because he followed another
hunch. At Trench B in the northeastern sector he happened to see one of the
kibbutzniks inspect an object and start to call a supervisor. On second thought
the young man hesitated, as if he were going to place a small object in his pocket,
keeping it for later sale. “Did you want me?” Tabari asked nonchalantly, walking
up and holding out his hand.

“Yes,” the kibbutznik said. “I think I've found something,” and he handed Tabari
a coin, which later occasioned much debate at the mess.
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’Turkish gold coin‘




It had obviously been issued by some Arabic-speaking nation, but what it was
doing on Makor was not so easy to determine. Cullinane argued, “It was found
within a few inches of the top. It can’t signify the presence of an Arab town nobody
ever heard of. Yet it looks quite old. Can you decipher it, Jemail?”

Tabari had read some of the Arabic script and was trying to untangle the rest
when the photographer appeared with two books from the library showing the
coins of Palestine, and after much checking back and forth proved that the coin
had been issued some time around the year 1000 C.E.

“That’s hard to accept,” Cullinane protested. “That’s a hundred years before the
Crusaders, and if what you say is right...” He hesitated, then used the classic
complaint of the archaeologist: “That coin has no right to be there!” Later he told
Tabari, “Everything would have been a lot simpler if you’d let that kibbutznik keep
his damned coin and maybe sell it to some tourist in Akko. Warn your men not to
dig up any facts that confuse the issue.”

But four days later the men at Trench B found something that was indeed
bizarre, and when Cullinane finished his card he joked, “Tabari, somebody’s
salting our dig.” This was a constant danger at an archaeological site: enthusiastic
workmen, seeking to gain bonuses and also to please the foreigners whom in
general they liked, were accustomed to hide things in the soil and then to come
upon them triumphantly with their hoes; but cursory inspection of the new find
satisfied even Cullinane that no workman could have procured this particular item
for salting; it was made of gold.
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The menorah, because it was so exclusively Jewish, occasioned much
excitement both at the dig and at the kibbutz, but it was impossible to date, for
the seven-branched candelabrum had been used by Jews at least since the days of
Exodus, when God handed down detailed instructions as to how they should be
made: “And six branches shall come out of the sides of it; three branches of the
candlestick out of the one side, and three branches of the candlestick out of the
other side.” The Lord had gone on and on, for apparently the menorah was an
object of personal importance to Him.

“It’s a work of art,” Cullinane admitted grudgingly, “but of no archaeological
value.” He pushed it away, unaware that it was to become the most notorious
single object that would be found at the dig. “Damn,” he growled. “A bullet, a gold
coin nearly a thousand years too old and a menorah. All in the wrong levels at the
wrong times. What kind of dig is this?”

Three mornings later an event occurred which at the time he did not consider
important: a journalist from Australia, a likable, breezy fellow, stopped by the dig
and after asking many irrelevant questions happened to see the gold menorah.
“What’s that?” he asked.

“It’s called a menorah,” Cullinane explained somewhat impatiently.

“This mean you’re going to find a lot of gold ...”

“It’s much too recent to be of any archaeological value.”

“l understand, but even so, could I have a photograph of it?”



“I think we’d better not.”

“By the way, what is it?”

“A seven-branched candlestick,” Cullinane explained, and some days later,
when time came to review what had gone wrong, he was able to recall two things
that had happened at this point. The Australian had carefully counted each of the
arms—“five, six, seven”—while a look of almost boyish pleasure came into his
frank and appealing face.

“Dr. Cullinane, if [ were careful to explain that this menorah, as you call it, had
no historical significance, couldn’t I please have just one photograph?” And
against his reasoned judgment, Cullinane gave permission. Quickly the Australian
whipped out a Japanese camera and called for one of the older kibbutzniks to pose
holding the candelabrum. “Look at it,” he ordered the man, and after a few
whirlwind operations he thanked Cullinane and hurried back to the airport at Tel
Aviv.

“l wish I had such energy,” Cullinane laughed, but he was diverted from further
comment by Tabari, who came running from Trench B with a coin that had been
dislodged from a crevice among some buried stones. It was so large that it must
originally have been of considerable value, but when cleaned it turned out to be
not a coin at all but a bronze seal.
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It was a striking find, an authentic Crusader piece, and while it did not prove
that Trench B was going to intercept the castle it did prove that at least one of the
Volkmars had been on the tell. “I think we’re close to the castle,” Tabari said with
quiet enthusiasm, and Cullinane sent Paul J. Zodman, his Chicago millionaire, a
cable stating that positive identification of the ruins seemed near at hand.

Before Zodman could reply, a copy of a London paper reached Makor with news
that shook the dig, and it was followed by papers from Rome, Paris and New York,
repeating a lurid story about goings-on at the Makor dig. For the Australian had
released with photographs an exciting yarn under the title “The Candlestick of
Death,” relating how in Bible times an evil king had identified his seven principal
enemies and of how he had lighted seven candles, instructing his general, “By the
time the seventh candle burns out, my seven enemies are to be dead.” The first
candle guttered down and the first enemy was beheaded. The sixth flickered away
and the sixth enemy was gone. “But as the seventh candle trembled in the central
cup, the general turned unexpectedly and lopped off the head of the king, for he
was his own worst enemy. And then the general buried the hateful seven-
branched candelabrum beneath the wall, where Dr. John Cullinane has so
brilliantly found it, for it was a thing accursed.”

The main photograph showed a distinguished-looking elderly scholar recoiling
from the menorah in horror. The caption read: “Dr. Gheorghe Moscowitz,
renowned archaeologist, says, ‘This evil piece may well doom all who possess it, for
it bears the curse of death.”

Cullinane groaned and did something he rarely did. He swore. “Who in hell is
Dr. Gheorghe Moscowitz?”



Tabari said, “He’s that nice old Rumanian who sweeps up.”

“Get him in here,” Cullinane snapped, but when the kibbutznik appeared, soft-
spoken and apprehensive, Tabari took over.

“This you in the picture?”

“Dr. Cullinane was standing there when the man took it.”

Cullinane studied the picture and said, “I don’t remember you looking that
way.”

“Just before the man took the picture he made a face at me,” the Rumanian
explained. “I jumped back.”

“But surely you didn’t say anything about a ‘curse of death™”

“No. But as the man was going to his car he called me over and asked if I
thought a candlestick could carry a curse, and to get rid of him I said, ‘Maybe.”

That afternoon the first excursionists stopped at the tell, asking to see the
Candlestick of Death, and the next morning a tour bus arrived. Cullinane was
distressed and sought out Eliav, to whom he said, “I've worked hard to protect the
good name of this dig. Six of the applicants who volunteered to help us were
publicity hounds, and I kept them off. Like Stikkler of Geneva.”

“We saw your sensible interview when the Chicago reporter wanted you to say
that you were expecting to dig up new revelations about the Bible.” Eliav lit his
pipe.

“And yet we are digging among the foundations of three great religions. We've
got to keep it clean.”

“Do you expect to find materials relating to Christianity?” Eliav asked.

“Materials? You mean manuscripts... proofs? No. But insights? Yes.” The two
men fell silent, and after a while Cullinane asked, “As a Jew, don’t you hope to
find something that will illuminate...”

“Why do you suppose I work on these digs?” Eliav asked. “Each time I sink a
pick into the earth, I hope, in a vague sort of way, to turn up something that will
tell me more about Judaism.” He hesitated. “No, that’s wrong. Not tell me. Tell the
world. Because the world needs to know.”

The responsibility of the task on which the two men were engaged caused them
to look with disgust on the newspaper stories, for although neither expected to
uncover specific new materials relating to Judaism or Christianity or Islam, each
hoped that Makor might provide some serious information which would advance
understanding of the societies in which these religions arose. “From now on we
keep newspapermen and tourists out of here,” Cullinane concluded, but even as
he spoke, Tabari appeared with a cable from Chicago:

CULLINANE STOP REGARDLESS OF WHAT OTHER FINDS THE ISRAELI
GOVERNMENT MAY DEMAND FOR ITSELF IT IS IMPERATIVE THAT YOU
SECURE CANDLESTICK OF DEATH FOR CHICAGO PAUL J. ZODMAN

Cullinane shook his head and gave Tabari the job of reassuring Zodman that it
would be arranged. Chicago would get the treasure.

On the next day such trivia were forgotten, for Eliav reported that workmen in
Trench B had uncovered positive proof that they were digging in Crusader ruins.
“An inscription which can be dated 1105 C.E. John, it looks as if we've hit the



castle!”

As word of the discovery sped through the kibbutz, a strange thing happened:
clerks counting eggs, cooks at work in the kitchen, boys in school and the
volunteers from the various countries stopped what they were doing and hurried
silently to the tell, where they stood in expectant groups, watching as the
archaeologists tapped gingerly at pebbles while girls with brushes cleared away
the debris. From thousands of miles away men had come to probe into the secrets
of the tell and at this hour they had struck a significant thing. It was a
magnificent moment.

But so many spectators crowded the edges of Trench B that Tabari had to move
them back, lest the sides collapse; and as the crowd withdrew, ten of the stronger
workmen jumped down to haul away the last of the rubble. But the rock bearing
the inscription they did not touch, for it would first have to be photographed in
situ and then sketched by the camp draftsman in the precise position in which it
was found, because from such photographs and drawings some imaginative
theorist who had never seen Makor might construct an explanation which would
illuminate a whole period of history. When the pictures were taken, Tabari called
his workmen out of the trench and spectators were allowed to file in and see for
themselves the first major find at Makor. Cullinane waited his turn, and when he
saw the beautiful old stone, carved so carefully by some medieval guildsman, he
experienced a rush of joy. The castle existed! The first stage of the dig was a
success, and in succeeding years the beautiful ruins could be leisurely explored.
In the meantime he filled out the provisional card.
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When Tabari saw the date he objected, pointing out that in this instance the
stone could be ascribed with finality to the year 1105 C.E. because there was
documentary evidence in Wenzel of Trier’s Chronicle that Count Volkmar of Gretz
had died that year, but Cullinane observed dryly, “We know when he died, but we
don’t know when the stone was carved and let into the wall. More likely around
the date I suggest.”

An unfortunate atmosphere now developed at the dig, the kind of thing an
experienced administrator tries to forestall; nothing of even minor importance had
been uncovered at A, so that the team working at that site began to lose spirit,
while the gang at B greeted each morning eagerly, wondering what evidence they
would lay bare that day: perhaps Crusader dining plates decorated with fish,
pieces of chain armor, carved fragments from a chapel, dozens of stones which
could impart a very real sense of a castle in which knights had lived and from
which they had gone out to fight. During one period of three weeks in June, the
diggers found stones that were heavily charred—even cracked apart by some
forgotten heat—and they speculated on what accident could have built up a blaze
so great as to scar a whole section of castle. Digging at Trench B in those days was
an exciting experience, and if one wanted a good example of the manner in which
archaeology could uncover lost secrets it was there.

At the same time Trench A showed how a dig could go wrong, for it had



obviously missed the main gate. After weeks of disappointing excavation Cullinane
assembled his crew at the barren trench and asked, “What’s to do?” Eliav now
admitted that the gate must stand well to the east, where Cullinane had suggested
in the first place, and he advised abandoning the disappointing trench and
transferring operations seventy yards eastward, but Cullinane said no: “At Trench
B we’ve found the castle, and if the rest of the tell is unproductive we need to
know that too.” To the disappointment of the Trench A kibbutzniks he ordered
them to go ahead as planned, trying to convince them that “what you’re doing here
is just as important as what they’re doing over there.” He found this a difficult
thesis to defend.

So the gang at Trench A plodded through the unrewarding rubble until by brute
strength they had thrown out enough soil to lay bare the three concentric walls
that had guarded Makor. Sometime around 3500 B.C.E. men not yet identified
had built the thick outer wall by throwing together huge stones in haphazard
piles. Two thousand years later, well before the age of Saul and Solomon, some
other unidentified group had built the sturdy middle wall. And two thousand five
hundred years after that, at the time of the Crusaders, the inner wall had been
erected, and it was a European masterpiece. How it had been penetrated and what
part the castle fire had played in its destruction Cullinane, as a scientist, refused
to guess. He supposed that after the completion of this final wall the sloping flanks
had been repaved with rock, the most recent construction on the tell, a mere eight
hundred years old. Attacking Makor could never have been a simple undertaking.
Cullinane, visualizing the plateau crouched within the triple walls—they did not
stand, of course, in three separated rings; all were crumbled and each grew out of
its predecessor, but each also existed in its own unique construction—told the
others, “All we’re looking for occurred within this little stone cocoon. We've laid
bare the pattern but not the significance.”

And then in quick succession, some distance inside the inner wall, the diggers
at Trench A came up with three finds, none so spectacular as the remnants of the
castle but all of a nature that sent the history of Makor rocketing backwards, so
that after these items were appraised by the scholars the balance between the
trenches was restored, and the hidden secrets of the mound began to unfold in an
orderly pattern. The first find was merely a piece of limestone intricately carved in
a manner no Jew or Christian would adopt; it was obviously of Muslim origin, a
poetic decoration for a mosque—but on its face some later Christian hand had
imposed a panel with five crosses.
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The experts now focused on Trench A, where a picture of chronological
confusion developed, indicated by interrupted building lines and broken
foundations. The Muslim stone proved that either a mosque or part of a building
used as a mosque had once stood in this area, but that later Christians had
converted it into a church. However, as the diggers probed deeper, it became clear
that the significant building had been a great Byzantine basilica with a mosaic
floor, and Cullinane dug with increasing excitement, hoping to uncover some kind



of substantial proof that Makor had owned one of the early Christian churches of
the Galilee; but it was Tabari who finally brushed away a pile of dust to reveal a
handsome stone on which had been carved a set of three crosses in bas-relief.

When he climbed out of the trench, Eliav went down with the photographer for a
series of shots of the stone in situ, for it was essential to record where it had stood
and how it had fitted into the wall, especially since the stone was lodged in a
section which seemed to have been built and rebuilt several times: whether it had
formed part of the mosque could not now be determined; only later excavation
would establish the relationships. But as Eliav brushed away some earth so that
the camera could catch a shadow showing how the rock abutted onto those above
and below, some irregularity on the upper surface of the stone caught his
practiced eye and he asked for a small pick and a brush. With these implements
he dislodged the dust, sixteen hundred years old, that had sifted in between
stones, and he satisfied himself that he had come upon something of great
moment. Without speaking, he made way for the photographer, and walked slowly
over to where Cullinane was showing his sketch to Vered Bar-El and Tabari.
Taking the card, Eliav said quietly, “I'm afraid you’ve some more work to do on this
one, John.”

“What do you mean?”

Eliav looked soberly at his colleagues. “The kind of thing we dream about,” he
said.

The other three experts lined up behind him as he led the way back to the
trench. No one spoke, but at the newly found stone Cullinane asked the
photographer to retire, then fell on his hands and knees to peer into the dusty
space a quarter of an inch high. When he rose his eyes were alight, and Dr. Bar-El
and Tabari, when they saw what Eliav had partially uncovered, reacted in the
same way.

“l want the draftsman down here right away,” Cullinane called. There were only
a few hours of good light left, and he directed her to sketch from all angles the
Christian rock with its stalwart crosses. At the same time the photographer was
directed to shoot the rock lavishly, after which they would pull out the stone to
inspect the hidden face; but in spite of the urgency that communicated itself
throughout the dig, it became apparent that the remaining hours of that day
would have to be spent in drawing. Any further work on the rock must wait till
next morning.

“We could do it under lights,” Tabari suggested, but this Eliav quickly vetoed,
and as darkness fell a sense of deep excitement settled over Makor.

At dinner the older kibbutzniks were as pleased as the youngsters who worked
at the dig, partly because every family in Israel had at least one amateur
archaeologist—rare was the house that had no flints, no pottery, no echoes of the
past—and partly because everyone in the kibbutz thought of the work as “his dig.”
“I hear we hit something big today,” one of the serving men said to Cullinane. The
Irishman’s eyes were too bright for him to deny his excitement.

“We found the cornerstone of a Christian church,” Cullinane replied. “Great day
for the Irish.”

“But that running around at the end?” the man asked. “What was it about?” He
propped his tray on the table, leaning on it as if he were the owner of a restaurant.



“We don’t know,” Cullinane said.

“Can’t you guess?” the kibbutznik demanded.

“We’ll guess tomorrow,” Cullinane replied. He was becoming irritated with this
man.

But the young fellow said, “Could we come up and watch?” and Cullinane
became aware that eight or nine of the kitchen staff had crowded about his chair,
eager to know what was happening on their tell.

“All right,” Cullinane said. “Be there at six.” And as day started, more than a
hundred persons lined the trench, watching silently as the four senior
archaeologists descended to work on the Christian stone. “You have enough
photographs?” Cullinane asked the English cameraman.

“Developed them last night. All okay.”

“You have enough sketches?” The young woman nodded, so Tabari began
working cautiously along the edges of the rock, but it could not be moved.

“We’ll have to take out those layers on top,” Eliav suggested, and to do this
required the better part of an hour. None of the watchers left.

The important stone now stood with only one large rock bearing down upon it,
and Cullinane called the photographer in for a final series of shots, after which he
and Eliav began to lift the obstructing stone with crowbars. Slowly they raised the
ancient burden until Tabari, peering into the dusty darkness, could see the
surface about to be exposed. “It’s there!” he shouted, and Dr. Bar-El, looking over
his shoulder, whispered, “My God! It’s perfect.”

They took away the cover stone, then brushed the dust from the long-hidden
surface to display the carving of a little flat wagon with funny flat-sided wheels
bearing a house with a curved roof, guarded by palm trees. The archaeologists
stood back so that the kibbutzniks could see the treasure, but no one spoke.

Finally Eliav said, “It’s a great day for the Jews,” for this was a folklore
representation of the flat wagon bearing the wooden Ark of the Covenant in which
the tablets of the Ten Commandments were supposed to have been carried from
Mount Sinai to the Promised Land. Originally this stone must have enjoyed a place
of honor in the synagogue of Makor, but when that structure was torn down by
the victorious Christians, some workman had carved his three crosses on a
different face, while the vanquished Jewish side was cemented into the darkness
of the basilica. To have the Jewish symbols exposed now, before Jews who had
returned from exile to build their kibbutz near the ancient site, constituted a
luminous moment; and Dr. Cullinane, happening to look up from the trench, saw
that some of the older kibbutzniks had tears in their eyes. With deep pleasure he
modified his earlier drawing and filed it.
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Almost before he was finished, a workman found a coin that completed the
violent sequence of that period: Roman temple, synagogue, basilica, mosque,
church... all equally collapsed into a shared destruction.

Cullinane allowed the stone and the coin to be exhibited at the kibbutz for some
days, and grave-faced Jews stood before them looking first at their long-buried ark



but staring mostly at the hard face of Vespasian, whose armies had destroyed
their temple, and at the figure of Judaea Capta as she mourned in humiliation
under the palm tree. It was one of the most beautiful coins ever issued, this
flawless union of imperial force and tribute sorrow, and it fascinated the modern
Jews whose history it summarized. Cullinane, himself deeply affected by the three
emotionally related finds, cabled Paul Zodman:

THINGS HAPPENING VERY FAST STOP BETTER COME ON OVER

The relationship between the two trenches was now reversed, as often occurred
at a dig. Trench B wallowed about in the foundations of the Crusader fort, whose
walls cut deep through many levels of occupation, obliterating them all and
rendering them largely useless for contemporary study; the diggers in this trench
now seemed mainly occupied with shifting heavy stones. But in Trench A, which
transected the multiple religious structures, intellectual and archaeological
activity was keen, and the reason for bringing along an architect from the
University of Pennsylvania became clear. At the top the trench was only thirty feet
wide and it had sloping sides, so the amount of wall exposed was never great, but
by pecking away at the earth and guessing at what had stood on what, the
architect could sometimes come up with clever deductions as to how the various
jigsaw pieces had fitted together. He was a patient man who allowed the sweating
kibbutzniks to stalk past him as if he did not count, but when they were through
lifting and tugging he was there, on his knees, often with a whisk broom, trying to
catch signs of how the stones had been dressed and whether they bore fragments
of earlier cement, indicating a prior use in some other wall. The quality of this
man’s imagination would determine what course the excavations would follow in
future years, and the amount of information he could deduce from what to
another man would be merely one line of rocks crossing another line, was
surprising. Not one of the four top archaeologists at Makor could approach his
proficiency in this specialized field.
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Only one thing interfered with his work, and he complained about this to
Cullinane: “Really, John, you've got to tell those girls to wear more clothes. I find
them a very disturbing element.”

“I've wondered about this myself,” Cullinane said. The dig at Makor was
witnessing a phenomenon of the age, common to all countries: for protection from
the near-tropic sun young men wore hats, long-sleeved shirts, shoes and socks to
protect their ankles, while girls got along with little: sleeveless blouses, shorts, no
stockings and tennis shoes. After a few days of sunburn the kibbutz girls became
bronzed goddesses, rounded and beautiful. They were modest and well behaved,
but they were also alluring, and there could have been few men working at the dig
who were not at one time or another tempted to reach out and pinch these lovely
Jewish maidens. Of course, such temptation was one of the unexpected pleasures
of archaeology in Israel, but Cullinane agreed with his architect: “It was a lot



easier digging in Egypt. There the women had to wear clothes!”

But when the architect protested a second time—“John, I was truly worried. If
she had lifted that rock she’d have popped out all over—he decided that
something must be done. He therefore summoned Dr. Bar-El and said, in his best
administrative manner, “Mrs. Bar-El, I think you’d better speak to the girls. They
really must wear more clothes.”

“What do you mean?” she asked innocently.

“The men... they've begun to complain.”

“You mean the shorts?” She began to laugh at his embarrassment. “Really,
John, no sensible man’s complaining about shorts, I hope.”

“Not exactly,” he stammered.

“Aren’t the girls doing a good job?” she asked defensively.

“Yes! Yes! In fact they’re superior to any others I've worked with. But won’t you
please speak to them...”

“l wonder if I'm the proper one to do it,” she said shyly.

“Well, youre a woman.”

“But you haven’t seen the shorts I propose to wear,” she said quietly, and he
was left alone, fumbling with a pencil.

That afternoon she wore them, and although her outfit was not immodest it was
tantalizingly arranged, and when Cullinane first saw her heading for Trench A he
stopped what he was doing to watch. Then he smiled as he saw the architect
follow her approvingly down the trench, and he made no further effort to discipline
the kibbutz girls. They were, as he had told Dr. Bar-El, the most energetic and
intelligent workers he had ever employed, and if they wished to provide a daily
beauty parade, that would have to be one of the extra features at Makor; but when
Vered Bar-El went past, holding a piece of broken pottery, he asked himself: What
would Macalister and Albright think if they could see a dig like this?

She was a delightful person, Vered Bar-El, thirty-three years old, a widow from
the War of Independence and a fine scholar who had been offered university posts
in several countries. That she had not remarried since 1956, when her young
husband was killed during the Sinai Campaign, surprised Dr. Cullinane. He asked
her about it once as they were going across the tell, and she had said frankly, “I
have been married to Israel, and one of these days I must get a divorce.” He had
asked her what she meant by the first part of this sentence, and she explained,
“An outsider cannot imagine how hard we fought to gain a state here. It absorbed
all our energies. At Zefat, for example...”

“The town in the hills?”

She stopped, and it was obvious that she felt herself assailed by memories too
difficult to discuss. “You ask Eliav some day,” she said, and she had run down off
the tell.

As for the second part of her sentence, Cullinane understood this only too well.
As the son of an impoverished Irish day laborer on the Chicago and Northwestern
Railroad, he had devoted himself so single-mindedly to an education, acquiring a
polished accent and a Ph.D. at the same time, that he had not married, and his
devout mother had fairly well given up parading before him the daughters of her
Irish friends. Yet he knew that for a man to be forty without a wife was patently
absurd—and open to suspicion as well—and since the fortunate offer by Paul



Zodman to finance the Makor dig had settled his economic and professional
problems for the next decade, there was no reasonable excuse for delaying
marriage any longer; but like the meticulous man he was, the man who signed
each card so precisely J.C., he was studying the problem with scientific
detachment. He had, one might say, excavated his way through Levels I to XIII of
Chicago’s Irish society, and he had come upon some interesting pieces, but he had
so far found nothing in the human field to compare with the Christian-Jewish
cornerstone that he had found at Makor’s Level VII.

Then there was Mrs. Bar-El, working beside him each day, wearing her shorts
and smiling at him with her flashing eyes and white teeth. She was an easy girl to
remember when one was at the other side of the tell, or sleeping in the next tent.
He responded to her in two interesting ways which had little to do with her
personality: when considering marriage he remembered how men his age often
made asses of themselves, and he had sworn never to become involved with any
girl more than twelve years his junior—Vered was only seven years younger; also,
he had an affinity for girls who were shorter than he was, and Vered was positively
petite. That she was also an archaeologist neither added to nor detracted from her
general appeal, and as for the fact that she was Jewish and he Catholic, he
dismissed this as a problem of little consequence. In fact, he chuckled as he
recalled the joke that had been popular during his navy service in the Korean war:
“Soldier calls his Irish mother in Boston and says, ‘Mom! This Xavier in Korea.
Just wanted to warn you that I've married a Korean girl.” To his surprise his
mother makes no objection. In fact she seems pleased. ‘Bring the girl home, Xave.
You can stay with us.” ‘But where can we stay in your house, Mom, it’s so small?’
‘You can use my room, Xave, because the minute that Korean bitch puts her foot
through the door I'm gonna cut my throat.” It seemed to John Cullinane that
more than half his friends were married to what their parents thought were the
wrong mates—Catholics with Baptists, Jews with Armenians, and Xavier with his
Korean wife—and he gave the problem no more thought.

His present liberal views in these matters marked a sharp change from his
youth in Gary, Indiana, where he had grown up in a Catholic neighborhood whose
popular sport had been the seeking out of Jewish schoolchildren during the
tedious afternoons. He and his friends would lurk behind fences, rock in fist,
waiting for the occasional Jew in the district to come furtively home. With yells
they would spring upon him, pummeling him harshly and shouting:

“Jew boy! Jew boy!
Gonna crucify a goy.”

Once the truant officer had come to the Cullinane home with a warning: “Mike,
your boy has got to quit picking on the Ginsberg kids.”

“A fine thing,” his father had stormed. “An officer of the law wastin’ his time over
such a matter.”

“Mike, it’s gotta stop. The Jews is makin’ protests to the mayor.”

“Over what? They crucified Jesus, di'n they?”

Why did we do it? Cullinane sometimes asked himself in later years, and he
found no difficulty in determining the answer. As each Easter season approached,



the priest in his parish launched a series of sermons recounting the crucifixion of
our Saviour, and his Irish brogue would hang almost longingly upon the terrible
mystery of our Lord’s passion. Young Cullinane and his friends would listen in
growing anger as they heard of the manner in which the Jews betrayed Jesus,
forced a crown of thorns upon His brow, nailed Him to the cross, pierced His side,
mocked Him in His agony and even bargained in selling His clothes. It was almost
more than the boys could bear, and it infuriated them to think that descendants of
those same Jews were roaming the streets of Gary that day.

It was not till Cullinane reached college that he discovered that it had not been
the Jews who had done these things to Jesus; it had been Roman soldiers. He also
discovered that no Catholic dignitary who had advanced beyond the stage of
parish priest any longer proclaimed such views, but by then it did not matter. On
his own recognizance he had discovered that an instinctive hatred of the Jew
made no sense, and that a rational dislike could be supported by no evidence
whatever. And he had changed so completely that now he could even contemplate
marrying a Jew.

He found himself thinking about Vered a good deal, and one of the thoughts
that recurred most often was a warning delivered years earlier by a French
archaeologist in Egypt: “Many digs in the Near East have come to grief because
God made little-girl archaeologists and little-boy archaeologists, and when you put
them together in tents at the edge of a desert... the strangest things can happen.
Now this is particularly true of digs organized by Englishmen, because somehow
the Englishwoman, so proper at home, seems to go to pieces as soon as she sees a
pickaxe plopped in the earth ... in a nice way, that is.” In furtherance of this
theory the English photographer was romancing with the kibbutz girls, and
Cullinane didn’t blame him a bit.

In spite of the strenuous schedule laid out by Eliav, there was a good deal of
social life at the kibbutz, and in the long summer evenings the group used to
gather for folk dancing. Word had gone out that Big Boss was a bachelor, and
some very pretty girls hauled him onto the floor while the accordion beat out folk
music and partners swept through beautiful old dances, some from Russia, others
from the steep hills of Yemen. Cullinane found the kibbutz girls too young for
serious attention, but he did confess to one change of opinion, which he shared
with Tabari: “In America I always thought that folk dancing was for girls too ugly
and too fat for modern dancing. I stand corrected.”

In July he became uncomfortably aware of the fact that at the kibbutz dances
Vered Bar-El usually preferred to dance with Dr. Eliav, and they made an
attractive pair. His lank frame moved with masculine charm through the peasant
steps, while her petite body had a lively grace, especially in those dances where
girls were required to pirouette, their petticoats flying out parallel to the floor.
Tabari also arranged evening excursions to historic sites like Tiberias on the Sea of
Galilee or the poetic ruins of Caesarea, King Herod’s ancient capital, where
Cullinane saw Vered standing in the moonlight beside a marble column that had
once graced the king’s gardens, and she seemed to be the spirit of Israel, a dark-
haired, lovely Jewess from Bible times, and he had wanted to run to her and tell
her so, but before he did, Dr. Eliav moved beside her; he had been standing
behind the pillar, holding her hand, and Cullinane felt like an ass.



And then one night in mid-July as he inspected the dig in moonlight he was
alerted by someone moving along the northern edge of the plateau, and he
suspected it might be a worker out to steal a Crusader relic; but it was Vered Bar-
El, and he ran to her with a kind of release and caught her in his arms, kissing
her with a vigor that astonished both of them. Slowly she pushed him away,
holding on to the lapels of his field jacket and looking up at him with her dark,
saucy eyes.

“John,” she laughed warmly, “don’t you know I'm engaged to Dr. Eliav?”

“You are?” He brushed her hands away as if he were afraid of them.

“Of course. That’s why I came on this dig... rather than Massada.”

He’d wondered about that in Chicago: Why would Bar-El pass up a sure thing
like Massada to work with me? He became angry. “Damn it all, Vered. If he’s
engaged to you, why doesn’t he do something about it?”

For just a moment she looked as if she had been asking herself the same
question, but quickly recovered and said lightly, “Sometimes these things...”

He kissed her again and said most seriously, “Vered, if he’s held back this long,
why not marry a man who means business?”

She hesitated, as if inviting him to kiss her again, then pushed him away. “You
mean too much business,” she said softly.

“How long have you been engaged?”

Standing apart from him, she said, “We were in the war together. I roomed with
his wife before she was killed. He fought beside my husband. These are things that
bind people...”

“You make it sound like patriotic incest.”

She slapped his face, with all her force and all her anger. “These are serious
matters. Never, never...” Then she threw herself into his arms and sobbed. After a
while she whispered, “You’re a man I could love, John. But I fought desperately for
this Jewish land and I’'d never marry anyone but a Jew.”

He dropped his arms. Her statement was archaic and somehow offensive. It was
inappropriate for this moment when two people were groping for love. If the Jews
of Europe had gone through what they did in order to build a state in which an
attractive widow of thirty-three could talk like that... “You’re no farther along than
the Irish Catholics I used to know in Gary, Indiana. ‘You bring a Polack husband
into this house and I'll horsewhip the both of you.’ That was my father speaking to
my sister.”

“l didn’t ask you to kiss me,” Vered pointed out.

“I’'m sorry I did,” Cullinane snapped.

She took his angry hands and held them to her cheeks. “That’s an unworthy
remark and you know it. I've watched you working in the trenches, John. You
want to know every fact there is and no prejudice diverts you. All right, you've
been digging in this trench and you’ve uncovered something you don’t like... a
Jewish girl who has seen so much terror that there’s only one thing in the world
she wants to be. A Jewish girl.”

The force of her words made Cullinane respect what she said, but he could not
rationally accept it: if he understood anything about human relations, he knew
that Vered Bar-El was not going to marry Dr. Eliav. She gave no impression of
being in love with him and he no sense of being hungry for her. Like the Israel of



which she was a part she was caught in historical cross-currents, rather than in
the emotion of love, and she betrayed her awareness of this unsatisfactory
situation. With compassion Cullinane observed her uncertainty, then said, “Vered,
I've spent the last twenty years looking for a wife. I wanted someone who was
intelligent, not afraid of big ideas, and... well, feminine. Such girls aren’t easy to
find, and I won’t let you go. You'll never marry Eliav. Of that I'm convinced. But
you will marry me.”

“Let’s go back,” she said, and when they entered the main room of the Arab
house the others began to giggle, and Cullinane gained reassurance for his theory
when Dr. Eliav said lightly, not as an outraged lover but as a boy in college might
have spoken to his roommate, “Looks to me, Cullinane, as if you've been kissing
my fiancée.”

The Irishman wiped his lips, looked at his fingertips and said, “I thought Israeli
girls had forsworn salonim and lipstick.”

“They sometimes do,” Eliav said, “but later they reconsider.”

Cullinane decided to play along with the make-believe and extended his hand.
“In later years, Eliav, your wife can truthfully taunt you: ‘If I hadn’t married you I
could have gone to Chicago with a real man!”

“I'm sure I'll hear about it,” the tall Jew said, and the two archaeologists shook
hands.

“If it’s a formal engagement,” the English photographer cried, “we’ll celebrate all
night,” and somebody jumped into a jeep to dash into Akko for some bottles of
arrack; but for John Cullinane the songs and dances were tedious, for watching
Vered and her man he knew that this was a spurious engagement party. More
important, he had admitted to her and to himself how much he needed her and he
wondered what their relationship could be during the remainder of the dig.

Next morning, as Cullinane was sketching the first object so far uncovered
which might date from before the Christian Era, Dr. Eliav received a phone call
from the prime minister’s office in Jerusalem advising him that Paul J. Zodman, of
Chicago, was arriving at the airport that afternoon and was to be extended every
courtesy becoming a man who had contributed generously to the establishment of
Israel. A few minutes later a cablegram reached Cullinane advising him of
Zodman’s arrival, and a few minutes after that the Tel Aviv agent of the United
Jewish Appeal called to say, “Is this the Zodman dig? I want the director.
Zodman’s arriving this afternoon, and for God’s sake keep him happy.” Cullinane
finished his sketch and called in to the other room, “Now we can all begin to
sweat.”
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Two cars drove down from Makor, Tabari and Eliav in one, Mrs. Bar-El and
Cullinane in the other. It was Eliav who had insisted upon this arrangement,
sensing that the potential unpleasantness of the night before must be thoroughly
dispersed if the dig was to function properly. “Furthermore,” he added, “I've found
that it never hurts when you’re meeting a millionaire to have a good-looking girl
around. Makes him feel the operation is first-class.”




“This girl’s not good-looking,” Cullinane said. “She’s beautiful.” Vered kissed
him lightly before the others, and any tension that might have persisted was
relaxed.

On the long trip to the airport Vered said, “We’ve heard a lot about Paul
Zodman. What kind of man is he?”

Cullinane reflected. “He’s three times more intelligent than you’re going to think.
And three times more stupid.”

“Has he ever been to Israel?”

“No.”

“I've read about his gifts. Fifty thousand for planting trees. Half a million for the
school of business administration. How much for the dig? Third of a million?”

“He’s not altogether ungenerous, as the British might say.”

“Why has he done it? If he’s never been here?”

“He’s typical of many American Jews. One day he said, In Germany I’'d be dead.
In America I own seven stores. If I didn’t give to Israel I'd be a jerk.”

“Strictly charity?” Vered asked. “He has no particular sense of partnership with
us?”

Cullinane laughed. “When he sees how successful this country is... roads,
hospitals... he’s going to feel let down. He thinks he’s been feeding outcasts in a
ghetto.”

“What does he look like?”

“What do you think?”

“How old is he?”

“That I'll tell you. He’s forty-four.”

“Married?”

“Yes.”

“He get his money from his father?”

“Four of his stores he inherited. The rest he’s done himself.”

“l see him as a big man,” Vered said, “aggressive, never read a book but respects
college professors like you. He must be liberal or he wouldn’t have hired a Catholic
for your job.”

“Did you mean it when you said you’d never marry a non-Jew?” Cullinane asked
abruptly.

“I certainly did. Our family has a story which sums it all up. When we moved
from Russia to Germany my aunt wanted to marry an Aryan.”

“Whatever that means.”

“In her case it meant a blond-haired, blue-eyed Prussian with a good university
education. Our family raised hell, but it was Grandmother who delivered the
telling blow. She said, ‘For any man being married is difficult, and no man should
be tempted later in life to get rid of his wife merely because she’s a Jewess. He’ll
have enough other reasons.” My father said that everyone laughed at the old
woman’s reasoning, and my aunt wept, ‘Why would Otto be tempted to get rid of
me because I'm a Jewess?’ and the old woman explained, ‘The day may come when
Germany will make its men give up their Jewish wives,” and my aunt cried a good
deal, but she didn’t marry Otto. He married another Jewish girl, and in 1938 he
was forced to get rid of her, and the poor girl was sent to an extermination camp.
Of course, my aunt went to the same camp, but she went with her husband.”



“You think the time could come in America when I would be commanded to get
rid of you because you are Jewish?”

“l don’t bother about specific cases,” Vered replied. “I only know that the wise
old grandmothers were right.”

When the jet landed, there could be no mistake as to who Paul Zod-man was.
The first passengers to alight were ordinary French and American businessmen,
bearing no marks of distinction. The next were some elderly men weighed down
with cameras, and one could not think of Zodman as bothering to collect visual
records of where he had been, for he was mostly concerned with where he would
go next. Two powerfully built men descended, but they lacked any intellectual
quality, and they were followed by three or four who might have been Zodman
except that they were sloppily dressed and careless in manner, Then came a man
about five-feet-eight, underweight, dressed in a dark blue English suit
conservatively tailored, sunburned not from the sun but from a barber’s quartz
lamp, eager, bouncy, liking all that he saw and running down the stairs to greet
Cullinane.

“John! You didn’t need to drive all the way down to meet me”—but God help
John if as an employee he hadn’t been there!

“This is Dr. Bar-El, our pottery expert,” Cullinane said. He knew how impressed
businessmen were with the title “doctor”; they cursed professors but they wanted
their help to have doctorates. “This is Dr. Ilan Eliav. And this is the top expert of
them all, Jemail Tabari, Oxford University.” Businessmen felt the same way about
Oxford.

Paul Zodman stepped back, surveyed his team—three good-looking sunburned
men and a beautiful woman—and said, “You’ve got yourself a fine-looking group. I
hope they know something.”

“You cross-question them while I get your bags.”

“One bag,” Zodman explained, throwing Cullinane the ticket. “A small
overnighter.” That also proved that he was Paul Zodman; he had learned that most
travelers load themselves with preposterous amounts of luggage. When Cullinane
got to the bag he found it to be one of those super-expensive fiberglas-and-
magnesium jobs that weighed practically nothing. As a matter of interest he asked
the EI-Al man to put it on the scales, and fully loaded it hit just under nineteen
pounds. Two Jews from New York struggled by with seven bags weighing nearly
two hundred pounds.

On the trip back to the dig Zodman suggested that he ride with Tabari and Eliav
for the first half and that he then change to Cullinane and Bar-El, and as the cars
left the airport Cullinane asked Vered, “Well?”

“I'm impressed. He’s younger and smarter than I thought.”

“Wait till you see how smart he is,” Cullinane replied.

They were permitted to do so at the halfway mark, when Zodman jumped out of
Eliav’s car and came to Cullinane’s. “Two excellent men,” he said as he climbed in.
“I'd hire either of them for my stores right now. That Tabari’s a shameless
charmer. Tried to snow me with flattery. Eliav’s the powerhouse. You paying them
decent wages, John?”

“Starvation,” Vered replied.

“Well, if they’re as good as they look, after six or seven years raise them five



dollars. That goes for you too, Miss Bar-El.”

“Mrs. Bar-E1”

“This matter of wages on an archaeological dig is most perplexing,” Zodman
said. “Since you've gone, John, I've had Miss Kramer get me the reports of all the
important digs in this area—Macalister, Kenyon, Yadin, Albright...” He rattled off
some dozen names.

“You've read those reports?” Vered asked. “The big folio volumes?”

“The big expensive volumes. I've spent almost as much on the books as I have
on you, and, John...” He stopped, and there began that series of events which was
to prove how stupid he could be. “Do you suppose I could see the trees?”

“What trees?” Cullinane asked.

“I gave eighty-one thousand dollars to plant trees in this country.”

“Well...”Cullinane mumbled.

Vered rescued him. “The forests are over there,” she said, waving generally
toward the right, and to distract Zodman she began asking specific questions
about the archaeological reports, discovering that he had not skimmed the books
but was well versed in details.

“They never tell you what the expeditions cost,” he complained, “Correction—
Macalister did say that to continue at Gezer would take about...” He took out his
wallet and with no fumbling produced a slip of paper from which he read: “...at
least £350 per mensem would be requisite; and this does not allow any margin for
extra expenses.’ That was in 1909. And what was the pound worth in 1909? About
five dollars? That’s $1,750 a month ... eleven thousand dollars for a season. Now
Makor’s a lot smaller than Gezer was, yet you’re charging me about fifty thousand
dollars a season. How come?”

“Macalister had only himself and Tabari’s uncle and they hired their diggers for
twenty-one cents a day. On our payroll...”

The car had turned in the direction that Vered had indicated, and Zodman
asked, “Is this where the trees are?”

“Down that way,” Vered replied, seeking to sidetrack him, but soon the road
turned “that way” and Zodman asked, “Now do I see the trees?” Vered assured
them that they were somewhere ahead, and in this way they reached the tell, but
when Cullinane started to describe the Crusader castle, Zodman said quietly,
“You’re going to think it silly of me, but I'd like to see my trees. That castle died a
thousand years ago. The trees are living.”

Tabari took Eliav aside and warned him, “Here we go again. You produce some
trees, or we’re in trouble.”

Temporary relief was provided when Cullinane brought forth the gold menorah.
“This is your Candlestick of Death,” he said, and for some minutes Zodman was
lost in contemplation of that fateful object.

“Which was the candle where they cut off the king’s head?” he asked.

“The middle one,” Tabari assured him.

Eliav did not smile, for he was in trouble. Often before he had encountered this
problem of the trees, for skilled Israeli collectors, crisscrossing America for the
Jewish Agency, cajoled many wealthy American Jews into contributing dollars for
reforesting the Holy Land. “Imagine!” the collectors wheedled. “Your trees. Growing
on land where King David lived.” So when these donors reached Israel, the first



thing they wanted to see was their trees. Paul Zodman had given half a million
dollars for buildings, but he had no desire to see them, for he knew that plaster
and stone look pretty much the same around the world, but a living tree growing
from the soil of Israel was something which commanded his imagination.

Unfortunately, Eliav had found, a newly planted tree looked exactly like what it
was: a wisp of potential growth with less than a fifty per cent chance of living, and
amicable relations between the new state of Israel and her Jewish friends in
America had been damaged by this inability to show men like Zodman where their
contributions had gone. Eliav had several times tried taking such donors to
mountainsides where millions of fingerlings had been planted, but from a distance
of even twenty feet no living tree was visible. Some visitors never recovered from
the shock.

“What we need is a ready-built forest,” he whispered to Tabari, whereupon the
Arab snapped his fingers.

“We've got one! Relax. Our problem is solved.”

“What are you going to do?” Eliav whispered.

“Mr. Zodman,” Tabari announced expansively, “tomorrow morning you are going
to see one of the finest forests ...”

“You’re to call me Paul. You too, Mrs. Bar-El1.”

“Tomorrow morning, Paul, I'm driving you to see your trees.”

“Could we possibly go now?”

“No,” Tabari said with firmness, and he was surprised at how easily Zodman
accepted decisiveness. The Arab then took Cullinane aside and asked, “You got
any quick-dry paint?”

“A little... that cost a good deal.”

“It could never be used for a finer purpose.”

“What purpose?” Eliav asked.

“l am going to convert, here and now, the Orde Wingate Forest...”

“Wait a minute! Those big trees?”

“Paul Zodman will never know the difference,” Tabari said, and that evening he
painted an impressive sign:

The
PAUL J. ZODMAN
Memorial Forest

After the paint had dried, the sign looked rather garish, so Tabari took it out to
the tell and scuffed it about in the dig, after which he disappeared for the rest of
that day.

That evening, through a chain of misunderstandings, the Makor dig almost
collapsed. Trouble started when Paul Zodman, strolling away from headquarters at
sunset, asked a kibbutznik, “Where’s the synagogue, young man?”

“Are you kidding?” the farmer laughed as he went off to milk his cows.

Zodman returned to the office and complained to Eliav, “I arranged my flight so
I would arrive in Israel on Friday. To attend prayers my first night. Now they tell
me the kibbutz doesn’t have a synagogue.”

“This kibbutz, no. But others do,” Eliav temporized.



Vered asked, “Do you attend synagogue at home?”

“No, but Jews who support Israel... well, we sort of expect...”

Vered was contemptuous of this reasoning and met it head-on. “You expect us
Israeli Jews to be more religious than you American Jews?”

“Frankly, yes. You live in Israel. You have certain obligations. I live in America. I
have other obligations.”

“Like making money?” Vered asked.

Zodman realized that he was being foolish and lowered his voice. “I'm sorry if I
raised embarrassing questions. But, Mrs. Bar-El, your people do come pestering
me every year for funds... to keep Israel a Jewish state.”

“And each year you send us a few dollars so that we can be holy on your
behalf?”

Zodman refused to lose his temper. “I'm afraid you’ve put it rather bluntly, but
isn’t that what we Jews have been doing for centuries? When my ancestors lived in
Germany, men from the Holy Land came round each winter begging funds which
would support religious Jews living in Tiberias and Zefat...”

“Days of charity are over,” Vered snapped. “A new kind of Jew lives in Israel.”

And Paul Zodman was about to meet one of them. As he sat down to dinner he
saw before him a tureen of soup, some chunky meat, some butter... He looked
aghast at the combination of meat and butter and called for a waiter. He happened
to get Schwartz, the kibbutz secretary.

“Is this butter?” Zodman asked.

With a bold forefinger Schwartz took a dab of the butter, tasted it, wiped his
finger on his T-shirt, and asked, “What else?”

“Isn’t this kibbutz kosher?”

Schwartz looked at Zodman, then at Cullinane. In an American accent he
asked, “He some kind of a nut or something?” He stopped a waiter and took from
him a pitcher of cream. “Cream for your coffee,” he said contemptuously.

Zodman ignored the gesture, but when Schwartz had moved along to another
table he said quietly, “Don’t you find it extraordinary that this place is not
kosher?”

“Are you kosher at home?” Vered asked unsympathetically.

“No, but I...”

“Expect Israel to be,” she finished sardonically.

Still Zodman refused to grow angry. “I should think that a kibbutz, where young
people are growing up...” He shrugged his shoulders.

Eliav offered concessions. “Our ships, airplanes, hotels... they’re all kosher.
Doesn’t that reassure you?”

Zodman did not reply, for he was truly disturbed by his discovery of a kibbutz
that had no synagogue and a mess hall that was not kosher; it was Tabari, an
Arab Muslim, who brought him consolation.

“Paul, when you see your forest tomorrow!”

“His what?” Vered asked.

“His forest. I checked it this afternoon and it looks fine. After we see it, why
don’t we go on to Zefat? It'll be Shabbat and we can attend the Vodzher Rebbe’s
synagogue.”

“Good idea,” Eliav agreed. “Mr. Zodman, there you’ll see the Israel you're



searching for.”

But Zodman did not respond to the offer and that night the group went to bed
irritated and apprehensive. Zodman felt that he was wasting his money on a
Jewish state that ignored synagogues and ritual; Cullinane suspected that he
might have lost his chief financial supporter; Eliav felt that as an agent of the
Israeli government he should have been able to keep Zodman happy; and Vered
remembered the American as an irritating fool, condescending in his attitude
toward her country. She wished that he would leave so that the experts could get
back to their jobs. Only Tabari was satisfied with that first day and at midnight he
came to Cullinane’s tent, wakened the American and Eliav, and offered them
bottles of cold beer.

“We’re in real trouble,” he said blithely. “But there’s a way out. My Uncle
Mahmoud knew more about digs than any man in Palestine; and he had one basic
rule. The man who is putting up the money has got to be kept happy. Mahmoud
always kept one major find buried under sand so that when a visitor of importance
arrived...” He leaned back. “By tomorrow night we are going to have in Paul J.
Zodman one of the world’s happiest millionaires, because you should see what my
boys dug up this morning! It’s hiding out there now, with two guards watching it.
Lie down! Lie down!” He rose and barred the exit. “Tomorrow morning, just as we
drive off to the forest, Raanan from Budapest is going to come running up to my
car, shouting, ‘Effendi! Effendi!”

“Effendi?” Eliav growled. “He doesn’t even know the word.”

“And at the Paul J. Zodman Memorial Forest, I have a surprise for all of you,
and when we get back from the Vodzher Rebbe’s we’ll have the biggest surprise of
all... Let me say this, John, if you want more money from Zodman ask for it
tomorrow night. You’ll get it.”

As Tabari had predicted, early next morning when the cars were about to drive
off, bowlegged Raanan hurried up, crying, “Effendi! Effendi! At Trench A!” and all
piled out to see what the picks had uncovered.

Cullinane gasped. It was a fragment of Greek statuary, a rhythmic marble hand
so delicately poised as to make the heart pause in admiration. The hand grasped a
strigil, the blade now broken but perfect in its relationship to the hand, and the
two items—barely the fiftieth part of a complete statue—indicated what the whole
must have been, just as the statue, if it were ever found, would epitomize the long
struggle which stubborn Jews had conducted to protect their austere monotheism
against the allurements of Greece. The statue of the Greek athlete had no doubt
once adorned a gymnasium at Makor, the pagan center from which Greek officials
had tried to impress their will on subject Jews, and as Cullinane sketched the find
he could hear the sophisticated philosophers from Athens arguing with the
awkward Jews; he could hear the tempting rationalizations of those who followed
Zeus and Aphrodite as they clashed against the immovable monotheism of the
Jews; and he could visualize the struggle in which Hellenism, one of the most
spontaneous civilizations in history, had tried to smother Judaism, one of the
most rigid. How provocative it was to discover that the contest had reached even to
Makor and had finally died away to the symbol of one athlete’s hand grasping one
broken strigil.



Mlustration
Strigil

“You go on to Zefat,” Cullinane called up from the trench. “I'll work here.”

“John,” Tabari shouted, “you’re needed!” And Cullinane was brought back to the
present. He was needed, and the rest of the statue, if it lay buried in the tell, could
wait.

On one of the hills between Akko and Zefat, grateful Jews in 1949 had planted a
small forest in memory of Orde Wingate, the understanding Englishman who had
once served in Palestine and died in Burma. The trees had flourished and now
showed substantial trunks and broad-spreading crowns. As the two cars pulled to
a halt, the sign that proved this to be the Orde Wingate Forest was hidden, and a
newer one—well scuffed—was in its place. The four archaeologists, somewhat
ashamed of themselves, climbed down and tried to control their smiles as Zodman
descended to inspect his forest. He stood for some minutes in the roadway,
looking; then without speaking he moved in among the trees, feeling their stout
trunks and looking up at their piney needles. Some resin attached to his fingers
and he tasted it. He kicked at the earth and saw how a humus had begun to form,
a mulch that would hold water and prevent the floods that used to ravage this
area. He turned to look back at the people he was employing to dig at Makor, but
his throat was too choked with emotion for him to speak, so he resumed his
contemplation of the trees.

At this point Tabari had arranged for a troupe of children to come running
through the forest—mone had been there for months and their childish voices
began to echo among the trees. Zodman turned with surprise as they ran past,
and he caught a little girl, red-cheeked and pudgy. She knew no English and he no
Hebrew, but they looked at each other for a moment; then she struggled to pull
away, but Tabari had coached her and now, over Zodman’s shoulder, the Arab
made a sign and the child kissed the American. Zodman drew the little girl to him
and bowed his head. He let her go and she ran after the others to where a car
would return them to their village. After a prolonged and painful interval he came
back to the cars and said haltingly, “My relatives in Germany included many
children...” He wiped his eyes. “It’s a good thing to have children running free in a
forest.” He sat in the car and for the rest of the trip said nothing, but Eliav found
Tabari and whispered, “You take that damned sign down!” The Arab refused,
pointing out, “He’ll go back to it again and again.”

They drove to Zefat, an exquisite town hanging in the hills, and as time for
morning worship approached, Eliav explained, “At the Vodzher synagogue no place
is provided for women, so it would be best for Vered to wait in the car. Cullinane
and Tabari aren’t Jews, but I've brought yarmulkes for them, and they’ll be
welcomed. I've a cap for you, too, Mr. Zodman.”

He led the three worshipers away from the main street and down a series of
steep winding alleys that clustered along the sides of a hill, and sometimes these
alleys were so narrow that Zodman could reach out and touch the houses on
either side. Occasionally the buildings joined in their second stories and the men
walked through tunnels, winding back and forth through the maze of history, until
Eliav pushed open a small door that led into a cramped room not more than



twenty-five feet square. Along the sides stood stone benches, hundreds of years
old, and on them sat a collection of men who seemed even older: they were
bearded, rheumy-eyed and stooped; they wore long black coats and caps trimmed
with fur; some had prayer shawls of white wool striped with black. But they were
primarily conspicuous because long and sometimes beautiful curls dangled beside
their ears, and as they sat they prayed, moving their bodies back and forth in a
series of compulsive jerks.

They were Hasidic Jews who gathered about the Rebbe of Vodzh, a holy man
who had emigrated from the Russian town of Vodzh many years before, bringing
with him these old men and others who were now dead. The famous little man sat
huddled by himself, wrapped in a prayer shawl, only his piercing blue eyes visible
through a white beard and side curls. He was known as the Vodzher Rebbe and
this was his synagogue; but even more memorable was his beadle, a tall,
cadaverous man with no teeth and a filthy robe with a hem so stiff with dirt that it
scraped the floor. He wore cracked shoes that squeaked as he made his way from
one routine job to the next, and his fur cap was moth-eaten and bedraggled. As he
led Eliav and his three guests to the benches, Eliav whispered, “When he asks
you, ‘Cohen or Levi?’ you reply ‘Israel.” And as soon as the four were seated the
pitiful beadle shuffled up to ask, “Cohen or Levi?” and the men replied, “Israel.”

It would not be accurate to say that formal worship started. There were
seventeen men in the synagogue that morning, and each conducted his own
service, coming together now and then as some special prayer was reached; but
even then they recited at seventeen different speeds, so that the result was a mad
jangle. During the service the beadle shuffled back and forth, talking, cajoling,
suggesting, while two old Jews sat in a corner conducting a business discussion.
Two others prayed in loud voices on a line of their own, while the old rebbe,
incredibly ancient, Cullinane thought, mumbled prayers that no one else could
have heard. “I've been in some synagogues, but nothing like this,” Cullinane
whispered to Eliav, who said, “Don’t whisper. Speak up.” And Cullinane said above
the rumble of voices, “Catholics aren’t supposed to enter other churches,” and
Zodman said, “This isn’t a church. It’s a synagogue.”

In the middle of the service the old beadle went to the niche where the Torah
was kept—those first five books of the Bible ascribed to Moses—and as the silver-
tasseled scroll was brought forth, old men kissed it reverently. The beadle carried
it to a kind of pulpit where a reader began chanting the holy words. No one
listened, except that from time to time the beadle summoned different members of
the congregation to stand beside the chanter, honorary readers as it were. “He
takes first a Cohen, then a Levi, then an Israel,” Eliav said above the noise.
“What’re they?” Cullinane asked. “I'll explain later,” he replied.

And then the beadle was at Cullinane’s elbow, tugging at Paul Zodman’s sleeve,
and it was apparent that the Chicagoan was being asked to assist at the reading of
the Torah, and suddenly the whole significance of the day was altered. Tears came
into the millionaire’s eyes. He looked in bewilderment at Cullinane and Eliav, who
pushed him forward. He went to the rickety pulpit, where the reader, using a silver
wand, pointed out the words on the scroll, and over the man’s shoulder Zodman
looked at the ancient Hebrew characters. Recollections of his grandfather reciting
these words came to him, recollections of the little German town of Gretz, from



which he had sprung. The drone of voices in the Vodzher synagogue was like an
orchestration of his ancestral memories, and when, at the end of the reading, the
beadle asked in Yiddish how much Zodman would contribute to the synagogue,
the latter said in a low voice, “Two hundred dollars.”

“Six hundred lira!” the beadle shouted to the worshipers, and all stopped to look
at Zodman, even the rebbe himself, and the American returned to his seat, sitting
very quietly throughout the rest of the service.

Cullinane, used to the rigid formalism of Catholic worship, with its masterful
alternation of priestly chant and group participation, was unable to assess the
Jewish ritual. Here there was no organization, no systematic division and no
apparent beauty. The voices of women were absent. The beadle shuffled up and
down, the old rebbe prayed on his own, and each man was his separate
synagogue. He looked at the two men in the corner, still arguing their business
problem, and he concluded that while Judaism might be meaningful for Paul
Zodman it could never substitute for the controlled beauty of Catholicism.

Then just as he was dismissing the religion, a moment arrived that he would
never forget, one of the supreme religious experiences of his life. In later years, as
he dug through the layers of Jewish history at Makor, it would return at
unexpected times to illuminate his understanding. It started simply. The beadle
shuffled up to an old man sitting beside Zodman and indicated that he must take
off his shoes. The old Jew did so and the beadle banged his way to a little closet
under the niche, and while the others prayed he rattled a chain of keys, finally
selecting one that unlocked the closet doors, behind which hung a copper pot.
This he handed to the man, who went to a spigot outside the door as the beadle
threw down a narrow rug. Three other men took off their shoes, and when the first
returned with water, washed their hands. Four white prayer shawls were then
procured and these the four shoeless men threw over their heads—mnot their
shoulders, their heads—and took their places on the rug, where they prayed in
silence, facing the wall.

Now the Vodzher Rebbe began a different kind of chant, composed of short
phrases, whereupon the four beshrouded Jews turned to face the congregation
and, bowing from the waist, extended their arms to form a kind of cloth tent which
hid their faces but allowed their voices to sound forth, and from this strange
position they uttered a series of moving cries, meaningless but profound.
Cullinane stared at the ghostly figures—these headless Jews lost in their
shrouds—and wondered what their performance could signify. It was archaic,
passionate, a group of voices shouting some message from the most ancient
history of man, and finally the shawls were dropped back over the heads and the
voices ceased. The ceremony, whatever it was, had ended, and seventeen different
men moaned and grumbled and argued their way to the conclusion of seventeen
different services. The rebbe mumbled a prayer and the synagogue service ended.

“What was it?” Cullinane asked, deeply shaken by the last segment of the
service.

“The shawl thing?” Eliav asked. “All Jews are divided among Cohens, Levis and
Israels. Cohens are priests, Levis are the temple attendants and Israels are the
majority that’s left over. At each Saturday service the Cohens in attendance—they
don’t have to be named Cohen, though many are—rise, put on their shawls and



bless the congregation.”

“Zodman looks as if he has taken it seriously.”

“So do you,” Eliav said.

Zodman left the Vodzher synagogue in a state of euphoria, relieved to know that
Israel had some persons, at least, who sustained Jewish ritual—and when the
men returned to the cars where Vered waited, he stunned them by stating
solemnly, “I don’t think it’s right to drive on Shabbat,” and he would not allow the
cars to move until the holy day ended.

“Has he ever done such a thing in Chicago?” Vered whispered.

“No. He loves college football. Drives to Urbana every Saturday.”

“I believe,” Zodman pronounced gravely, “that with enough saintly men like the
Vodzher Rebbe, Israel is in good hands.”

“Enough men like the rebbe,” Vered whispered, “and this country is doomed.”

Since the cars could not be used, Cullinane walked his group to a hotel that
had old olive trees in the court, and there over a cold lunch, since no fires were
allowed in Zefat on Shabbat, the archaeologists explained to their patron what
they were accomplishing at Makor. “Let’s climb up on the hill,” Cullinane
suggested. “I can show you there.”

“We won’t have to use the cars?” Zodman asked suspiciously.

“Walking is allowed,” Eliav assured him, “for two thousand paces in each
direction,” and the five climbed to the top of the hill crowning Zefat, where they
found the ruins of a Crusader castle. Zodman was delighted to see the great rocks
and asked, “Will ours look as good as this?”

“Better,” Cullinane assured him, “because Makor was a better castle to begin
with, and I think we’re going to uncover more of it. But you understand, Paul, that
when we do uncover it we’ll have to remove many of the stones and go on down to
the levels beneath.”

“What happens to the castle?” Zodman asked.

“Some of it vanishes... stone by stone.”

“But I gave the money to find a castle.”

“You will, but the important finds will be the ones underneath, the ones going
far back into history.”

Zodman frowned. “I sort of fancied that when we were through we’d have a
castle, so that when my friends came over from Chicago I could send them up to...
well, see my castle.”

Cullinane took the next step cautiously: “In Israel we have half a dozen good
Crusader castles. Here... the one at Starkenberg. But what we’re digging for may
be nowhere else. The ultimate secrets of Jewish history.” This was a preposterous
statement, but it sounded good.

Tabari added, “The sort of thing you saw at the Vodzher Rebbe’s.” This was
completely nonsensical, but as Tabari had guessed, it caught Zodman’s
imagination.

“You think there’s something worthwhile down there? Beneath the castle?”

“Where we’re standing, here at Zefat, history goes back to the time of Flavius
Josephus... about the time of Christ. But at Makor it may go back an additional
seven or eight thousand years.”

“Like Gezer?” Zodman asked. “Jericho?”



“Like them,” Cullinane said.

“Maybe not as far,” Eliav said with professional caution.

“But there’s a chance?” Zodman asked.

“Koe-rect,” Tabari said. “A treasure-house of Jewish history.”

“Then we should dig for it,” Zodman said, “even if I must lose some of my
castle.”

“We’d better get in the cars now,” Tabari insinuated, “because I have something
quite special arranged for tonight.”

Zodman consulted his watch and his conscience and said, “I think it’s now all
right to travel,” but when the cars reached his memorial forest and Tabari asked,
“Do you want to stop and see your trees again?” he replied, “I think we can let the
trees go back to their rightful owner. You see, when I was playing with those
phony little children I saw the other Orde Wingate sign which somebody
overlooked.”

For a moment no one knew what to say, but Tabari broke the silence with the
breezy observation: “Tonight, Paul, youre going to see something you’ll never
forget.”

“I'll never forget the forest,” Zodman replied, and they could not tell whether he
was joking or not.

In Israel the festive night of the week is Saturday, for “when three stars can be
seen in the heavens at one glance” Shabbat ends and the orthodox, who have
observed its restrictions, are free to travel and to celebrate. On this Saturday night
Kibbutz Makor was playing host to the Galilee finals of the biennial Bible Quiz, in
which participants were subjected to the most penetrating questions regarding Old
Testament history. Winners of tonight’s contest would move on to Jerusalem to
qualify for the world finals in which many countries would participate, so
excitement was high as buses arrived in the kibbutz from Akko, Zefat and
Tiberias.

Before the contest began Tabari asked permission to address the crowd, and
said, “Tonight our contestants will compete not only for the right to go to
Jerusalem, but for cash prizes which our distinguished guest from America, Mr.
Paul Zodman, has agreed to award.” Zodman, knowing nothing of this plan,
fidgeted uneasily as the shameless Arab stared at him and said, “First prize, one
hundred American dollars?” Zodman nodded and the crowd cheered. “Second
prize, fifty dollars. Third prize, twenty-five.” He smiled blandly at Zodman and sat
down.

The Chicagoan had expected the evening to be a perfunctory affair, but he was
soon disabused. Twelve Israelis, mostly under the age of thirty, lined up while a
group of four experts from Jerusalem began firing questions at them: “Name seven
birds mentioned in the Bible, citing your authority for each.” That gave no
difficulty, nor did the call for seven animals. “Name three princesses from outside
Israel who caused trouble.” A young man from Tiberias answered that one.
“Differentiate between the three Isaiahs and distribute the Book of Isaiah among
them.” That knocked out one girl, who knew the difference between the First
Isaiah, who was purely Jewish in his theology, and the Second, who seemed to
foretell the Christian faith, but not the Third Isaiah, a shadowy figure who
returned to Hebraic thoughts. The next woman, a Yemenite from Zefat, was able to



answer the question and to specify the chapters and verses at which the Isaiahs
were separated. At the end of the second hour three contestants still remained,
two men and an attractive girl from Kibbutz Makor, and the questions became
minute. “Differentiate between Jedaiah, Jedidah and Jeduthun, citing your
authority for each.” That took care of one man, but the girl was able to rattle off
the answers, and in the end she defeated the other man as well, to the joy of her
kibbutzniks.

“Young lady,” Zodman said with respect, “I have never seen a person win a prize
more deservedly than you have just done. That goes for you, too, gentlemen. But I
would like to ask one additional question. Was this a hand-picked group? Do the
other young people know the Bible as well as you did?”

“Excuse me,” Schwartz interrupted, collecting the girl’s hundred dollars, for the
kibbutz was run on a basis of pure socialism, “in Israel we all study the Bible.
From our kibbutz alone we could have offered a team which would have done just
as well.”

“Amazing,” Zodman said, and that night before he went to bed he intended to
tell Cullinane that he was thinking more kindly about Israel, even if the kibbutz
didn’t have a synagogue; but he found his director sitting silent before the Greek
hand with the strigil, so he did not interrupt, but when Vered Bar-El appeared he
walked with her beneath the olive trees, confessing, “I'm afraid I was fairly stupid
about your Israel.”

“l was sure you couldn’t have been as ill-informed as you sounded yesterday,”
she said.

Next morning there was much energy at the dig, for Tabari had promised an
extra ten pounds to any worker who turned up a significant find while Paul
Zodman was on the premises, and before noon a girl at Trench B started crying, “I
win! I win!”

“Shut up!” Tabari cried, quieting the cries lest Zodman hear, but when he saw
what the girl had unearthed—a Babylonian helmet and a spear point, bespeaking
the days when Nebuchadrezzar had enslaved Makor and taken into captivity much
of its population—he himself became excited and started shouting, “Hey!
Everyone!” And in the confusion Zodman came running up to see the mysterious
armor which must have struck terror into ancient Makor when its owner stalked
into town. Cullinane sketched the find, then turned the trench over to the
recorders.
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On his way back to the office he saw with apprehension that the team at Trench
A was gouging out the earth with unscientific haste and no doubt destroying
minor objects. He protested to Tabari, but the Arab said, “We’ve got ten years to
impress scholars, and one morning to impress Paul J. Zodman. If I had a steam
shovel right now, I'd use it.” And his scheme proved profitable when a boy from
Trench A turned up one of the real finds at the tell:
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Horned altar]

“What is it?” Zodman asked.

“The most Hebrew thing we've found yet,” Cullinane explained. “The kind of
horned altar they speak of in the Bible. This could date back to the time of King
David. He may even have worshiped at it, although I doubt that he was ever here.”
Zodman bent in the dust to study the old stone altar, so strange and barbaric, yet
the foundation of so much of Jewish religion, the kind of altar at which the first
sacrifices were made to the one god. Tenderly he patted the antique piece, then
said, “I'm flying out tonight. To Rome.”

“But you've been here only two days!” Cullinane protested.

“Can’t give you any more time,” the busy man said, and on the way to the
airport he observed to Vered and Cullinane, “These two days were worth two years
of my life. I saw something I'll never forget.”

“The Vodzher Rebbe?” Vered asked, with just a touch of malice.

“No. An Israeli soldier.” Silence. Deep silence. Then Zodman’s quiet voice: “For
two thousand years whenever we Jews saw a soldier, it could only mean bad news.
Because the soldier couldn’t be Jewish. He had to be an enemy. It’'s no small thing
to see a Jewish soldier, standing on his own soil, protecting Jews... not
persecuting them.” More silence.

At the airport Zodman assembled his staff and said, “You’re doing a wonderful
job. Last night after I talked with Mrs. Bar-El I surrendered my sentimental
interest in the castle. Go on down to bedrock. You’re a great team and you can do
it.” He hesitated, then pointed at Tabari. “But this one, John, I think you should
fire.”

Vered gasped, but Zodman, without changing his austere expression, said,
“Lacks the scientific attitude. Doesn’t pay attention to details.”

“His Uncle Mahmoud...” Cullinane stammered.

“Not only did the Orde Wingate Forest have two signs,” Zodman said, “but that
first night, while you men were plotting in the tent, I took a walk on the tell and a
guard cried, ‘You can’t go there,” and when I asked why not, he said, ‘Because Mr.
Tabari is keeping a piece of Greek statue buried in the sand so that tomorrow he
can please some jerk from Chicago.” And he was gone.

As the plane roared off, its jet engines so reminiscent of the passenger they were
bearing aloft, Vered Bar-El sighed, “In Israel there’s bitter discussion about why
American Jews refuse to emigrate here. At last I understand. We couldn’t find
room for more than one or two like him.”

She looked at Cullinane quizzically, and he said, “America’s a big place. We can
absorb all sorts of energy.” And on the long ride back to Makor he again asked
Vered why she and Eliav were not married, and she replied cautiously, “Life in
Israel’s not altogether simple. Being a Jew is not always easy.” On that subject she
obviously preferred to say no more.

Cullinane remarked, “You didn’t see the Vodzher Rebbe and his team, but you
can imagine.”

“l used to know the rebbe,” she said cryptically. “Side curls, fur hat, long cloak,
frenzy, frenzy. That’s part of the burden we carry.”

“Why do Jews make things so difficult for themselves... and others?” Cullinane



asked. “What I mean is this. We Catholics are holding ecumenical conferences to
minimize the archaic structure of our religion, while you Israelis seem to be doing
everything to make yours more archaic. What’s the reason?”

“You’re looking at the old Jews in the Vodzher synagogue. Why not look at the
young Jews at the kibbutz? They refuse to fool around with archaic forms, but
they know the Bible better than any Catholic you've ever met. They study it not to
find religious forms but to discover the organic bases of Judaism. I think, John,
that it’s in our young people we’ll find our answers... not in the old rebbes.”

“I wish I were as sure as you are,” he said.

Then, unexpectedly, he gained a series of rapid insights into kibbutz life and
discovered for himself reasons that supported Vered’s belief that the salvation of
Israel probably rested in the idealism and dedication generated by the kibbutz. It
was a Friday night and he had returned to the dig after participating in the
evening service at the synagogue in Akko, and as he sat at his table in the mess
hall he saw coming out of the kitchen, working as a waiter, a man whose face he
recognized. It was the strong, vital face of a man in his mid-forties. His steel-gray
hair was cropped short in the German fashion and he had no left arm, his shirt
sleeve having been pinned up tight with a safety pin. He was General Teddy Reich,
one of the heroes of Israel’s War of Independence and now a cabinet minister. For
two years he had been the Israeli ambassador to the United States and was well
known in America, where he had proved himself a witty and successful diplomat.

But more than soldier, diplomat or statesman, Teddy Reich was a member of
Kibbutz Makor and from it he derived his strength. He had helped establish this
communal settlement and had organized its economy and its rules of living; he
owned not a penny’s worth of property in the world, only his share in the kibbutz,
and frequently throughout the year he came back from Jerusalem to attend the
policy-making Friday-night sessions. Whenever he did so, he worked in the
kitchen, with one arm, to show the younger members what he had discovered in
the long years when Jews had no homeland: that work, productive work, is the
salvation of man, and especially of the Jew.

He brought a platter of meat to the archaeologists’ table and said to Eliav,
“Could I see you in the kitchen?” Cullinane noticed that Vered watched Eliav go as
if she were an apprehensive mother hen, but when she caught Cullinane observing
her she laughed nervously: “They say Teddy Reich’s backing Eliav for some
important job.”

“In the government?” the Irishman asked.

“Ben-Gurion considered him one of our brightest young men,” she said, and
Cullinane thought: She speaks of him as if he were her neighbor’s boy, unattached
to her in any way.

In the kitchen Eliav and Reich spent some hours talking politics while the
general washed dishes, but when the kibbutz meeting convened, Reich absented
himself and came to the headquarters building seeking Cullinane. “Could we talk
for a moment?” the one-armed cabinet member asked. Cullinane was pleased at
the opportunity, and Reich said, “Mind if we walk back to the kibbutz? I want you
to meet someone.”

And for the first time, in summery moonlight, Cullinane actually visited the
kibbutz at which he had been impersonally taking his meals. He saw the buildings



which men like Reich had wrenched from the soil, the small homes for nearly
fifteen hundred people, the wealth accumulated through years of communal work,
the schools, the nurseries, the hospital. To walk past these living buildings
occupying land that had lain barren for nearly seven hundred and fifty years was
an experience that made the state of Israel come alive, and Cullinane listened
attentively as Reich explained the rationale for this move or that, but finally the
former general said, “What I really wanted to talk with you about is the possibility
of getting my daughter into the University of Chicago.”

“Can be done. If she’s a good student.”

“I think she is. But I want you to judge.”

“She live here in the kibbutz?”

“Where else?” Reich led the way to a series of dormitory buildings, where he
knocked on one of the doors, waiting for a girl’s voice that advised him in Hebrew
to come on in. When the door was pushed open Cullinane saw a beautiful young
girl of seventeen or eighteen, and like a schoolboy he pointed at her: “You won the
Bible Quiz!”

“Yes.” She nodded gracefully and indicated four iron beds where they could sit.

Cullinane sat on one and told Reich, “You don’t need to worry about her getting
into the university. In Bible she knows more than the professors.”

“But does she know enough English?”

Cullinane began speaking with the charming young woman, and after several
exchanges, said, “Heavy accent, but she certainly knows enough to get by.”

“I hope so,” Reich said. “I could have sent her to the Reali in Haifa. They offered
a scholarship, but I thought it more important for her to know kibbutz life. Even if
the school here isn’t first-class.”

“It’s an excellent school,” the girl protested.

“In academic subjects it’s rotten,” Reich said, and before his daughter could
object he held up his right hand. “Rotten, but she’s found herself a good
education, nevertheless.”

He was about to discuss entrance requirements when the door burst open,
admitting a rugged young fellow of about eighteen dressed only in shorts and with
a face full of shaving lather. He seemed to belong in the room, for after apologizing
to General Reich and nodding brusquely to Cullinane, he went to the bed next to
the girl’s and fumbled about in a locker, looking for his razor. When he finally
found it he handled it gravely, like a young man who has not yet shaved regularly,
and after further apologies, backed out.

“Your son?” Cullinane asked.

“No,” Reich said.

Cullinane was left hanging. Obviously the young man lived in this room.
Obviously Reich’s daughter lived in it, too. He looked at her fingers, finding no
wedding ring, and he must have blushed, for suddenly Reich burst into laughter.
“Oh, the young man!” His daughter laughed, too, and Cullinane felt embarrassed
at a joke which he failed to understand.

“Here at Kibbutz Makor,” Reich explained, “we decided from the first that our
children would be brought up outside the home. So while they’re still babies we
take two boys from two different families and two girls from two other families and
we put them together in one room. And they stay together till they’re eighteen.”



“You mean...”

“Yes,” the general said. “In this bed my daughter. In that one the young man
you just saw. Where you’re sitting another girl. And over there another boy.”

Cullinane gulped. “Till eighteen?”

“That’s a natural stopping age,” Reich said. “At eighteen everyone goes off to the
army. There the boys and girls meet other people their own age and they get
married quite normally.”

“They don'’t...” Cullinane could scarcely frame his questions.

“What you mean,” the girl said easily, “is that we almost never marry boys from
our own kibbutz. We know them far too well.”

Cullinane looked at the proximity of the beds and said, “I suppose so.”

“As for the other problem that worries you,” the lovely girl went on, “I've lived
here at Makor for eighteen years and in that time we’ve had only two pregnancies
and one abortion. In our grammar school when I was in Washington we had ten
times that many in one year. And the girls there were only fourteen.”

Suddenly, in the small room, Cullinane could see his sister in suburban
Chicago. The silly woman had three daughters and at thirteen each had become,
under her tutelage, a premature Cleopatra, with lipstick, permanent and some
pimply-faced teen-age boy as her steady date. The youth of his nieces had been a
fleeting thing, and at sixteen each had begun carrying in her purse a flat tin box of
contraceptives, in case her escort had forgotten. It was difficult for him to
comprehend what Teddy Reich and his daughter were saying—that there was a
different way of rearing children, one that worked at least as well as the
preposterous system now being followed in America. His reflections were halted
when the young man returned to his room, clean-shaven but still in his shorts.
With some awkwardness he dressed and ran off to a meeting being held in the
schoolhouse.

“Tell them I'll be along in a minute,” Reich’s daughter cried. Then she turned to
Cullinane and asked, “Do you think I'm ready for Chicago?”

“More than ready,” he assured her.

“And you’ll help with my application?”

“I'd be proud to sponsor you.”

The girl left and the two men sat alone in the room. “Do you find it so
incredible?” Reich asked. Not waiting for an answer from the stunned
archaeologist, he said, “The results of our system are striking. No juvenile
delinquency. None. A minimum of sexual aberration. Of course we have our share
of adultery and backbiting, but our success in marriage? Far above normal. And
when they become adults they have the sturdy drive we need in Israel.”

“But living together... till eighteen?”

Reich laughed and said, “I knew a lot of psychotics in America who’d have been
much better off if they’d lived that way in their youth. Saved them from a hell of a
lot of mental disturbances.” Cullinane wondered if Reich was alluding to him, a
man in his forties and not yet married; perhaps things would have worked out
differently if he had shared a room with girls in this normal way until he was
eighteen. But these speculations were ended when Reich said, “We kibbutzniks
represent only about four per cent of the total population of Israel. But we have
supplied about fifty per cent of the national leadership. In all fields. Because we



grew up with honest ideals. Solid underpinning.” He rattled off the names of
Israel’s notable leaders, and all were old kibbutzniks.

“And none of those men own anything?” Cullinane asked.

“What do you own? Really?” Reich countered. “Your education. Your force of
character. Your family. Do you really own the other things? Or do they own you?”
But as they walked back to the archaeological headquarters Reich confessed,
“Each year the kibbutz percentage of the total population diminishes. Today
people are no longer interested in our ideals. Only in making a fast buck.” He
shook his head sadly. “So much the worse for Israel.” And in a gloomy frame of
mind he walked back through the buildings he had created with one arm.

September came and the dig settled down to the great, serious work before it.
The distractions of the Crusader castle were past; the wars between religions were
silenced; Romans and Greeks had known their day in the dust; the Jews had built
their horned altars; and now the archaeologists had come to those shadowy, those
fruitful centuries when remembered history was only just beginning. At last the
two trenches operated at the same level, substantiating each other and turning up
fragments of clay vessels broken by women not yet accustomed to kitchen
utensils, while beds of flint called across the centuries their messages of men who
knew no iron for hunting, but only the sharpened edges of stones and lengths of
wood in which to fasten them.

Now Vered Bar-El became the most important member of the team, for she
alone could look at pottery and assure the men that they had dug through one
civilization and were entering another; it was uncanny how she could identify the
pieces, some no larger than a shilling, by their glaze, their decoration, the manner
in which they were baked, their constituent clays, or whether they had been
smoothed down by hand, a wad of grass or a comb. Her pert little figure, clad in a
playsuit, could be seen darting into the trench each morning and huddled over her
workbenches the rest of the day. Tabari and Cullinane ratified Vered’s findings by
inspecting the thin layers of rubble in which the sherds were found; the tell
contained seventy-one feet of accumulation laid down during eleven thousand
years, and that meant less than eight inches added per century. But recent levels
like the Crusader castle had accounted for much of the deposit, so that in the pre-
Christian periods whole groups of centuries might be represented by only two
inches of silt, but these two inches could contain records as easy to read as if they
had been reported in the morning newspaper. It was hard to believe, unless one
saw a thin band of soot extending uniformly from Trench A across to B, how the
burning of the town—either by enemies or accident—could have left a record that
was unmistakable; and when good samples of soot were found, say, a charred
deer’s horn or a seashell brought to Makor by some ancient trader from Akko, they
could be airmailed to Chicago or Stockholm, where scientists could analyze the
carbon of the charring and wire back the date when the fire had taken place.

For example, when Tabari found the two pieces of pottery marking Level XIII, he
also came up with a good deposit of burned ram’s horn near them, laid down as
part of a general conflagration which must have destroyed Makor at that time.
Cullinane, listening to the deductions of Vered Bar-El, made his sketch and put
down his estimate of the probable date. But at the same time he airmailed carbon
samples to the laboratories in America and Sweden and awaited confirmation or



alteration of his guess.
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Throughout the history of life on earth, two kinds of carbon have been available
to all living things. Carbon-12 is the normal, stable substance familiar to anyone
who has cleaned a stove or burned dead leaves in autumn, and each living object
contains substantial amounts of this carbon. Plants get it through photosynthesis,
animals through the plants they eat. Carbon-14, on the other hand, is an
unstable, radioactive substance heavier than normal carbon. It is formed in the
earth’s upper atmosphere and finally mixes itself into our atmosphere in the
almost imperceptible ratio of one-trillionth of a part of Carbon-14 to one part of
Carbon-12. But even such a slight trace of the heavier carbon is detectable in all
things that live or have ever lived; as long as they continue to live they absorb
Carbon-14, but at the moment of death they absorb no more.

Carbon-14 would be of no significance to archaeologists except for a peculiarity
which makes it invaluable. At the death of a living organism, its Carbon-14
content, which is non-stable, begins to disintegrate, losing half its remaining total
every 5,500 years. For example, if the ram’s horn that Jemail Tabari dug out of the
fire-level at Makor were found to retain only half its Carbon-14, it could be dated
roughly 3535 B.C.E., plus or minus 330 years, so that the ram which grew the
horn must have died sometime between the years 3205 B.C.E., and 3865 B.C.E.

Laboratories determine the Carbon-14 content in a sample by counting the
number of Carbon-14 disintegrations per minute per gram of ordinary carbon.
Living samples give off 15.3 such disintegrations a minute; those that died in 3535
B.C.E. give off half that number, or 7.65; and those that died in 9035 B.C.E. yield
3.83 disintegrations per minute. Unfortunately, material that died more than
50,000 years ago yields such a diminished rate that present instruments cannot
accurately measure the disintegrations, so that dates earlier than 70,000 are
largely guesswork, although a similar substance, potassium argon, promises to
yield reliable dates back to two million years. Cullinane had submitted his carbon
samples to two different laboratories—he had more than forty to choose from, in
countries from Australia to Switzerland—so that one result could be checked
against the other.

While the archaeologists waited for reports to confirm their guess of 1400 B.C.E.
for Level XIII, the harvest season approached and the kibbutz works committee
began to recall their people for that job, so that one by one the rugged diggers were
taken from the tell. They hated to go, and General Reich’s daughter protested at
being forced to leave the dig just as the intellectually challenging sequences were
being brought to the surface, but the girls were needed and Dr. Cullinane assured
them that next spring they could have their jobs back, and for many years into the
future. He watched with regret as their lovely bare legs tramped out of his office to
head for the gleaning as Jewish maidens had done at Makor thousands of years
before. “They’re wonderful kids,” he sighed, and the dig stumbled into inaction
because of no help.

Dr. Eliav solved the work problem one morning by announcing that he had



made contact with the Jewish Agency and they had agreed to allocate from the
next immigrant ship twenty-four Moroccans to Kibbutz Makor for work at the dig.
“They’ll be pretty rough diamonds,” Eliav warned. “No English. No education.”

“If they speak Arabic I can handle them,” Tabari assured the leaders, and two
nights later the team went to greet the large ship that plied monotonously back
and forth across the Mediterranean hauling Jewish immigrants to Israel.

“Before we go aboard,” Eliav summarized, “I've got to warn you again that these
aren’t the handsome young immigrants that you accept in America, Cullinane.
These are the dregs of the world, but in two years we’ll make first-class citizens of
them.” Cullinane said he knew, but if he had realized how intellectually
unprepared he was for the cargo of this ship, he would have stayed at the tell and
allowed Tabari to choose the new hands.

For the ship that came to Israel that night brought with it not the kind of people
that a nation would consciously select, not the clean nor the healthy nor the
educated. From Tunisia came a pitiful family of four, stricken with glaucoma and
the effects of malnutrition. From Bulgaria came three old women so broken they
were no longer of use to anyone; the communists had allowed them to escape, for
they had no money to buy bread nor skills to earn it nor teeth to eat it with. From
France came not high school graduates with productive years ahead of them, but
two tragic couples, old and abandoned by their children, with only the empty days
to look forward to, not hope. And from the shores of Morocco, outcast by towns in
which they had lived for countless generations, came frightened, dirty, pathetic
Jews, illiterate, often crippled with disease and vacant-eyed.

“Jesus Christ!” Cullinane whispered. “Are these the newcomers?” He was decent
enough not to worry about himself first—although he was appalled at the prospect
of trying to dig with such assistance—but he did worry about Israel. How can a
nation build itself strong with such material? he asked himself. It was a shocking
experience, one that cut to the heart of his sensibilities: My great-grandfather
must have looked like this when he came half-starved from Ireland. He thought of
the scrawny Italians that had come to New York and the Chinese to San
Francisco, and he began to develop that sense of companionship with Israel that
comes very slowly to a Gentile: it was building itself of the same human material
that America was developed upon; and suddenly he felt a little weak. Why were
these people seeking a new home coming to Israel and not to America? Where had
the American dream faltered? And he saw that Israel was right; it was taking
people—any people—as America had once done; so that in fifty years the bright
new ideas of the world would come probably from Israel and no longer from a tired
America.

Nevertheless, he was startled to find that exactly half the twenty-four people
promised him were comprised of Yusuf Ohana and his family from Morocco. Yusuf
looked to be seventy, but he had three wives, one apparently his age, one forty and
one twenty. The latter was pregnant, and the others had eight children between
them. When Yusuf moved—a tall, thin man in dirty robes and turban—it was as if
a perpetual dust storm moved with him, for he was obeyed. A Jew who came from
a small town near the Atlas Mountains, he had lived as if he were still in Old
Testament times, and his word was patriarchal law. Tabari greeted him in a
mixture of French and Arabic, explaining that he and his family would be working



for Dr. Cullinane until the kibbutz found permanent homes and work for them.
Yusuf nodded, and with a grand gesture of his hands over the members of his
brood, said that he would see that they worked well, but Cullinane noticed that he
and his first wife were nearly blind. What can they do? he thought.

The other twelve newcomers were from various nations, and when they were all
in the special bus that would carry them to Makor, the man from the Jewish
Agency passed among them, handing them parcels of food, Israeli citizenship
papers, unemployment insurance for a year, rent money, health insurance, and
cellophane bags of candy for the children. In Arabic he shouted, “You are now
citizens of Israel, and you are free to vote and criticize the government.” At the
door he bowed and left.

Cullinane sat up late that night. Eliav said, “We’ll accept any Jew from any part
of the world in whatever condition he finds himself.”

“We did it,” Cullinane said, “and we built a great nation.”

“Critics complain that the old people, like Yusuf and his first wife, or the three
Bulgarian women... They say theyll never be productive. But I've always
maintained...”

“Eliav was instrumental in helping form the policy,” Vered explained proudly.

“I look at productivity from an entirely different point of view,” Eliav said slowly,
polishing his pipe with his palms. “I say that it takes four thousand people to
make a town. You've got to have four thousand human beings to fill the places, as
it were. They don’t all have to be in their middle working years. It’s easy to see that
some have to be children to keep the town going in the future. But some should
also be old people to fill the places where wisdom is needed, or to act as baby-
sitters, or just to sit around as human beings.” He looked intently at Cullinane
and said, “How much better the world would be tonight if that boat had been
landing at New York. Symphonies and cathedrals are not built by the children of
upper-middle-class families. They’re built by the units we saw tonight. You need
these people very much, Cullinane, but we can’t spare them and you’re too
frightened to take them.”

The next few days at the dig were historic, in a horrible sort of way. Yusuf and
his family of twelve were not only illiterate; they were also il-sociate—if there were
such a word: they knew nothing of organized life. They had never seen a privy or a
public shower or an organized dining hall, or an archaeologist’s pick or a hoe, and
life would have degenerated both at the kibbutz and at the dig had not Jemail
Tabari stepped forth as the sponsor of the newcomers. He planted six pieces of
pottery in the dust and showed Yusuf how they were to be dug out; but this was
an error, because Yusuf himself intended doing no work. He showed his three
wives how to do the digging and then yelled at his eight children. Patiently Tabari
explained that unless Yusuf dug and dug right, he would damned well not eat, and
the old patriarch went to work. By luck, it was he who dug out from Trench A the
first substantial find, a laughing, lovely little clay goddess, a divinity sacred to
pregnant women and farmers who brooded about fertility. It was Astarte, the
Canaanite goddess, and she reminded Cullinane of a little statue of Vered Bar-El.
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“Congratulations!” He called to Yusuf in Arabic, and on the spot he authorized
Tabari to pay the old man a bonus; and that night Yusuf was allowed to carry the
goddess to the kibbutz dining hall, where he showed it proudly to the young
people who had been working on the tell, and one of the boys shouted, “It looks
like Dr. Bar-Ell” The naked little goddess with circular breasts was brought to
Vered’s table, and she said quietly, “I'm sure I don’t know how he could tell!” So
the boy tore his handkerchief and made an improvised bikini and halter for the
clay goddess, and the antique little girl did look amazingly like the archaeologist,
and probably for the same reason: that each represented the ultimate female
quality, the sexual desire, the urge toward creation that can sometimes become so
tangible in a bikini or in the work of a long-forgotten artist in clay. Then came the
cable from Stockholm:

CULLINANE STOP YOUR LEVEL III STOP 1380 B.C.E. PLUS-OR-MINUS
105 ROYAL INSTITUT

Within a few days the laboratory in Chicago reported “1420 B.C.E. plus-or-
minus no,” and Cullinane felt that if that was the date for the two clay pots, he
probably ought to date his Astarte at about 2200 B.C.E.

He permitted the make-believe bikini to remain on the little goddess, and each
day as he looked at her, standing impudently on his desk, urging him to fertilize
his land and have children, he thought more hungrily of Vered Bar-El. It was a
serious mistake that she was making, not marrying him, for it was becoming quite
clear that she ought not to marry Dr. Eliav. Between those two there was a lack of
passion, an obvious lack of commitment, and he felt a desire to restate his
proposal. He was stopped from doing so by a cable from Zodman in Chicago
asking him to fly immediately to that city, bringing with him if humanly possible
the Candlestick of Death. A meeting of the sponsors of the Biblical Museum was
being held, etc., etc.

“I'm damned if I'll go,” he growled, and he summoned a staff meeting to support
him.

“As a matter of fact,” Eliav said, “I don’t think you should. Zodman’s just
looking for some cheap publicity.”

“I’ll cable that I can’t do it,” the Irishman snapped.

“Wait a minute!” Tabari interrupted. “Remember Uncle Mahmoud’s first rule:
‘The man that pays the bills, keep him happy.”

“If it were anything but that damned candlestick. No!”

“John,” the Arab repeated persuasively, “you certainly shouldn’t prostitute
yourself. But I've never seen Chicago. I could take that menorah and in my
sheikh’s costume I could give such a lecture...”

Vered began to laugh at the prospect of Jamail Tabari’s knocking the women of
Chicago dead.

“l can’t spare you either,” Cullinane said. “Next year, all right, because you
might do something for Chicago. But with these Moroccans...”

“You haven’t heard my other suggestion,” Jemail volunteered. “Send Vered.”

“Would you go?” Cullinane asked.



“I’d like to see what America’s like,” she said.

“She wouldn’t have the same effect that I'd have,” Tabari said. “A Jew never
does, compared to an Arab. But she is...” He blew at the bikini on the little clay
goddess.

“We’re just getting into the pottery phase...” Cullinane objected.

“Keep Paul Zodman happy,” Tabari warned, and he drafted a cable which said
that in Cullinane’s absence in Jerusalem he was making bold to point out that the
director could not possibly leave, but that if all expenses were paid, Dr. Vered Bar-
El and the Candlestick of Death...

The next morning one of Yusuf’s wives found in Trench B two small stones; she
took them to Dr. Eliav, suggesting that they might be of interest, and they were of
such construction that the tall archaeologist halted all work and got the
professionals down into the trench. The two stones were flints, not more than an
inch long and sharpened to a glistening sheen on one serrated edge. The opposite
edge was quite thick, so that the flint could not have been used either as a
spearhead or as a hand knife; yet the two unimpressive flints caused as much
excitement as anything so far found on the tell, and the team dug through the
dust for some minutes before Vered cried, “I've another! It matches!” And when
placed beside the first two, it did. The hunt was intensified, but an hour passed
before Yusuf himself turned up a fourth flint, after which no more were found.

The archaeologists placed the flints in approximately the positions in which they
had fallen, and the records were made. They were then hurried to the washing
room, where Vered herself polished them and laid them out on Dr. Cullinane’s
desk, where he sketched them.

Mlustration;|

Flint sickle

They had once formed the cutting edge of a sickle, these four bits of flint, and
they went back in history to the first mornings when men and women, like the
young Jews of Kibbutz Makor, started forth to harvest their grain. This
instrument, saved from the dust, had been one of the earliest agricultural devices
ever used by man; it was older than bronze, much older than iron; it came before
the creatures of the farmyard or the taming of the camel. It was so old, so
incredibly old, an invention of such wonder—much greater than a Frigidaire or an
Opel automobile—and its flanks were so polished and luminous from the stalks of
grain that had passed over it, that it had been cherished as one of the differences
between the man who owned it and the animals he hunted. For the man who had
made this instrument, this marvelous, soaring invention, was no longer required
to move from place to place in search of food. In some mysterious way he had
made grain grow where he wanted it, and with this sickle to aid him, had been
able to settle down and start a village that had become in time the site of a Roman
city, of a fine Byzantine church and a towering Crusader’s castle. With reverence
the archaeologists looked at the four matching stones, and three mornings later,
at both Trench A and Trench B, the Moroccans came down to the bedrock of the
tell. Beneath it there was nothing; the long dig ended.

That night Vered Bar-El packed her grips for Chicago, but when she had done




so she was inspired to go onto the tell for a last sight of the mound and the living
rock which the picks and hoes had uncovered. She was scraping the latter with
the heel of her shoe when she became aware that someone had followed her from
the main building, and she called, “Eliav?” but it was Cullinane, and with what
could only be called a sense of relief she said, “Oh, it’s you, John.” As he walked
down the trench she added, “It’s a little disappointing... coming to the bedrock.”

“In a way,” he agreed. “I'd sort of hoped it would go on down... maybe to caves
like the Carmel. A hundred thousand years or something like that.”

“What we have is perfect... in its way,” she said in a consoling voice.

“We can make it so,” he said. “In the next nine years we’ll convert this tell into a
little jewel. We’ll excavate the three walls, all around. Leave them standing and go
for the best that’s inside.” He stopped. “Will you and Eliav be with me for those
nine years?”

“Of course.”

“I've had a premonition recently that you might not be.”

“How silly,” she said in Hebrew. The unexpected shift of language caught
Cullinane off guard, as if she had winked at him or blown a kiss.

“Because if you weren’t to be here...” he began.

To her own surprise she reached up and put her small hands about his face.
“John,” she whispered, “you’ve become very dear to me.” She spoke in English,
then raised her face until it was close to his. “Very dear,” she said in Hebrew.

He kissed her passionately, as if he knew that this was the last time he would
ever stand with her in the Galilean night, and for one brief moment she did not
resist but remained close to him, like a little Astarte whose responsibility it was to
remind men of love. Then, as if she were pushing away a part of her life which had
become too precious to be carried carelessly, she forced her hands against his
chest and slowly the Catholic and the Jew parted, like comets which had been
drawn to each other momentarily but which now must seek their separate orbits.

“I told you the truth when I said I could never marry you.”

“But every day I watch you, I'm more convinced that you’ll never marry Eliav.”
He paused, then asked, “What’s wrong between you.”

“We’re caught in forces...”

“Has it something to do with Teddy Reich?”

She gasped, then asked, “Why do you ask that?”

“Because that night when Reich talked with Eliav... you watched them as if you
were a jealous schoolgirl.”

She started to speak, stopped, then said in Hebrew, “Don’t worry about me,
John. I need to visit America... for time... to think things out.”

“While you’re in Chicago you will think of what it would be like... living with me
there?”

She was tempted to kiss him then, to throw her life completely into his, for she
had come to know him as a sensitive man, honest in everything and capable of
deep affection; but she would allow herself no gesture of submission. Slowly she
turned away from him and left the bedrock of Israel to pack the gold menorah for
the flight to America.



LEVEL XV

The Bee Eater

lustration

Flint sickle

Four from a set of five sharpened flints intended for fitting into a bone handle
to form a sickle for reaping grain. The fifth flint was pointed on the end for use
in the first position in the sickle. Original flint cores were found in limestone
deposits at seaside cliffs in 9831 B.C.E. Shaped in that year and deposited at
Makor during the summer of 9811 B.C.E.
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There was a well and there was a rock. At the well men had been drinking sweet
water since that first remote day, about a million years ago, when an apelike man
had wandered up from Africa. The watering place had always been known in
memory if not in speech as Makor, the source.



The rock was a huge, flat expanse of granite with a high place in the middle
from which gentle slopes fell away on all sides. The rock was barren; it contained
absolutely nothing, not even a carving or a pile of stones to mark some deity, for in
those infinitely distant ages gods had not yet been called forth by the hunger of
men. It was simply a rock, large enough to form in the future the foundation of a
Canaanite town or the footing for a Crusaders’ fort.

The rock stood higher than the well, but halfway down the slope that separated
it from the well appeared the entrance to a deep and commodious cave and one
spring morning nearly twelve thousand years ago a husky, bandy-legged old man
in a straggly beard and bearskin stood at the entrance to this cave in the twilight
of his life and laughed with gaiety as children ran at him with roly-poly legs,
leaping into his arms and squealing with animal joy. The old man embraced the
children, even though they were not his own, and roughed them about when they
tugged at his beard.

“Honey, honey!” they teased.

“You run away when bees fly past,” he chided, but when they repeated their
pleadings he promised, “If I can find where the bees hide it I'll bring you some.”

He left the cave and walked down to the well, an old man at ease with the forces
that ruled his world. With his uncanny sense of land he knew the paths through
the forest and the choice spots where fawn deer came to graze. His mind was still
active and he could track the wild boar. He was as happy as a man could be, more
productive than most in his generation, a hunter who loved animals and who
consciously endeavored to bring pleasure to men. Anyone looking at his witty eyes
and bandy legs experienced a sense of merriment.

Three years later, when all that he had attempted had prospered, when his old
wife had found strange peace and understanding, when his son was well begun in
life and his daughter happily pregnant, he would stand alone in a thicket of thorn
and pistachio, trembling with a mighty terror that he could not even describe. It is
with this man’s experiences in these three culminating years that the remembered
history of Makor begins.

When he reached the well Ur bent down and splashed cool water onto his face.
Taking a wooden cup which had been laboriously carved by flints, he drank the
water and was about to put the cup aside when he saw his face looming up from
the well. It was hairy, surrounded by a circle formed of hunched shoulders, small
tight ears and drooping brow, but it was marked by two blue eyes that shone like
little stars.

The light reflecting from his eyes fascinated Ur and he began to laugh, but as he
did so a tiny pebble, scarce bigger than a bee’s wing, tumbled into the well and set
up ripples which distorted the image of his face, and something in the way the
water moved, taking his eyes and ears and mouth with it, frightened Ur and he
drew back. But as quickly as the ripples had passed, the water restored his
features to their proper place and he was once more Ur. He shivered to think that
some unknown power could alter the essential he and smear it into a distorted
form. Then he smiled at himself but he was not so free and happy as before.

Above his head he heard a soft whisper. It was surely a bee, and he dropped the
wooden cup, staring here and there at the sky, and like the hunter he was he
spotted the insect and saw its direction down the wadi in which, when rains



accumulated, a muddy river roared briefly on its way to the sea. There were dead
trees in the wadi where bees kept their homes, and Ur sprang to his feet, chasing
after the insect, for if he could keep pace with it he might find his next cache of
honey. With long-practiced eyes he followed the elusive bee until he was certain he
had spotted the hidden tree. Motionless he sat on the ground, and after a while he
saw where bees were flying in and out with whatever it was they stole from flowers
to make their honey.

Ur’s lips began to drool. Slapping his face, to prepare it for the pain ahead, he
pawed his powerful feet in the sand like an animal about to fight, and with a
sudden rush he sprang at the dead tree, climbed far up its side before any bees
detected him, and with strong hands began tearing away rotted portions of the
trunk. The passionate sound of bees springing into action assured him that there
was honey to be found, so before the bees could swarm to drive him from their
treasure, he tore down into the heart of the tree until he felt the honeycomb.

Then the bees struck! Fifty, a hundred flew at his face, covered his hands, tried
to find his soft parts. They stung him and died with their bodies distended. But
his numb hands kept tearing at the comb, bringing out luscious chunks which he
threw to the ground below. Finally, when he could scarcely see, he slid down from
the tree, killing hundreds of bees as he fell. Only then did he start brushing the
fiery creatures from his face, and when this was accomplished he took off the
animal skin he was wearing and piled the chunks of honeycomb into it. Then, as
quickly as his bandy legs would carry him, he ran from the wadi, smarting
throughout his body with an exquisite pain.

When he reached the well his face had swelled like a mid-month moon and his
eyes could hardly see, but a child from the cave spotted him coming and shouted,
“Ur found honey!” And he was besieged by children, who led him up from the well
to the cave, pointing at his distorted face and screaming with joy. With brave
hands they touched his sack of honey and their mouths watered. But when Ur
reached the safety of the cave and opened his sack to show the luscious hoard he
had stolen from the bees, he found trapped in the honeycomb more than a dozen
insects, and with his thick, hard fingers he picked them out and set them free.

“Make us more honey,” he told each one. “And do it in the same tree.”

The cave into which Ur retreated had only a narrow opening, perhaps twice the
height of a man, but inside it developed into a dark, capacious room with space for
many people. At the far end it narrowed into a tunnel which penetrated the earth
beneath the rock, and in the ceiling there was a small opening which permitted
smoke to escape, while from somewhere deep within the tunnel other fresh air
entered, so that the cave was comfortable. In the center a smoldering fire was
maintained, which women could feed with extra wood when a flame for cooking
was required, and along the smoke-stained walls hung spears and clubs, animal
skins drying for later use and baskets containing grain. It was a warm and
comfortable refuge, a tight cocoon made of rock, and for more than two hundred
thousand years it had provided shelter for the manlike creatures who had from
time to time crept into it.

In Ur’s day six associated families lived there permanently, brothers of one
group who had married sisters from another, strangers who had wandered in to
marry extra daughters, all members of a common stock and all working together



at the gathering of food and the maintenance of the community fire. The men were
hunters, and they ranged far in search of animals, killing them with arrows and
spears of high efficiency. They were no longer dumb brutes plodding after
primordial beasts and stoning them to death; they were skilled huntsmen who
took no unnecessary risks. Their women tanned the hides of the dead animals,
making an excellent leather, and spent long hours garnering the wild grain that
grew haphazardly in many fields. Holding a skin beneath the brown and ripened
stalks, they would beat the heads with sticks and thus collect the precious grains
which they ground in stone hand mills, making a flour that would keep
throughout the winter. As for the children, they played upon the flat rock,
tumbling and grunting like a pack of bear cubs delighted with the sun. And at
night all gathered in the great cave, beside the flickering fire, as men recounted
what they had done that day and women sewed.

When Ur appeared with his honey normal activity in the cave stopped and the
inhabitants fell like a pack of animals upon the rare treasure, for honey was the
only sweet the cave men knew, and for a few moments the smoke-stained room
was filled with grunts and growls as each hand grabbed for its chance share of the
sweet, waxy stuff. Children had a hard time getting their portion, but Ur helped
them wedge their way among the elders, and their squeals of pleasure proved that
their small hands were reaching the hoard. Two lesser hunters were absent trying
to find deer, but no one thought to save them a share of the honey; and before
long Ur’s bearskin was picked clean and people were spitting the wax into a bowl,
where it would be melted down to treat the sinews used in sewing. And now that
the honey was gone Ur could sit on a large stone while his wife put cold water on
his puffed face and combed dead bees from his beard.

The Family of Ur formed a closer group than some. It was led by the bandy-
legged old man who, having lived for thirty-two seasons, was now approaching the
time when he must die. His elderly wife had survived thirty; she looked after the
children, a son whose distaste for hunting worried Ur, and a lively daughter who,
having lived through eleven seasons, was almost old enough to have a man for
herself, except that she favored none in the cave and no stranger had yet come by
in search of her. It was her mother’s hope that when one did, he would want to live
with the family and in time take Ur’s place.

Old Ur was a man whom the cave people respected. He was five feet, four inches
tall and weighed about a hundred and seventy pounds, a stocky figure with the
huge shoulders that characterized his species. Above his beard gleamed his bright
blue eyes and the ruddy cheeks that liked to wrinkle upward in a grin. He laughed
a lot, and now that his own children were grown, played with the offspring of his
neighbors as the little round ones scrambled across the rock in sunlight. Unlike
the brutish creatures who had originally wandered to the well from Africa, Ur
walked erect, lacked heavy bones over his eyes, and had a smooth skin that
produced no great amount of body hair. He had acquired full dexterity in the use
of his relatively small hands, although he never understood why his right hand
remained more agile than his left and did most of the work and all of the throwing.
His skin had a peculiarity which surprised him: under his bearskin it remained a
pinkish white, but where the sun touched, the coloring became dark brown, so
that from a distance Ur and his partners looked like black men. In the last forty



thousand years his throat, his tongue and lower jaw had been much modulated
and were now flexible instruments adapted to the articulation of language; he had
a vocabulary of more than six hundred words, some of which comprised three
syllables and a few four or five. Every hundred years or so new experiences would
accumulate, requiring the invention of new words; but this was a slow process, for
Ur and his neighbors were extremely cautious and the utterance of a new word
might upset the balance of nature and call into being strange forces that were
better left at rest, so words tended to be restricted to the same sounds that time
had made familiar. There was one other use to which the flexible voice of man
could now be put, although not many used it in this capacity: men could sing—
their women in particular—and sometimes in the early morning Ur would hear his
wife and daughter making pleasant noises, using no words or made-up ones like
“traaaaaaaa’ or “sehhhhhhhhh.”

That night, when the two hunters returned with no deer and the fires were
banked, when the roly-poly children slept like bear cubs and a cool breeze issued
from the tunnel, the community sat in shadows as Ur with his puffed eyes
explained how he had found the honey: “From the well Makor, from the depths of
the water a single bee rose and called to me, ‘Follow, follow!’ I ran through the
wadi till the sun was tired. Over rocks and trees where the deer feed and where
the wild boar comes at night I ran. You would have fallen with cracked lungs, but I
ran on, for the bee kept calling, ‘Follow, follow!” And so I came to the hidden tree,
which all have searched for but none found.” He told how he had climbed the dead
trunk and, fearless of the attacking bees, had torn into the heart of their treasure,
and as he spoke of the sweet burden that had filled his bearskin he threw back his
head and cried in the ecstasy of the hunter who shares the spirit of the animals he
tracks:

“Burning with pain, I brought the honey home.
My eyes closed with pain, I followed the voice.
For the bee flew before me singing, ‘Ur found our honey.
Ur, the great hunter, was not afraid.
I will lead him home, back to his cave.
Back to the well I will lead the brave hunter.”

No sound came from the cave except the quiet sleeping of the children, and all
could hear the voice of the bee leading the hunter home.

Ur would probably have lived out his life hunting animals and bees and telling
about it at the fire if he had married an ordinary woman, but his wife did not come
from the cave. Years ago, when Ur was just beginning to run with the hunters, his
father had led an expedition into lands east of the Whispering Sea and had there
come upon a strange people with whom he had naturally engaged in battle. The
cave men were triumphant, but after the slaughter they found that one twelve-
year-old girl was living and Ur’s father had brought her home.

She knew nothing of caves; the dark interior frightened her and she supposed
when she was dragged inside, that it was to her death. Later, when she learned to
speak the language of the cave, she explained to Ur that in her land families did
not live underground; but he could not imagine how they did live, for her



explanation of how men could use stones and walls of wood to build their own
caves above the ground made no sense to him. “It’s a better way to live,” she
assured him, but he could not understand.

Nor did he understand, when this strange girl became his wife, her
preoccupation with gathering wild grain; but she knew that unlike raw meat it
could be stored throughout the winter, and she would wander considerable
distances to find the best stands of cereal. One day in an open field east of the
great rock she found an accidental accumulation of wild grain, and she brought Ur
to the spot, showing him how much easier it was to reap a concentration of stalks
instead of searching far and wide, and she asked her husband, “Why don’t we
make the grain grow where we can watch it? For if we do, when autumn comes it
will ripen in fields that we remember.” Ur, knowing that if the wild grain had
wanted to grow at man’s command it would have done so, ridiculed his wife and
refused to help her dig out the grass and move it closer to the well. His wife,
bending over the stalks, looked up and said, “My father made the grain grow
where he wanted it to grow,” but Ur rejected the concept: “He also built caves on
top of the ground.” And with amused tolerance he went off to hunt.

Nevertheless, for the first fifteen years of their married life, Ur’s wife went out of
the cave in all seasons trying fruitlessly to tame the wild wheat, but each year it
was killed either by drought or flood or too much winter or by wild boars
rampaging through the field and rooting up all things with their tusks; and it
seemed evident to Ur that the wild grass did not intend to grow where his
stubborn woman dictated. In the meantime, the other families who shared the
cave went about their business of tracking down the wild wheat where it chanced
to grow; and they ate well. But two years ago Ur’s wife had found along the far
banks of the wadi some young shoots of a vigorous emmer wheat and these she
chanced to place in proper soil along one edge of the great sloping rock, so that
throughout the dry season enough moisture drained off the rock to keep the grain
alive; and although its yield in edible wheat was disappointing, the grain lived as
she had directed, and in the spring it reappeared where it was wanted. Ur’s wife
told her family, “We’ll see if we can make the wheat grow along the edges of the
rock, because I think that in those places the soil helps us.” And as the
determined woman had foreseen, here her wild grain prospered.

When her daughter had reached her eleventh year, Ur’s wife satisfied herself
that she could make the emmer wheat grow where she wished and she felt it
necessary to reopen another problem which she had been pondering for some
time, hesitant about discussing it with her husband. Now, without warning, she
told him, “We ought to leave the cave and live by the well. There we can watch our
grain.” The bandy-legged hunter looked at her as if she were a child trying to steal
his honey.

“Men should live together,” he said. “Around the fire at night. Telling stories
when the hunt has ended.”

“Why are you always so sure that your way is better?” she asked, and Ur was
about to mock the question when he saw her lively face. She was a delicate woman
with long black hair and whenever Ur looked at her small, determined chin he
could remember the joy he had known with her when they used to lie in moonlight
on the rock, staring upward at the stars. As a wife she had been hard-working and



as a mother, tender and responsive. But she had always possessed strong ideas—
it had taken Ur’s father a hard fight to kill her family—so he did not laugh when
she repeated her question, “Why is your way better?”

“Where would we live... if we did leave the cave?” he asked defensively.

“In a house,” she said. “With its own roof and walls.”

“The first storm would blow it down,” he predicted.

“Storms didn’t blow down my father’s house.”

“You don’t have storms over there the way we have over here,” he said, and that
ended the discussion. He was therefore surprised some mornings later, as he was
leading his hunters forth to track gray deer, to see his wife and son working at the
flat area near the well.

“What are you doing with those rocks?” he asked.

“Building a house,” his wife replied, and he saw that she had laid out a circle of
rocks some fourteen feet across. Shrugging his shoulders at her obstinacy, he
went off to the swamp with his hunters, but at dusk when he returned to the cave
he could see at the well a substantial pile of rocks and the beginnings of a solid
structure. Four days later he came back from a hunting trip to find his son
erecting upon the wall of rocks a palisade of tree trunks cut from the wadi.

“Now what are you doing?” Ur asked.

And his son replied, with words that put him into formal opposition to his
father, “If the trees give us walls, we should use them.” And Ur saw that his wife
was bringing rushes from the wadi and reeds to be woven into a tightly matted
roof, under which the family would find protection from the sun. And what he saw
Ur did not like.

At nightfall he led his family back to the cave, where he recounted in vivid
phrases the story of his hunt, but he ended the narration much sooner than
usual, for he was worried about what his wife and son were doing. He loved this
cave, so cool and convenient to the well. It bred lice, to be sure, and it smelled, but
the fire was warm and the companionship a thing to be cherished. For the past
seventy thousand years the cave had been continuously occupied by Ur’s
ancestors, one generation after the other, leaving behind them brief mementos of
their short and ugly lives. Ur could remember as a boy, in that far corner over
there, finding a long-forgotten skeleton encased in hard rock which had formed
when rainwater seeped down over the limestone, and later, back in the narrow
part of the tunnel, he had come upon a hand axe, adroitly chipped from a core of
flint by some brutish, stooped figure more than two hundred thousand years ago.
On fleeting occasions in his life Ur had caught the inner spirit of the cave, that
closed community which embraced its members and excluded all others. The cave
lent strength to those who lived within it and the preposterous idea of his wife and
son, to build a separate house for one small family by the well, was instinctively
repugnant to him. Men should live together, smelling each other and bringing
honey home to all.

He especially liked the moment when a dozen men surged out of the cave bent
on hunting, twelve men guided by a single will, and that will most often his. He
could remember how, as a boy, he had surprised the older hunters with his
unusual feeling for the land and his ability to predict where animals would take
cover. “Come along and show us where the lion is hiding,” they had often called,



and he had led them westward as far as the Roaring Sea, clinging to the lion’s
spoor until he could point to a thicket, saying, “He’s in there.” In the opposite
direction he had scouted paths leading to the Whispering Sea and had taken his
men along these paths in search of deer, who grew panicky when Ur and his team
followed their trail, smelling them out with a canniness that was frightening. It
was no uncommon thing, when the men of Ur’s cave spotted the track of a lion, for
them to maintain the chase for three days or even four, driving the beast at last to
cover where they could assault him with their spears and arrows.

But the finest part of any hunt came when they struck the spoor of a wild boar
and tracked it to the vast wilderness south of the wadi, for then the cave men were
required to plunge into the mysterious swampy area where sharp-thorned vines
clutched at them and sucking mud tried to grasp their ankles. For several days
the team of hunters would move cautiously through the swamps, marking their
way as they went, until at last, in moments of blazing excitement, they would rout
out the monstrous beast, the wild boar weighing as much as six hundred pounds,
with flashing tusks and cruel visage, and they would harry it to death, minding
always those scimitar-like weapons which could cut down a man or impale him
and send him shrieking into the air. For men like Ur the final moments of a boar
hunt were the ultimate experience, and he was proud that in the middle years of
his life, from twenty to twenty-four, he had often served as captain of his hunters,
directing them to move thus and so in the last stages of the fight.

But now, as the house by the well grew to completion, Ur became aware that
when it was finished he would be expected to move from the cave and live in the
separated house, subject to storms and loneliness and wind. It was not a
commodious house his wife and son were building, nor was it completely
rainproof. It was susceptible to fire, and winds easily penetrated the walls; but it
had enormous advantages over a cave: it was better ventilated and was therefore
healthful; it could be moved or added to as occasion necessitated; and it could be
placed so that its owner might watch his fields and stay close to his well. But the
greatest advantage came in an area which the old man could not have foreseen: In
the cave Ur’s ancestors had lived much like animals. They had been forced to live
where the cave was and within the space it provided; they were its prisoners both
in acting and thinking, and in their older years they were apt to be killed or
starved to death because younger families required the cave. But with the building
of the self-contained house Ur would become the master and the house would be
his servant. He would be forced to engage in new ways of thinking, whether he
wanted to or not.

When the house was finished Ur reluctantly assembled his family in the cave,
where many were inclined to laugh at him for his fatuous venture but refrained
from doing so because of his reputation as a hunter. He grabbed his four spears,
his two animal skins, a bowl and a stone hammer and started for the narrow exit,
but sensing that this was his farewell to a way of life, he stopped to look once more
at the grimy walls that had protected him from birth, and on the opposite side of
the cave he could see the dark tunnel reaching far back into darkness. Turning his
face toward the light, he passed through the exit and moved rapidly down the path
to the well. There he threw his spears against the wall and sat for a long time
looking at the clean white trunks of the trees that formed the wall. To him they



looked most alien and uninviting.

The family had not been in the house long when Ur’s son discovered that the
springtime planting of wheat need not be left to the chance scatter of autumn
grains. By holding back some of the harvest and keeping it dry in a pouch of
deerskin, the grains could be planted purposefully in the spring and the wheat
could be made to grow exactly where and when it was needed, and with this
discovery the Family of Ur moved close to the beginnings of a self-sufficient
society. They did not know it, but if a food supply could be insured, the speed of
change would be unbelievable: within a few thousand years cities would be
feasible and civilizations too. Men would be able to plan ahead and allocate
specialized jobs to each other. They would find it profitable to construct roads to
speed the movement of food and to devise a money system for convenient
payments. The whole intricate structure of an interlocking society became
practical the moment Ur’s son mastered his wild grains.

It was Ur’s wife who first appreciated the change immanent in her son’s
discovery. It was an autumn day, a glowing time of gold and falling leaves, and she
stood on the rock watching her husband return from the swamps, helping to lug a
great boar to the rock where it would be divided, and she heard the chanting of the
men:

“Ur led us to the swamps where the soft sand bites.
He took us to the darkness where birds hide.
Ur caught the gleaming eyes of the boar in darkness.
It was he who shouted, ‘Now! Now!”

It was a pleasing chant, gratifying to the wife whose husband it memorialized,
but as she watched the hunters approach the rock she saw them outlined for a
moment against the ripened wheat and realized for the first time that in the
future, men like Ur would not go venturing into the swamp like excited boys but
would stay closer to home, guarding the wheat; and a sense of sadness possessed
her, so that she wanted to leave the triumphant men and weep for their lost
simplicity. She saw their whole way of life modified by the taming of a thin stalk of
wild grass. She saw them leaving the oak forests where the deer roamed, and
going no more to the dark swamp where the wild boars hid. She had loved her
brave young mate in the days when he led the hunters, and she felt for him the
pain which he had not yet discovered for himself.

And barely had she recognized this change than she became aware of an even
more disturbing problem evoked by the grain, one too powerful for her to
formulate in words. As her development of the wild wheat had proved, she was
both courageous and perceptive and now she began to wonder about the unseen
forces that influence men, and just as she had been quick to sense the impact of
cultivation upon men like Ur, so she was the first to perceive, no matter how
incompletely, its relation to forces greater even than the hunters.

Through ten thousand centuries the animal-like people living near this well had
worked out a plodding but viable relationship with the forces that surrounded
them. Throughout the alternating ages of ice and great heat they had learned to
live with these forces. They did not understand them, nor their interrelationships;



they did not even give them names, but they knew them intimately as the source
of supreme power. The proper balance between life and death had been painfully
ascertained and all were anxious that it not be disturbed. At night, when towering
storms thundered over the Carmel mountains to the south, it was apparent that
the spirit of the storm was angry with man and wished to destroy him. How else
could one explain the blinding flash of lightning that tore a tree in half and set fire
to forests? How else describe to a neighbor the unexpected cloudburst that struck
the wadi, washing away all things before it? How otherwise could an immovable
boulder, many times larger than a man, suddenly run with the flood and strike
that man? Obviously the spirit of storm was angered by something men had done
and was personally seeking revenge.

The same behavior could be noticed regarding water. Sometimes it loved men
and served them with life; at other times it grew angry and stayed away until men
nearly perished. Even the water in the well behaved this way, retreating in
petulance deep to some unknown cave until men came close to dying, then
surging back with joy and kisses for the gasping children. The air, the spirit of
death, the burning wind from the south, the spirit that opened the body of a
woman so that new men could be born, the tree that gave fruit or withheld it—
everything of importance in nature had a will of its own that operated either in
favor of man or against him.

No ritual had yet been established for placating these conflicting forces. In those
years no precious children were sacrificed to the god of the storm in order to win
his favor, nor was the hideous wild boar given human blood in order to assuage
his enmity. There were no altars to the rain, nor temples to the god of day who
regularly conquered night. Men had not yet discovered that the forces of the world
could be propitiated by conscious acts of subservience; many times in the
preceding two hundred thousand years the cave had been deserted when food
supplies in the region diminished, but when the animals returned the apelike men
came back too. They were attentive to the commands of nature, and they watched
for omens, but they were not slaves either to the spirit of the storm or to its
warning omens. It was known that the wild boar was malevolent, both in
appearance and conduct, but it had not yet been discovered that this malevolence
could be counteracted by some conscious act of man. In other words, the
embryonic beginnings of religion had not yet been conceived. The closest
approach, perhaps, to a ritualized behavior came at the moment of death, when it
was acknowledged that the dead man would require some food and protection in
the unknown days ahead. He was therefore buried in a specified position, his head
on a pillow of rock, accompanied by a few pots of food, a spear and some
ornament he had loved, perhaps a carved shell or a necklace of beads.

Up to now the attitude of Ur’s wife toward these matters had been clear-cut: the
storm had a living spirit, as did water and wind and sky and each tree and every
animal. Ur’s wife was constantly aware of these spirits and she treated them with
awe. Had she ever seen the spirits openly? She thought so: once when lightning
struck close and she heard an extraordinary voice speaking in a hiss of sulphur.
Prayer had not yet been invented, but she spoke confidently to that voice and it
did not harm her. The great rock had a spirit, broad and generous, as did the fish
in rivers, the flint that threw sparks, and the swamp and the trees therein. What



her relation to these myriad spirits was she did not rightly know, but as a rough
rule she said, “They must not be offended.” Therefore she did not boast about
having survived the storm, and told no one of her conversation with the spirit of
lightning. She did not throw stones at animals or waste water, and when Ur’s
father died she buried him with her best carved bowls, Ur’s good spear and a
small string of stone beads.

But with the advent of cultivated wheat, the balance of nature was disturbed
and she knew it. Before the first season ended it was obvious that success in
planting depended upon sufficient rain and the faithful performance of the sun—
not so much heat as to wither the young plants but enough to ripen the maturing
heads—and she began to watch with apprehension any shift in the attitude of
either the spirit of water or the spirit of sun. In the second and third seasons,
when the area planted was considerable, she became actually terrified when rains
were postponed, and she began speculating on what tangible thing she might do to
encourage the spirit of rain to send the coveted water. Finally she cried to the open
sky, “May the rain come!” and she begged for mercy; but even in doing so she
assumed the I-It relationship which had always been maintained in the cave, for
she conceived of the rain as an impersonal spirit, powerful but inanimate.

When she spoke of these growing fears to Ur, he laughed at her apprehension
and said, “If a man tracks the wild boar right, he finds him. If he fights him right,
he wins.”

“Is it the same with grain?” she asked.

“Plant it right. Guard it from your new house, and it will bring food,” he
promised her. But even as he spoke he remembered the day at the well when his
image had been moved about and altered by some unknown force, and in this
moment of recollection his new life began. His arrogance faded, and when his wife
left him he wondered if killing a wild boar was as simple a thing as he had said.
Once or twice in the past he had suspected that his hunters would not of
themselves be able to subdue the formidable beast; there must be some
mysterious force of nature assisting them, as if it too were afraid and allied itself
with man to conquer the ugly beast. But the men from the cave called, “We’re
ready,” and he left his fields to lead them toward the dark swamp.

So his wife turned with her questions to her son, and before she had finished
formulating the problem she found that he had anticipated her. Sitting on a rock
beside the grain field, the boy watched the hunters depart, then shared with his
mother certain speculations that had troubled him: “In the wadi we have many
birds. The black-headed birds that sing in the evening, and those beautiful things
with long bills and blue wings that nest in river banks to catch fish. And the
crested larks walking about the field out there, searching for grains. And that swift
bird, faster than all the rest...” He hesitated. “The one that eats bees.” He pointed
to where a bird somewhat larger than his hand, with long sharp beak, blue body
and a profusion of bright colors on its wings and head, darted in and out among
the trees. It was a magnificent bird, swooping in lovely arches through the sky, but
what concerned Ur’s son was not its beauty. “See! He catches a bee in mid-flight.
He takes it to a dead branch. And there he eats it. But watch! He spits out the
wings. And this he does all day.”

Now the Family of Ur knew, better than most, that bees were an asset to the



wadi, and one of the boy’s first memories was of his father coming home, near-
blinded with stings, swearing and slapping at his beard, with a hoard of honey
which the children of the cave had fought for. The flowers of the area were so
diverse in flavor that honey from four different combs might taste like four quite
different things. For their sting, bees were respected; but for their song and their
honey, they were loved. And to think that a bird as alluring as the bee eater
existed solely to feed upon bees raised in the boy’s mind a whole new range of
questions: How could two things, each so excellent, be in such mortal conflict?
How could two desirable aspects of nature be so incompatible?

He asked his mother, “If a bee does so much good in the wadi and is tormented
by an enemy as fatal as the bird...” He followed the flight of the dazzling predator
and watched as it swooped down upon a bee returning from the flowers and then
spit out the wings. It was an ugly incident and he said, “Is it possible that we also
have enemies somewhere in the sky, waiting to pounce on us?” Again he paused,
and then put into exact words the problem that had begun to torment his mother:
“Suppose the rain has a spirit of its own? Or the sun? What then with our wheat?”

A second aspect of nature led the boy to an even more difficult question. The
cypress, that tall and stately tree which marched along the edges of open fields
serving as a dark pointer to the sky, was a splendid tree in whose narrow body
birds loved to nest, and it produced each season a crop of small cones about the
size of a thumb-tip, remarkable for the fact that each contained nine faces cleverly
fitted together to hide the seeds inside. There were never eight faces and never ten,
but always nine, ingeniously matched in a manner that could not have happened
by accident. Some spirit within the cypress had consciously willed its cone to
appear as it did, and if this were true of the tree, why was it not also true of the
field in which wheat grew? And of the wheat itself?

The boy sat with his mother in the sunlight pondering these matters when a bee
eater flew past, creating brilliance in the sky, then disappearing among the
cypress trees which stood like warning sentinels. A tantalizing thought played
across the boy’s mind, a thought not easy to formulate but one that he could not
throw aside. A trio of crested larks marched past, pecking for fallen grains, and
after they disappeared he stared at the cypresses and asked, “Suppose the spirit
that forms the beautiful cone is not within the cypress? Suppose the rain comes or
stays away not because of what the rain wants to do...” His thoughts were leading
him into areas too vague and shadowy for him to explore, and for the moment he
dropped the matter, but the fear he had aroused would not go away.

It would not be correct to say that with the discovery of cultivated wheat fear
was also discovered, for ordinary fear the Family of Ur had long known. When Ur
came upon a cornered boar or a lion from the north he knew fear. And when a
woman in the cave was about to give birth Ur’s wife knew fear, for she had seen
women die at such moments. And one mournful night when Ur had lost a hunter
in the swamps, killed by a boar, his daughter had heard the messenger’s cry from
afar, “He is dead!” and she had thought it was Ur himself. Even she knew fear. But
the fear which the family was now discovering was of another kind: it sprang from
the slow-maturing apprehension regarding the relationship of man to his world,
the gnawing suspicion that perhaps things were not so simple as they seemed on
this average autumn day when ripening grain hid in the stalks and a rumor of



deer echoed in the forest. Again and again the glorious bee eater flashed through
the wadi, driving the mother and son to wonder whether it had been dispatched by
some outside power as an exquisite messenger to warn men that the same force
which endangered the bees was ready to swoop down on fields and houses.

And then one morning, as the grain approached its harvesting, Ur cried
suddenly, “That’s it!”

“What?” his wife asked, looking at him suspiciously.

“We’ve been trapped into putting all our energy into wheat.”

“What do you mean, trapped?” she asked, caught by an ugly suspicion that Ur
had discovered her own source of fear.

“When we have all the grain in one place, it can easily be destroyed.”

“You mean the sun? The fire?”

“Those, or the wild boar rooting up the fields.”

She looked at her husband with unashamed fear, for Ur was an authority, a
sensible hunter and a man whom others respected. Therefore he must be listened
to. What was more, he had dared to express in words the growing fear that she
and her son had experienced, for it was a rule of life that the Family of Ur was
discovering: the more committed a family becomes to a given project, the more
vulnerable it also becomes. Having partially conquered nature, they were now a
prey to it. “What can we do?” she asked quietly.

Ur’s son was at this moment watching the iridescent bee catcher dart among
the cypresses for his prey, and he observed, “If we knew some way to make the
rain and sun appreciate our problem.” But the family could think of no way to
accomplish this, and late that afternoon they discovered that their enemy might lie
in other directions than the ones they feared, for a towering storm brewed over the
Carmel and moved north accompanied by flashes of lightning and the roar of
thunder. Drops of rain fell in the dust and splattered like broken bowls of broth
across the flat rock. Others followed, and soon a slanting wall of water was
dropping from the sky, filling the wadi and sending a yellow flood swirling among
the trees.

“It’s reaching for the house!” Ur shouted, and he saw that if the deluge
continued, his wife’s fields must be swept away.

“The storm fights us for having stolen the wild wheat,” his wife wailed as the
turbulent flood sent its fingers into her fields.

Ur was no more willing to surrender to the flood than he would have been to flee
a lion. Running to the house he grabbed his best spear and with it rushed to the
edge of the wadi, a bandy-legged old man ready to fight the elements. “Go back!”
he roared at the raging storm, not knowing exactly where to throw his spear.
Always before, when floods came, he had retired to the cave to wait out their
subsidence, but now that his home was in the middle of the storm he was involved
and there was no retreat, no refuge. “Go back!” he roared again.

But his son saw that if the rain stopped falling in time, say, within the next few
moments, he might by building a dike hold back the wadi and prevent it from
washing away the fields. Accordingly, he began running about placing rocks and
sticks and mud along the lower portions of his land, diverting the water.
Summoning his family he showed them what to do. And when Ur finally saw what
might be accomplished, he laid aside his spear, stopped bellowing and speeded the



construction of the dike. The girl called others from the cave, and as the thunder
crashed about the trees above them, all worked to build a wall to hold back the
muddy water, and it was obvious that the fields would be saved if only the storm
would halt.

In these critical moments, when the fall of rain was greatest, obscuring even the
mouth of the cave, Ur saw his wife standing in the storm, her tired face uplifted,
crying, “Storm, go back! Go back and leave our fields!” And whether the spirit of
the storm heard or not, no one could later say, but it abated and the waters
receded.

When the storm was gone Ur sat bewildered on a rock, marveling at how close
the flood had come to destroying his home and at his son’s dexterity in building
the dike. Then, out of the corner of his eye, he saw his wife doing a most
perplexing thing. “Wife,” he shouted, “what are you doing?” And as she threw
handfuls of wheat into the swirling waters she explained in a low voice, “If the
storm has left us our wheat, the least we can do is offer him some in thanks.”

It was an epochal event, this utterance of the word him. For the first time a
human being at the well of Makor had spoken of an immanent spirit as “he,” a
personified being who could be approached directly on a woman-to-deity basis.
This was the inchoate beginning of the concept that a human-like deity could be
propitiated and argued with on a personal basis. Throwing her arms wide she
tossed her last grains on the water and cried, “We are thankful you went away,”
and the storm sighed as it roamed overhead, whispering to her in reply. This was
the first fumbling effort to evoke the I-You relationship—“I am begging You, my
partner, for mercy’—under which society would henceforth live, until the
multitude of gods would become more real than sentient human beings.

When Ur saw how the planned fields could be protected from floods, and how
they could be depended upon to provide an abundance of grain for all, he was
gradually lured away from hunting, as his wife had foreseen he must be. He began
to speak of “my fields” and of “my house,” and his feelings toward each were
different from those he had entertained about the cave. That reassuring hole
beneath the great rock had not been owned by him nor by anybody; no one had
built it nor improved it; he merely shared a portion of it for as long as he could
bring in more food than he ate. With the new house it was different. It was his
house, not his brothers’ who lived in the cave. The fields were his, too, for he had
cleared them. And at the height of the storm he had been ready to fight the wadi
and the sky to retain them. In his new apotheosis as owner Ur began to bring new
fields into cultivation, but the word fields could be misleading. For Ur a field was
an area no larger than a table, at its maximum as large as several tables placed
together.

Men of the Family of Ur had always possessed an intuitive sense of the land,
and now it was the reluctant farmer who discovered one of the essential mysteries
of earth on which all subsequent agriculture would depend: he found that if he
continued to plant his wheat in one field near the edge of the sloping rock it would
grow better because the grains would be assured drainage from the rock, but soon
the earth would tire of nurturing the seed and after a time would halt maliciously
and send forth only sickly wheat; but if he planted his grains in some spot lower
down on the sides of the wadi, where the rain was free to wash down, bringing



with it each year bits of new earth to add to the old, the soil would be replenished
and such a field could be used season after season. So in an age when fertilizer
was unknown Ur had stumbled upon the flooding-principle that would later
operate along the Nile and the Euphrates: allow the rivers to overflow and bring
fresh soil to rebuild the old. Ur could not formulate this theory in words, but his
inherited sense of earth assured him that somehow the soil was pleased with this
replenishment, so he hacked out his little fields, keeping to the lower levels where
fresh silt could filter down cycle after cycle. Fortified with this secret of how to
keep his land fertile, Ur was tied ever more strongly to that land.

As Ur was thus tricked into neglecting hunting in favor of tending fields, he
experienced a vague displeasure over the fact that his son showed no desire to
take his place in the woods. “A boy like you ought to know how to kill a lion,” Ur
said sharply one day. “Otherwise how can you expect to find a woman?” Once or
twice, lately, Ur had suspected that his son might lack courage, for the boy
inclined toward working the fields or chipping flints into new patterns. Yet Ur did
remember that at the height of the storm it had been the boy who had fought the
flood, and the old man admitted grudgingly, “He’s neither stupid nor lazy.”

Ur did not know it, but his malaise stemmed not from any disappointment in
his son, but from the crushing impact of a new way of life that seemed to bear
down on him alone: he was a hunter required to tend grain, a man instinctively of
the cave forced to live in a house; he was a man who had developed a pragmatic
adjustment to nature but who was now being lured into the first steps toward
polytheism; but most of all he was a man who had been a happy, indistinct
member of a group living in a cave, and now he was asked to be Ur, one man
standing by himself, who knew how to track lions in an age when lions were
beginning to move inland.

One morning, in the third year of this metamorphosis, he burst out of his new
house as if the atmosphere were crushing down on him. He ran up the path, past
the entrance to the cave and on up to the great rock, where he went to the highest
point and stood breathing rapidly as if it was air he needed. When his lungs were
full and he found that he had gained no relief, he sat down in a kind of terror.
“What’s happening?” he asked, and in this moment when the possibility of death
first became a reality he happened to see his daughter working in the fields, and
he began to find in her the solace he did not find in his son.

At fourteen she was an attractive woman with long brown legs and a graceful
neck which she adorned with jewelry made of shells and stone beads. She was ripe
for motherhood and the responsibilities of a home, but she also retained the lively
interests of her childhood and thus occupied a hesitant, uncertain place by the
well. As a near-adult she worked with her mother, learning what she could of
tanning leather and sewing, and like her family was in close contact with the
manifestations of nature. She, too, felt that there must be ways to appease the
unseen spirits. Ur, watching her, felt pride in her attainments and knew her to be
the kind of woman who would make a round hut a warm and pleasant place, while
her vital body promised many children. But it was primarily as a child that the girl
impressed her elders most.

In one of the trees near the well a family of singing birds had its nest, and the
Family of Ur used to take much pleasure in watching the parent birds hustling



back and forth to feed their young. The adults had black heads, gray bodies and a
smart dash of yellow under the tail, so that they were easy to see as they foraged
for insects along the edges of the wheat fields. They sang beautifully and were
charming birds to have at one’s door, except that when their four babies were
partly grown they detected that one had a defective leg, and in the manner of birds
they put their two bills under the weakling and with an upward toss threw him
from the nest. He half flew, half fell to the ground, where he would shortly have
died had not Ur’s daughter seen him fall and run to rescue him. In the following
weeks she nursed the foundling to health, and although he continued to have one
weak leg he became a robust little creature, hopping about the well and across the
large flat rock where the girl sometimes lay watching the sky. In time he began to
sing and would often fly far to catch insects, but always he came back to the
round hut, perching on the shoulder of his mistress, biting at her beads and
chirping in her ear. Ur was pleased with the bird, for he properly sensed that it
had been sent as some kind of assurance that the birds of the forest were not
angry with the people at the well for having left the cave to start a new form of life;
and the girl loved the delightful bird as the last symbol of her childhood and a
premonition of the more serious years ahead. Once as Ur watched the two and
saw the warm affection the bird had for his daughter, hopping after her on his one
good leg and using the other as a balance, he threw his arms about the girl and
cried for no apparent reason, “Soon you’ll have real babies of your own. I'll find a
man.” Shortly after he said this a flight of the black-headed birds came up the
wadi, and among them was a female, dark and lively, and never again did the
Family of Ur see their friend.

At the far end of the wadi there lived a family of wild dogs—pariah dogs they
would be called later—smaller than hyenas but larger than coyotes, and they lived
by killing weakened deer or foraging at the edges of human settlements. They were
powerful animals, real beasts of the forest, and occasionally an old man left aside
to die would be attacked by them. When they first surged at the useless man he
might think they were wolves come down from the north, but if he were brave he
could drive them off and live a little longer, for they were not wolves, nor even of
that breed. They were dogs; and although in their wild state they did not know it,
they were capable of great friendship for the men they fought; and the men,
equally blind, could not foresee that they required the dogs in order to initiate any
kind of herding process, for without intelligent dogs no man could keep his more
stupid animals like cows and goats under control. But all this was thousands of
years in the future; for the present the two creatures—man and dog-shared the
same wadi without anticipating the rewarding partnership that lay in store for
them.

It was the daughter of Ur, hungry over the loss of her singing bird, inchoately
hungry for the babies she had not yet had, who first noticed the great dog, largest
of his pack, who volunteered to come away from the depths of the wadi and to
approach the plantation in search of scraps. When Ur shied a rock at him he
snarled and withdrew like the other dogs, but he did not stay away. And then one
day as Ur’s daughter lay on the high place of the rock looking at the flying clouds,
she became aware that the large dog was watching her, unprotected by any tree
but simply standing at the far edge of the rock. The two were about a hundred



yards apart, each staring at the other, when Ur, working below, looked up to see
the wild animal menacing his child, and he threw a well-aimed rock which struck
the beast in the right flank and drove it howling into the woods. Ur scrambled up
the side of the wadi and ran to rescue his daughter. “Are you hurt?” he shouted,
but when he came to her side she was crying.

It was some days before the large dog ventured back to the rock, but when he
did so he found waiting for him a chunk of boar meat, which he ate cautiously,
keeping his eye on the girl. Gnawing at the bone to which the meat was attached,
he watched the girl for some minutes, then retreated quietly into the woods. That
night the girl told her father that he must never again throw stones at the dog,
because she intended feeding him regularly at the edge of the rock; and after she
had done so for some months, moving always closer to the spot where he ate, he
allowed her to sit less than forty feet from where he took the meat, and she could
see his powerful jaws. She could also see the dancing lights in his eyes and the
manner in which he held his tail when he assumed that she would not attack him,
and she was tempted to move closer and perhaps to touch him, but whenever she
showed an inclination to do so, the dog moved cautiously away. In these tentative
years of introduction, forty feet was the minimum distance of safety between dog
and man, and so long as this was maintained, the girl and the wild dog cultivated
their friendship. That the relationship was significant to the dog, even when the
gir] failed to feed him, was proved one morning when, during the time that the girl
sat watching the animal, she was called back down to the well. As she left
abruptly, the dog seemed disappointed that she was leaving and followed her, at
his distance of forty feet, until she reached the house. He then sat for a long time
waiting for her to reappear. As soon as he was satisfied that she was there he left
the unfamiliar terrain and ran back to the woods.

Perhaps Ur’s daughter could in time have diminished the distance between the
two, for she was patient and the dog was inquisitive, but one day as she worked in
the wheat fields, unmindful of the beast yet aware that he was watching her, she
heard a human voice utter a cry of victory which was drowned by the piercing wail
of a dog, and she dashed with passion to the rock to find that her animal—her
proud, wild dog of the forest—had been slain by a spear which had passed
through the chest. The dog lay inert, his brown eyes still open in sad surprise, but
at the far edge of the rock stood a tall young man shouting exultantly, “I've killed
the wild dog!” And she leaped at him with an anguish which only the bereaved can
know, and began beating on him and driving him from the rock.

The Tell

With Vered Bar-El absent in Chicago, Cullinane was free to direct his whole
attention to the job of drafting a preliminary report on the year’s campaign, but in
doing so he found that any sentence he wished to use in describing how early
society came into being was apt to be vague unless each word was carefully
explained. The simplest phrase required qualification plus a warning that it could
not have meant in the year 9000 B.C.E. what it meant today. For example, once



when he was trying to describe how his imaginary family dressed, he wrote of the
father, “He wore skins,” but as soon as the three words appeared before him on
the paper he realized that each, to be intelligible, required special definition.

He, the pronoun used to identify one man from among many—the singular
human differentiated from all others, with a will of his own, a personal destiny and
a unique personality—was a concept which must have come late in human
development, and when Cullinane used it as he did, it raised various philosophical
problems. Originally there had been men and women dwelling in a mass in caves,
and of course there had been a distinction between male and female, but within
those two categories there could not have been much individualization. A child
was born and manifested no special characteristics. At fourteen or fifteen he was
strong enough to muscle his way into full participation. At thirty he was an old
man. And when his first tooth fell he could feel the claw of death at his throat, for
the day could not be far off when he would no longer be able to fight for his food or
rip it from the bone with his fangs. If he survived till forty he was a white-haired
sage who existed only because some tender-hearted woman foraged his food for
him. He lived and died within a blurred, undifferentiated destiny, and for nearly a
million years in Israel his going was not even marked with a burial of any kind.

The identification of he, the unique human being, probably resulted from an
expanding social order in which categories became more clearly defined. A man
began to perform a certain job or to live in a specified portion of the communal
cave. He thus existed in relationship to known verities and in time began to
partake of recognizable characteristics, even to develop them in order to fulfill the
requirements of a burgeoning social order. As a result, he developed a personal
space that moved with him and was his, a function that was his, and a manner of
behavior that distinguished him. Most important of all, he painfully and with some
terror, Cullinane supposed, began to develop, say, twenty thousand years ago, a
way of thinking that was characteristically his, and in group meetings in the cave
he began to defend the results of that thinking. There was an additional
implication in the word he: it signified that the bearer of the pronoun existed in
some kind of relationship to the forces of nature that surrounded him; he knew
his place, as it were, and developed a strong sense of private property, and this
discovery must have come very late indeed—within the last ten or twelve thousand
years, Cullinane guessed—in what might be termed the age of speculation.

Prior to that, men had known that an atmosphere of power existed around
them, but they had also known that they were impotent to affect it. Man and
storm coexisted in a kind of armed truce; with animals there was open warfare. So
far as Cullinane knew, the dog on whom so much of man’s early pastoral life
depended had been domesticated in other parts of the world as early as 12,000
B.C.E., but at Makor not until sometime around 7000 B.C.E., while the cow and
the goat, which the dog was to tend and upon which civilization so strongly relied,
were to come much later. It was doubtful, Cullinane thought, if man had
appreciated his capacity to influence the future and his animals’ incapacity to do
so until quite late. It was instructive and accurate to imagine earliest man as living
for most of his first two million years within an insulation of stupidity, not fully
differentiating himself from the physical world, the spiritual world, or the world of
the other sentient animals. “So when I use the word he to specify one man living in



one house by one well, I am speaking of an intellectual revolution so enormous in
magnitude that I have not the words to describe it,” Cullinane wrote. He put his
pen aside and mused: How I should like to see the eyes of that man who first
brought wheat into cultivation. The first man to tame a wild dog. Or to arrange for
the giving of his daughter in a formalized kind of marriage. Or to discover that in
the high places a god was standing.

Wore, as Cullinane used the word, implied a whole scale of social judgments
and was the end result of many moral decisions. Why did men decide to wear
anything? How much of that decision sprang from cold or from a desire to inherit
the power of animals by wearing their skins; how much from a need for sexual
propriety, as suggested in Genesis? When some men began to wear something,
what kind of pressure did they apply against others to make them do the same? At
what point did women discover that they were more functional as women if they
wore some ornament to differentiate themselves from men? This last was more
significant than the layman would like to think, for beads had been found in Israel
dating as far back as 40,000 B.C.E. and evidences of intentionally prepared
perfume were common before the invention of writing. The businessman in
Chicago who objects to his wife’s expenditures on jewelry should visit a prehistoric
cave, he thought. There he’d find that his wife is in the grand tradition. A woman
requires jewelry as a man requires food. Still, he thought, it was remarkable and a
mystery not yet explained why contemporary men, who could watch the birds and
animals and see that it was the male who was gaudy in decoration, had decided
that among human beings this fundamental law should be reversed.

He supposed that this could be one of the essential differences between man
and animals: the former beautify their females. As to the components of utility,
ritual and taboo that went into the formulation of a concept like wear, he preferred
not to speculate. When enough sites had been excavated and enough research
completed, some scholar would be able to specify how those concepts had
developed; meanwhile he didn’t know, but almost every word symbolizing a value
judgment had a unique history dating back some hundred thousand years before
the age when man first learned to speak. To be specific, he still pondered what
force had given the categorical imperative, “Wear clothes,” its social effectiveness.
Vaguely he remembered that as an officer in the hottest and most humid parts of
the Solomon Islands he had commented on the fact that all men and women had
worn some kind of clothing, “and it certainly wasn’t because they needed to keep
warm!”

Skins, the last word in the exacting sentence, pitched the reader into the
imprecise origins of technology. At what age of man’s development did some
technician discover that the skin of an animal could be scraped clean of fleshy
particles, dried in the sun, rubbed with fat and the juice of oak galls, and crudely
tanned into a pliable substance adaptable to the human form? Really, Cullinane
reflected, so many problems are raised in that sentence that only a super-
mechanic like Thomas Edison could find a place to begin. It probably took about
fifty thousand years of step-by-step accumulation of experience until the
complicated process was mastered. He repeated the phrase: fifty thousand years.
It was an incomprehensible amount of time, ten times as long as man’s entire
written history, and it was but a fragment of the total time that men had grappled



with the problem skins. All Cullinane knew for sure was that sometime around
40,000 B.C.E. the men of the Mount Carmel caves had produced flint stones with
serrated edges that could be used for scraping skins, so it was likely that they had
at least begun the tanning process. But the word skins conjured up related
technical problems that were even more fascinating. It’s probable, Cullinane
reasoned, that our people at Makor in 9000 B.C.E. wore skins that fitted the body.
Sewn together, if you like. Now where did they get the needles? The thread? And
most important of all, the concept? It was the latter that was crucial, for once a
group of people had the intelligence to say, “Let’s sew our skins,” ways would
surely be found to do the sewing. But who had first proposed, “Let’s sew”?

He guessed that it had been some woman watching a bird build its nest, sewing
the strands of straw back and forth and tucking the ends in place with her sharp
bill. Once this process was understood it was relatively simple—Say it took fifty
thousand years, Cullinane mused—for the woman’s husband to cut a flint so that
it could be used as an awl. Or some man had found a deer’s bone that could be
sharpened, or a fragment of human shin that would serve nicely as a needle. In
any case, over a period of time staggering to imagine, men had acquired their trial-
and-error technology, and if today one could visualize the persistent will required
to bring such a thing as a skin to the point of utility he would be made humble by
the years, the toil of awkward fingers, the blockades of mind, and the yearning for
accomplishment that underlay even the simplest process.

He wore skins. “What an infinity of comprehension is required,” Cullinane wrote
in his report, “to appreciate this simple sentence in which I have compressed so
much.” The first word implied a philosophical system, the second a social order,
and the third an attitude toward technology; and he concluded that in each
category his reader must grasp three fundamental developments. In philosophy:
speech, the idea of self, the idea of god. In the social order: the domestication of
grains and animals, group observance of accepted norms, the concept of a
community. In technology: fire, flint tools, the principle of the fulcrum. He looked
at his four pieces of flint, each a minute work of art, and wondered how a man’s
hand, eleven thousand years ago, could have created these simple, lovely tools,
and he found himself back where he had started: “How can I convey the
thousands of centuries it took to bring man to the place where he could control
flint so precisely?” And then the larger question: “How was he able to conceive of a
sickle in the first place?”

* * * * *

When the young hunter retreated from the rock, the enraged girl followed him,
still clubbing at him with her fists, and she would have used stones could she
have got them, but in time her father and her brother managed to bring her under
control. With anguish she broke away from them and ran to the fallen dog and
threw herself on his bold, dead form, embracing the head that had sought her
friendship. He was dead, this wonderful wild creature, and she sensed that she
would never be able to find another like him. In later millennia at Makor other
girls with her sensitivity would find other dogs willing to risk the tremendous step
from forest to house, but she would not then be living. “Oh! Oh!” she sobbed,
beating the rock with her fists, for she knew that something superior had been



stolen from her.

The hunter was bewildered by the girl’s behavior. He was from the lands north
of the well and loved to roam the deep wadis and the forested hills. As the
accuracy of his spear had shown, he was a skilled hunter and at seventeen a
rugged young man with visibly powerful legs for the chase. Ur, looking at him, was
reminded of his own youth, and as the hunter stood at the edge of the rock,
perplexed as to what he had done to arouse this grief, Ur said, “Stay with us for a
while,” and the men left the rock where the girl lay burdened with sorrow.

Later the young hunter discovered that in killing the dog he had broken the
point of his spear and he asked Ur if there were any sharpened flints that he might
tie to the shaft. But Ur merely pointed toward his son, saying with some
condescension, “He works the flint.” After the hunter had shown the boy what was
required, the latter went to work on a nodule of flint which he had found imbedded
in a white stone. There was nothing then in existence hard enough to cut flint, and
most of the metals to be discovered later would not suffice; the artisan had to
visualize the inner structure of the flint or he could accomplish nothing, so Ur’s
son carefully chipped away the whitish outer coating of limestone until he could
see the brown hidden core. He worked patiently on the fat end of the core,
chipping it down until he had a level platform from which he could inspect the
flint and decide how best to attack it. After some moments of study, during which
he seemed to penetrate the secrets of the stone, he placed the small end of the
core against a piece of wood, holding it with his left fingers so that he could feel
the ridges and the lines of strain. He then took a pointed rock and held it exactly
so against the platform, and with a smaller stone in his right hand delivered a
slight tap, barely strong enough to kill a wasp. A large segment of the flint broke
away exactly as he had intended, exposing a clear and shimmering face that
narrowed to a point. Deftly he turned the core, tapped lightly again to strike off
another face. For some time he continued this process, chipping away one
fragment after another until at last he had a long, slender point powerful enough
to penetrate any hide. The watching hunter was impressed, but then the boy did
something not known in areas where the hunter came from. He laid the finished
spearhead flat, and with a saw that he had made of flint he cut two deep notches
in the flank, flint etching flint, and these would provide a means for securing the
head to the shalft.

“He’s the best flint worker I've seen,” the hunter said admiringly.

“He’s not much of a hunter,” Ur replied.

“Could you make two or three more points?”

“In this wadi there isn’t much flint,” the boy explained.

“You need flint?” the hunter cried, and this was the beginning of the deep
friendship that developed between Ur and the young stranger, for he told the
family of a white cliff rising out of the Roaring Sea two days’ journey to the west
where flints were so numerous that in a few hours a man could gather enough for
a lifetime.

“Do you know how to get there?” Ur asked.

“Of course! I'm a hunter!” And he led Ur and his son through the dark glades to
the west, and on the second day they came to the Roaring Sea, which the boy had
not known before, and it glistened in the sun. The hunter took them to the white



cliffs of which he had foretold, and there the boy found something he could
scarcely believe: towering walls of chalk from which, at intervals laid down millions
of years ago, layers of flint nodules protruded. With one hand Ur’s son could reach
fifty, a hundred, a thousand perfect flint cores, waiting to be knocked loose from
the easily broken chalk. The boy’s eyes gleamed, and he directed his father and
the hunter as to what kind of flints he wanted: “The ones that are longer than they
are wide through the middle.” And in a few hours the three men had all that they
could carry.

They had come upon one of the surprises of nature, a bed of flint, whose
nodules if properly worked could provide tools that would not be surpassed until
other men along this great sea discovered copper-bronze. Ages upon ages ago,
when the shores of this sea were being formed by the deposits of tiny animal
skeletons that would later be transmuted into chalk, enormous colonies of alien
sea animals congregated in special currents and died. Their bodies contained
peculiar chemicals, and when billions of the little creatures deposited their corpses
in one spot a kind of pocket was formed in the future chalk, so that later, when
great pressures were applied from above, these dead bodies coagulated into knots
which formed nodules of flint scattered through the more ordinary substance. Man
had discovered the nodules, how long ago?—at least a million years, surely—and
from them had fashioned the instruments whereby he lived, for flint could be
worked into axes, arrowheads, spears, needles, saws or almost any tool that man
could envisage; of equal importance, two pieces of flint when struck together
produced fire. And now the son of Ur had unlimited quantities of this vital
substance.

He made the hunter his extra spearheads, and for his sister he shaped three
needles with which she consoled herself by sewing skins for the family; and one
day Ur suggested to her, “You ought to sew a new skin for the hunter,” and
somewhat against her will—for her lamentation for the dead dog had not ceased—
she did so, and in time the hunter built a round house for her and she was
pregnant with her first child; but the wild dog, that trusting beast who had sat
with her on the rock, was never forgotten.

Ur’s son worked on his flints and one day asked the hunter, who was now his
brother-in-law, to find him a curved bone of a certain dimension; and when this
was provided, the boy went into seclusion for some time, after which he handed
his mother an implement of new design. It was a sickle, a curved knife whose
flints were wedged into the bone and tied with tiny thongs and secured with a
substance made of resin from the cypress trees and honey. The beauty of this new
device was that its curved tip sought out the stalks of wheat and brought them to
the cutting edge, as if a man’s arm had been extended enormously. Entire families
from the cave came to stand and watch enviously as the boy’s mother swung her
arm in extensive circles, gathering the wheat to her and cutting it with an
unbroken motion. It was miraculous.

Then came the great days at the well, the kind of days that men in all societies
know occasionally, the few days that make the many years endurable. Ur’s wife
and son worked the fields and found new ways to make the earth produce; the sun
shone upon them approvingly and enough rain came, but no more. The others in
the cave thought it significant that these two were growing enough grain to feed



almost the entire cave, and husbands began to ask difficult questions of their
wives: “Why can’t you do what his wife did?” Ur’s daughter cared for her first-born
and wished that another bird would fall to her care, but none did; the lovely bee
eaters flashed through the wadi and crested larks followed the reapers gathering
grains. Sometimes a deer would dart across the fields beyond the rock and owls
would call from the cypresses. How good the days were.

For Ur and his son-in-law these golden days were a continuous dream. Inspired
by the young man, Ur returned to the hunt, setting forth each morning to probe
the far ends of the wadi or the edges of the swamp. It was amusing to watch them
go, the young man striding ahead with stocky Ur chugging along behind, pumping
his bandy legs and calling instructions, trying to teach the hunter all the secrets of
the land. Sometimes, when they got on to the track of a boar, the young man
would leave Ur to mark the spot while he loped easily back to summon others from
the cave, and often there would be a mass chase. But usually it was Ur and the
young man going it alone in the companionship of the hunt that was so treasured
by the old man.

At intervals Ur felt the intimations of death. Some of his teeth had broken off,
and after running uphill for two or three hours he felt a shortness of breath. He
sensed that he must be going, and although he felt a kind of animal fear of death,
he found much joy in the fact that his son-in-law was such a stalwart hunter. The
boy was swift and daring, as brave as Ur had hoped his own son would be. He
could use a spear better than Ur himself, and when Ur had time to teach him the
tricks of fighting close to the tusks of the wild boar he might possibly excel the old
warrior. “He’s a great hunter,” Ur reported proudly as the men sat about the fire. “I
think he’s better than my father was.” The young men of the cave nodded but the
old ones said nothing, for they remembered Ur’s father.

Then, as so often happens when the seasons have been too cooperative and the
sun too gentle, the forces that surrounded the well and the wadi struck back to
remind the men of the kind of world they lived in. Out of a cloudless sky, on a day
when babies could play in the sun, lightning struck the wadi and set the grain on
fire. By concerted effort the people of the cave were able to subdue the flames, but
half the crop was burned away, and suddenly the food situation facing the people
of the well was radically changed. Instead of an abundance, there was now only
just enough, and the Family of Ur began to speculate on what might have caused
the lightning to strike at that time; and no matter what rationalizations Ur offered,
his wife became convinced that the aggrandizement of the family, its disregard for
the immanent rights of nature, had brought this rebuke. “The hunter killed the
dog,” she pointed out, “and we rejoiced that his first child was a boy, and we gave
none of the grain to the waters of the wadi...” She went on and on, reviewing the
arrogant actions of her family. She concluded that the forces which shared the
wadi with her people were properly angry, and she felt that she must erect some
sign of contrition to let them know that neither she nor her husband intended ever
again to usurp their rights. In this reasoning her son supported her, but old Ur
said he didn’t know.

The monolith was her idea. She said, “If we erect on the highest part of the rock
a tall stone, the storm and the wind and the wild boar will see it and will know
that we wish them well.” Ur asked how they would know any such thing, but his



son assured him, “They will know.” And so all the men of the cave went with Ur’s
son to a part of the wadi where stones grew, and there, with flint cutters and
wedges and heavy stones dropped as hammers, they broke away a monolith much
taller than a man and rounded on one end. They shoved and hauled it onto the
highest point of the rock, where after two months of sweating and building of
earthen ramps, they upended it into a socket that the boy had hacked into the
solid rock. Securing it with stones wedged under the corners they left it standing
upright, a thing without a name, but a thing from which they nevertheless took
much consolation. It was their spokesman to the storm.

On the third night after its institution as guardian of the well, a wild boar—the
symbol of implacable hatred—came rampaging out of the wadi and tore up a good
two thirds of the remaining wheat fields. When dawn broke and the cave people
saw the devastation, and realized how much food they had lost—crested larks
were already feasting on the fallen grain—they became panicky and tried to push
over the monolith, but Ur’s wife and son prevented this, reasoning, “If they have
come at us even though they can see our sign, what might they have done
otherwise?” Ur and his son-in-law followed a simpler reasoning. The wild boar had
ravaged their fields. They would kill him. So they gathered their spears and set
upon the chase that would long be recounted in that wadi.

In the dawn they went down to the swamps, where his trail lay, and among the
waters and the flying birds they probed until they found his ugly foot marks
leading deeper into the areas where the biting bugs hid. For a day they splashed
their way through green water up to their knees, and at night they slept among
the dreadful bugs. They could hear the great boar and knew that he was beginning
to feel panic, and in the morning they were after him. He led them on a long chase
away from the swamp and through the glades of lovely forests thick with oak and
pine. He hurried up hills and toward caves, breathing harder as the persistent
hunters clung to his muddy trail. The huge beast gathered strength and ran far
down the valleys until the men could see before them the bright Whispering Sea
which Ur had known of old but which his new son had not encountered. They
followed the boar to the southern end of the sea, where hot waters bubbled from
the ground, and there in a thicket of pistachio and thorn they finally cornered
him.

“Remember what I said,” Ur called as they prepared to move in from opposite
sides. His heart pounded with unprecedented speed, and when he was alone he
whispered, “I must not die now. Not till the boar is killed. The young man doesn’t
know how ...”

With a scream the young hunter flew into the air, for the wily boar had lured
him into range of his flashing tusks.

“Fall away!” Ur shouted, rushing into the thicket, but the young man could not
control his fall, for there was nothing to grasp, and he fell onto the tusks again
and was slashed to death. Before old Ur could penetrate the tangle the triumphant
beast was galloping to the north, leaving the young hunter destroyed behind him.

It was then that the immensity of life, the awesome, aching mystery of man in
conflict with the things about him, overwhelmed the old man. He looked at his
dead son and visualized the man’s wife and little boy. “I was the one ready for
death!” Ur cried. “Why was he chosen?”



From the north came echoes of the distant beast crashing about in victory.
“Why should a thing so evil have triumphed?” Ur protested, rending his garment
in anguish.

He thought of the futile monolith his family had raised to ward off just such
contradictions and he wondered what extra thing he might have done to save this
bravest of hunters. What had he left undone? Standing in grief over a man he had
loved more than his own wife, more than well or cave, he began to formulate words
which expressed his spiritual bewilderment:

Why is the young hunter dead, why do I live?

Why has the mad boar triumphed, why does he growl?
Where is the path home, why is it hidden?

Why does the sun hide its face, why does it mock?

And as he felt the tragedy of these recent days he again entertained those
mysterious thoughts which had begun that day when he saw his broken reflection
in the well: was it the boar which had willed this dreadful day or was it a force far
greater than either the boar or the lightning or the storm—some entity outside
them all? Deep in the thicket he stood over the body of his son and wondered.

And the anguish that Ur knew that night—the mystery of death, the triumph of
evil, the terrible loneliness of being alone, the discovery that self of itself is
insufficient—is the anxiety that

LEVEL XIV

Of Death and Life
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two-part mold in the seaport of Akka, 2204 B.C.E. Fired at 750° centigrade.
Purposely buried beside the wall of Makor sometime after dark on an autumn
evening in 2202 B.C.E.



The Galilee
2202 BCE.

High in the heavens over the desert a vulture wheeled, its glinting eye fastened
to an object almost invisible in a clump of brush that grew where the drifting sand
met fertile earth. Its wings fiat against the rising currents, the powerful bird
drifted aimlessly in huge circles, but kept its sharp eye focused on the tiny object
below, which seemed to be hesitating between death and life. The vulture showed
no impatience, nor did it change its elevation. If the decision were to be death, the
rapacious bird could drop quickly enough, and in the meantime its steady, waiting
flight continued.

Then a change occurred. It appeared that death had come, and quickly the
hovering bird ceased its drifting and inclined its wings into a steep dive. From the
warm rising current which had sustained it, the vulture entered into the cold
outer layers, descending in a great arching curve, its sharp eye fixed on the object
that had just died. Speed and determination were necessary, for before long other
birds would spot the lifeless target and would come swooping in to claim it, but on
this day the solitary vulture was to be the angel of death and it sped down on
silent wings.

On the ground a small donkey lay trapped with its hind leg pinched into the
fork of a desert shrub, and its efforts to extricate itself had brought exhaustion.
Vainly it had cried and twisted and pulled and now it could do no more. Death



was very close, for from the desert came a torrid wind that intensified the little
creature’s thirst, and in its last extremity the donkey ceased struggling; it was this
surrender that the soaring vulture had interpreted as death, and now through
dimmed eyes the little beast could see the final bird approaching. Both were
prepared for death.

At that moment, pushing his way through the bushes that marked the edge of
the desert, appeared a nomad wearing sandals whose thongs came upward about
his ankles; across his right shoulder was fastened a cloak of yellow marked with
red crescent moons. He wore a beard and carried a crooked stave which he used to
knock aside the impeding brush, and from time to time he stopped to listen for a
donkey that had disappeared from his caravan. He heard no sound but his eye did
mark the descending flight of the vulture, and by a calculation which he had
learned from his father, who had also been a nomad, he deduced from the actions
of the scavenger where his donkey might be. He was afraid, from the appearance
of the wvulture, that the little creature was already dead, but nevertheless he
hurried on, and in a moment his shepherd’s crook pushed aside the last brush—
and at its base he saw his donkey very close to death, but now restored to life.

The vulture, robbed of this promised meal, uttered a croaking cry of anger, then
sought an ascending current, on which it rose in great circles to a height from
which it was almost invisible to the herdsman in the brush at the edge of the
desert, and then remembering past good fortune, it drifted effortlessly to the west,
over green lands from which it had often feasted in earlier days, until it came to
the mound of Makor, in whose town another contest between death and life was
about to occur, involving more important characters than a stray donkey, and
more complicated forces than a hungry bird and a nomad dressed in a yellow
cloak with crescent moons.

It was in the early summer of 2202 B.C.E., and in the more than seven
thousand years that had elapsed from that day on which the Family of Ur had
erected its monolith on the rock a sequence of changes had transformed the area.
One unrecorded civilization after another had flourished briefly—successful ones
had lasted a thousand years; the unsuccessful, only two or three hundred—but
each had left behind an accumulation of rubble as its buildings were demolished
and its inhabitants led away to slavery. Ruins had grown upon ruins until some
twenty feet of debris obscured the original rock, obliterating even its memory,
except that from its secure footing in the high place the ancient monolith still
pushed its head through rubble to protrude a few feet into sunlight. It was the
holiest object in this part of the land and was believed to have been placed in its
exalted position by the gods themselves.

The rest had vanished. The roof of the cave was collapsed and the mouth, which
had seen so much traffic in its numberless millennia, was filled in, so that not
even goats could creep into the cool retreat that had served them for so many
years. At the well, which still explained the concentration of life in the area, earth
had built up until ropes thirty feet long were required to reach water, and the
rocks that formed the upper lip of the well were worn with deep grooves showing
where the girls of Makor had guided their ropes while hauling up the water.

The mound now housed a town of a hundred mud-brick houses located along
winding streets, and contained a population of some seven hundred people who



engaged in trade, kept animals, and grew agricultural produce in the fields south
of town. The most conspicuous change, however, was the great wall which
surrounded the settlement and which kept off all but the most determined
invaders. It had been erected sometime around the year 3500 B.C.E., when a
people whose tribal name was no longer remembered decided in desperation that
they must protect themselves or perish. Accordingly, they had built a massive wall
nine feet high and four feet thick, using no mortar but only large chunks of
unworked rock piled loosely atop one another. From a distance the wall looked as
if at any given point it might easily be breeched, but when the attackers moved
close they found that against the inner face of the stone the defenders had
jammed a second wall of beaten earth, eight feet thick, and had faced it with two
additional feet of rock, so that anyone seeking to pierce the defenses had to hack
his way through fourteen feet of rock, then earth, then rock, and this was difficult
to do.

In the thirteen hundred years that the wall had stood, it had been assaulted
sixty-eight times—once every nineteen years on the average—by Hittites and
Amorites from the north, by Sumerians and Akkadians from the Land of the Two
Rivers, later known as Mesopotamia, and by Egyptians from the Nile. Even the
predecessors of the Sea People, making preliminary forays on the port of Akka,
had tried to capture Makor, too, but of the numerous sieges only nine had
succeeded. In recent centuries the town had been totally destroyed—that is,
burned to the ground and desolated—only twice, and was thus more fortunate
than some of its larger neighbors like Hazor and Megiddo.

Primarily Makor was an agricultural center whose rich fields produced a
surplus which could be traded for manufactured goods. During recent centuries
caravans had begun moving past Makor on their way from Akka to the inland city
of Damascus, and exotic goods were becoming known: obsidian knives from Egypt,
dried fish from Crete and Cyprus, stacks of lumber from Tyre and fabrics from the
looms east of Damascus. The wealth of Makor was controlled mostly by the king,
but this word could be misleading. The size of the town and its importance in
world affairs were best illustrated by what happened in 2280 B.C.E., when the
neighboring city of Hazor was in trouble and called for help. The king of Makor
responded, sending to the imperiled city an army of nine men.

It was strange, perhaps, that there should even be a king of Makor ruling over a
town of only seven hundred persons, but in those days this was no mean
assembly, and if one took into consideration the surrounding fields and
undefended hamlets protected by the king, one had an area just large enough to
constitute an economic unit. It never belonged permanently to any one national
system; from one century to the next it had been subject to Egypt for a while, then
to empires having their home in Mesopotamia. For the most part it enjoyed the
same status as larger communities like Hazor, Akka and Damascus, a subject
town floating this way and that as the tides of history swept in or receded.

In an age of violent change, when the super-empires were trying to establish
themselves, Makor was allowed to exist only because it was a minor settlement off
to one side of the major thoroughfare connecting Egypt, which had long ago builts
its pyramids, to Mesopotamia, which had already built its ziggurats. It was never
an important military target and could be safely by-passed, as it usually was, but



after the significant battles had been decided elsewhere, victorious generals
usually dispatched a few troops to let Makor know what new hegemony it now
belonged to.

On the occasions when Makor had to be destroyed, its population was dealt
with severely: all men who could be caught were massacred; their wives were
raped and dragged off to harems, and their children led away to slavery. Later,
when peace came, other groups would move in to take their places and to rebuild
the town, and this accounted for the varied types one saw in Makor. There were
tall, slim Canaanites with sunburned complexions, blue eyes, small noses and
well-defined chins, while those who came from Africa were dark. Hittites
wandering down from the north were swarthy, squat men with powerful bodies
and large hooked noses, but those from the southern desert were lean and hawk-
faced. They were the Horites. Even some of the Sea People had decided to live
ashore—robust, thick-chested men. They were the forerunners of the Phoenicians.
And all lived together in a kind of indifferent amalgam, finding for themselves
about as good a life as was then available in the area.

In this age of uncertainty, only one thing was certain: the confusion about
religion had been permanently settled. It was now known that the world was
governed by three benevolent gods—storm, water, sun—and each was represented
by a special monolith rising from the high place in the center of town. There was,
of course, a fourth stone in the solemn line facing the temple, sacred beyond all
others, rounded on top by erosion and almost submerged in earth that had
accumulated through the years. Because it looked something like a human penis,
it was revered as the father of all gods and was known as El, but in appearance it
was trivial, rising only a few feet from the soil, whereas the others were impressive
monuments. It was as if the god to whom the rock-penis belonged was old and
worn out; he was still revered by his subjects as a potent force, the source of all
power, the god El.

After these major gods came the multitude of others for whom no monoliths
were raised at the high place but to whom prayers were said daily: gods of the
trees, the rivers, the wadi, the birds, the ripening grain, and particularly gods for
any feature of the landscape that stood out prominently. Thus the hill behind
Makor had its god, as did the mountain that stood behind it. Baals, they were
called, little baals and greater baals, and each was worshiped in a separate way,
but there was one special god whom all the citizens of Makor kept close to their
hearts, and this was Astarte, the tempting, rich-breasted goddess of fertility. It was
she who brought the grain to ripening and the cow to calving, the wife to the
birthing stool and chickens to the nest. In an agricultural society, smiling little
Astarte was the most immediately significant of all the gods, for without her
nothing that concerned the cycle of life could come to pass.

By and large the baals had been generous to Makor, for even though the town
had been twice destroyed, it had been revived and under Astarte its fields
prospered, but few were the families who could say, “We have lived in Makor for
many generations.” Most were newcomers, but in one rambling mud-brick house
to the west of the main gate, its back tucked snugly against the wall, lived a man
whose ancestors through one trick or another had managed to survive both war
and occupation. When bravery was called for, the men of this resilient family



voluntarily leaped with their spears to the ramparts, but when defeat became
inevitable they were the first to scramble into some hiding place, covering
themselves until massacre and fire were over. And with the coming of each
peaceful cycle they returned to their expanding olive groves and wheat fields.

The present scion of this resourceful clan was the farmer Urbaal, thirty-six
years old, lineal descendant of that great Ur whose family had started farming at
Makor and who had erected in the high place the monolith which was to become
the god El. Urbaal was a husky man, stout and strong as becomes a farmer, with
big teeth that flashed when he smiled. Unlike others of his age, he was not bald
nor was he inclined to fatness. In war he had proved himself a good soldier and in
peace a productive farmer. He was gentle with his wives, boisterous with his
children and kind to his slaves; and if he had wanted to be king or high priest, he
could have been either, but his love was farming and women and the growth of
things. But now he had a consuming worry, and as he hurried from his house to
the high place where the monoliths stood facing the temple, his forehead was
wrinkled and he thought: My well-being for the whole year depends on what I do
right now.

The street which led from Urbaal’s house did not march impressively from the
main gate to the temple area; to do that would have required planning. Instead, it
dodged and twisted in unforeseen ways like the hit-or-miss village footpath it had
once been, and as the farmer passed along its inconvenient cobbles, citizens of the
town nodded pleasantly; but he did not acknowledge them. His mind was
preoccupied with serious matters, and when he reached the high place he
proceeded gravely to the farthest monolith, the remnant that barely pushed its
head through the earth, and bowed before it, kissing it many times and mumbling,
“This year, great El, let it be me.” He then moved to each of the other three and
uttered similar prayers: “Baal-of-the-Storm, this year let it be me. Baal-of-the-
Waters, Baal-of-the-Sun, | have asked you for little.”

He crossed the square and entered the cluttered shop of Heth, a Hittite who
dealt in goods imported from many areas, and there he said to the bearded man
who stood beside lengths of cloth, “This year I must be chosen. What shall I do?”

“Why not consult the priests?” Heth evaded.

“From them I've learned all I can,” Urbaal replied, pretending to inspect a large
pottery jar brought down from Tyre.

“All T can tell you,” Heth replied, “is to tend your groves.” He looked at the
troubled man, then added slowly, “And buy for yourself the best Astarte you can
find.”

This was the kind of counsel Urbaal had sought. Turning from the pottery, he
brought his face close to Heth’s and asked the bearded merchant, “Would that
help?”

“It’s how Amalek won last year,” the merchant assured him.

“I already have three statues,” Urbaal protested.

“With your trees? Is three enough? Really?” The wily trader stroked his beard
and stared at the rich farmer.

“I've wondered myself,” Urbaal confessed. He turned away from Heth and
walked about the small shop mumbling to himself. Then, like a child pleading, he
grasped Heth’s hand and asked, “Do you truthfully think it would help?”



Heth said nothing, but from a corner he produced a small clay figure of a
goddess. She was six inches high, nude, very feminine, with wide hips and hands
cupped below circular breasts. She was erotic and plump, delightful to study and
reassuring to have in one’s presence. The merchant was obviously proud of her
and was bound to ask a good price.

Urbaal looked at the statue with special concern. To him this was not a piece of
cleverly molded clay, no abstract theological symbol. It was the veritable goddess
Astarte who determined the fertility of land, of women, of olive trees. Without her
help he was powerless. He could pray to Baal-of-the-Waters and to Baal-of-the-
Sun, and they could send the right amounts of rain and warmth, but if Astarte
frowned olives would not produce oil; and unless she smiled he could not win this
year.

He adored Astarte. Others feared her capriciousness—famine one year,
abundance the next—but he had adapted himself to her arbitrary behavior. He
worshiped her faithfully and in return she had been good to him, as she had been
to his fathers before him. If the fields and the beehives of Urbaal prospered, even
when others failed, it was because he and Astarte had reached an understanding.

“The statue you sold me last year worked,” the farmer rationalized as he looked
at the new goddess.

“For three years you couldn’t get Timna pregnant,” Heth pointed out. “Then,
with the proper statue ...”

“I'll take it!” the farmer decided. “How much?”

“Seven gurs of barley, seven of wheat,” Heth replied.

Urbaal had known that the price would be steep, but now he did some
calculations. “That’s more than fourteen gin of silver,” he said. “Last year it was
only eight.”

“It is fourteen,” Heth agreed, “but this Astarte is special. She wasn’t made by
hand, like your others. They’ve found a new way in Akka, and it costs.”

“I'll take her,” Urbaal said, and he picked up the little goddess, put her to his
lips, and went back across the plaza to where the monoliths stood.

The secret of Urbaal’s success in farming lay in what he was now about to do.
He knew that if Astarte was the goddess of fecundity, she must cherish the sexual
act as the source of her power, so he never left his goddesses alone but saw to it
that they were generously provided with male gods. Bearing his new goddess to
the ancient monolith of El, he introduced her to the half-hidden one and
whispered, “Tonight, great El, you can come to the house of Urbaal, where the
goddess will be waiting.” He then took her to the other baals, holding her
seductively against them, rubbing her body against theirs and whispering,
“Tonight, when the moon goes down, come to the house of Urbaal, where Astarte
will be waiting.”

Holding the little goddess tenderly in his cupped hands, he bowed to the four
monoliths and started homeward, but as he did so, along the porch of the temple
there passed a tall girl of sixteen wearing rough-spun robes and golden sandals.
She was slender, and with each step her long bare legs broke through the
garments; her black hair, which fell below her shoulders, moved in the sunlight.
Her face had an extraordinary beauty: dark, widely placed eyes, long straight nose,
high cheekbones and silken skin. She walked with conscious grace and was aware



of the effect she created on men, for that was her purpose.

Ever since her arrival in Makor, a slave captured during a raid to the north,
Urbaal had been fascinated by her. He saw her striding through his dreams. She
was in his olive groves when he inspected them, and when the girls of Makor
trampled his grapes she was among them, the red juice staining her long legs.
Even when the farmer’s second wife, Timna, had had her child, Urbaal could think
only of the tall slave, and it was she who had driven him to purchase his fourth
Astarte. Clutching the goddess closer to his heart, he watched the girl until she
disappeared into another part of the temple, a man wholly captive to urges that
seemed about to consume him. Bringing the clay goddess to his lips, he kissed her
and whispered, “Astarte! My fields must produce. Help me! Help me!”

He waited in the shadows for some time, hoping that the tall slave might return,
but when she did not he wandered disconsolately back to the main gate, a
complicated zigzag affair with towers from which archers looked down into a maze
of twists and turns. Long ago the town of Makor had learned that if its gate were
wide and forthright, opening directly into the heart of the town, any enemy who
succeeded in rushing that gate found himself comfortably inside the town, which
he could then despoil. The entrance to Makor provided no such opportunity; as
soon as a would-be invader passed through the main gate he had to make a sharp
turn to the left, and before he could gain speed an equally sharp turn to the right,
all in such tight compass that he stood exposed to the spears and arrows of the
defenders who crouched above him. It was in the tangle of wall thus produced that
Urbaal had his home, and it was almost as convoluted as the gate.

In the center stood an odd-shaped courtyard which served as the heart of the
house, with wings radiating out in various directions. In the arm nearest the gate
lived his two wives and their five children: four from his first wife, a recent boy
from his second. In the opposite wing clustered the granaries, the wine pots,
kitchens and rooms for his slaves, including two attractive girls who had already
given him a series of children in whom he found delight. Some twenty people lived
in the house of Urbaal, a center of vitality and love, and they kept it a noisy place.
Peasants preferred working for this gusty man to serving in fields belonging to the
temple, because although they had to work harder for Urbaal than they did for the
priests, they loved him as a peasant like themselves. He ate in gulps, guzzled wine
and loved to stand with them in the fields, sweat rolling down from his jug-shaped
chest.

He now entered this sprawling house, passing through the courtyard, and
proceeded at once to the richly adorned god-room where he kept his three Astartes
on a small shelf, each accompanied by a length of stone representing one of the
monoliths in the high place. His fourth Astarte he placed in position, adjusting her
carefully to her new surroundings, then taking from a hidden place a piece of
basalt stone which he had been saving for this purpose. It was obviously phallic, a
mighty manly symbol, and he tucked it close to his goddess, whispering, “Tonight
when the moon goes down, Baal-of-the-Storm will come to lie with you.” He had
found that if he kept his goddesses happy they would reciprocate, but now his
need was both urgent and specific, and he wished his new patroness to
understand the proposed bargain: “Enjoy yourself tonight and every night. All I
ask is that when the measuring comes, let it be me.”



He was interrupted by the arrival of his second wife, Timna, who normally
would not enter his god-room, but who now appeared in some distress. She was
the stately kind of wife that men for the past eight thousand years have
represented in their statues—motherly, considerate and understanding. Her dark
eyes were distended with fright and before she spoke Urbaal could guess what had
happened. Some years before he had seen this same terrified look in his first wife’s
eyes, when she, too, had been unable to face reality. It was the weakness of
women to look so, and Urbaal prepared himself for tears. “What is it?” he asked
gently.

Timna was an unusual girl who had come from Akka with her father on a
trading visit, and she had won Urbaal’s respect for the congenial manner in which
she had adjusted to Matred, his domineering first wife. Instead of fighting, Timna
had insisted upon a house of love—which was the more credit to her in that for
the first three years of her life with Urbaal she had been childless and the target of
contempt from Matred, but with the recent arrival of her first son a more
harmonious balance had been achieved. As a mother she could demand respect
from Matred, but now, her composure fled, she told her husband, “The priest of
Melak was here.”

This was what Urbaal had expected. It was bound to come and he wished he
knew something that would console his gentle wife, but he had learned that in
these matters nothing could be done. “We’ll have other children,” he promised. She
started to weep and a clever lie sprang to his mind. “Timna,” he whispered
seductively, “look at what I've just bought you. A new Astarte.” She looked at the
smiling goddess, so bursting with fertility, and covered her face.

“Could we run away?” she pleaded.

“Timna!” The idea was blasphemous, for Urbaal was definitely a part of the
land... this land... these olive trees by the well.

“I will not surrender my son,” she persisted.

“We all do,” he reasoned gently, and he pulled her to his couch, from which she
could see the reassuring Astartes who promised her fertility for years to come.
Placing his arm about her he tried to add his personal reassurance, telling her of
how Matred had found courage to face the same problem. “At first she nearly
perished with grief,” he confided, and Timna wondered how that austere woman
had found a way to show grief. “But later she had four other children, and one
night she confessed to me, ‘We did the right thing.” You’ll have others playing
about your knees, and you’ll feel the same way.”

She listened attentively, but in the end whimpered, “I cannot.”

He was tempted to show his irritation, but she was so gentle that he did not.
Instead he reasoned, “It is to Melak that we look for protection. Great El is
necessary, and we cherish him, but in war only Melak is our protector.”

“Why must he be so cruel?” Timna pleaded.

“He does much for us,” Urbaal explained, “and all he asks in return... our first-
born sons.” To the farmer this was persuasive logic, and he started to leave for his
olive fields, but Timna held his hands, pleading, until he felt that he must shock
her into reality. “As long as Makor has existed,” he said harshly, “we have
delivered to Melak our first-born sons. Matred did so. The slave girls did so. And
you shall, too.” He left the room, but as he passed the courtyard he saw his latest



son, six months old, gurgling in the shadows of the courtyard, and he experienced
a paralyzing regret which he had been afraid to share with Timna, but she had
followed him from the room and from the doorway saw his involuntary gesture of
grief. She thought: Three times he has surrendered his first-born sons—Matred’s
and the slave girls’. His pain is greater than mine but he dares not show it.

Timna was right. Her simple-minded husband was enmeshed in the
contradictions that perplexed the men of that age, the conflict between death and
life—Melak demanding death while Astarte bestowed life—and he fled from the
house of gaiety where his slave girls were singing with the children, and stamped
through the gate, seeking solace in his olive grove. As he walked among those
lovely gray-green trees whose leaves swirled upward in varied patterns, turning
new faces to the sun and shimmering like jewels, he tried to counteract death by
conjuring a vision of the seductive slave girl he had watched at the temple; and he
recalled the first day he had seen her. The warriors of Makor had marched out on
a minor raid of no consequence, one little town pestering another, and he had not
bothered to go along, but when the troops returned he had come out of his house
to greet them. They had come singing through the zigzag gate and among their
prisoners was this enchanting girl, then only fifteen and not a resident of the town
the troops had fought against, but a slave who had been captured by that town
from some site farther north. Since no specific soldier had captured her, she was
claimed by the priests, who saw in her a symbol which they could manipulate for
profit to the town. They had sequestered her, allowing her to be seen only
infrequently, and had let it be known that she was reserved for a solemn purpose.
Their plan had worked. The men of Makor were excited by her presence and were
tending their fields and olive presses as never before. Now her tantalizing vision
moved with Urbaal as he inspected his trees.

By habit he went first to the center of his grove, where a rounded stone, scarcely
six inches higher than the earth, served as the home of the baal who commanded
the olive trees. Paying his obeisance to the god, Urbaal summoned his foreman,
who ran up sweating. “Still a good crop?” the farmer asked.

“Look,” the foreman said. He led Urbaal to an area of sloping rock where an
ancient machine produced much of Makor’s wealth. At the highest level a deep
square pit some ten feet on the side had been hacked into the solid rock. It had
required both tools and patience to dig so deep a hole, but the use to which it was
put required inventive genius. Rising from the middle of this first pit stood a
wooden table with a high rim inside which the oily fruit of pitted olives was piled;
fastened into a hole in the northern face of the pit was the butt end of a stout pole,
free to move up and down with considerable leverage. Over the rimmed table fitted
a heavy square of wood which pressed down to squeeze the olives and extract the
oil, and it was against this pressing board that the pole was brought down with
considerable force. Then, because men were scarce at Makor and could not stand
hour after hour merely pulling down a pole, huge stones were provided to be hung
by slings on the far end of the pole so as to keep the pressure constant day and
night. It was one of the world’s first complicated machines, and it worked.

But part of its ingenuity lay in the fact that below the first pit lay a second, and
below it a third. Through the solid rock connecting the various levels, some skilled
workman had driven a small hole, so that by gravity the olive oil from the pressing



pit could filter down into the second and then into the third, losing its sediment
and impurities on the way. The entire process represented a sophisticated system
that would hardly be improved upon in the next four thousand years. Urbaal,
dipping his finger into the bottom pit, tasted the results and told his foreman,
“Good.”

“This time you’re sure to win,” the foreman winked.

Then Urbaal exposed the fear that disturbed him. “How’s Amalek doing with his
cows?”

“They say very good,” the foreman replied.

“He always does,” Urbaal said, not trying to hide his worry.

The foreman moved closer. “We could turn some dogs loose among his calves.”

Urbaal shook his head. “We don’t need such tricks, but in case he’s thinking the
same way, | hope you’re guarding the pits.”

The foreman pointed to a booth which he had recently constructed, four poles
stuck in earth supporting a platform two feet off the ground, roofed over with a
canopy of branches. “From now till the end of harvest I'm sleeping in the booth,”
the foreman said, and after praying to the baal of the oil pits Urbaal left the grove
with a feeling of confidence; but as he returned through the zigzag gate he passed
the one man who could destroy that feeling, the herdsman Amalek, a strong, wiry
man taller and younger than himself, with huge muscles on the back of his legs
and a confident, sunburned grin marking his amiable face. He was no mean
opponent, for once before he had won and apparently intended doing so again. He
greeted Urbaal with a friendly wave and left the town with long swinging strides.

When Urbaal reached home he received the ugly news that Timna had feared.
The priests of Melak had returned to deliver their decision: “The stars indicate that
we shall be attacked from the north. By a host larger than before. It is therefore
essential to take steps and we shall have a burning of first sons tomorrow.” With a
red dye obtained from the seashore they stained the wrists of Urbaal’s son and
then directed the farmer to halt the screaming of his wife. Proving by their
implacable detachment that there could be no appeal from their decision, they
stalked from the house and proceeded to seven others, where they similarly
stained the wrists of children from the leading families of Makor.

It was a moment when Urbaal wished to hear no lament from Timna, so he left
the house and in the street encountered Amalek hurrying back to town, and when
Urbaal saw the look of anguish on the herdsman’s face he knew that Amalek’s son
had been selected, too. The two men did not speak, for if either had betrayed any
dissatisfaction with the priests’ decision he could have brought disaster upon his
household.

The priests of Makor were implacable but they were not cruel. They sponsored
no unnecessary barbarity and ordered only what was required to protect the
community. They were the only ones who could read, and to Mesopotamia they
sent their clay tablets inscribed in cuneiform, while to Egypt they sent messages in
hieroglyphic. They knew figuring and astronomy and how to manage the year so
that crops flourished. Without their intelligence life in Makor would have been
impossible, for they served also as doctors and judges. They supervised the king’s
extensive lands, controlled his slaves and managed the warehouses in which food
was stored against the day of famine. Only the priests understood the mystery of



El rising silently from the earth and of Melak with the fiery throat, and if they now
decided that the threat of war could be forestalled only by another burning, their
judgment must be accepted. For they were judicious men, and when Makor was
last destroyed a surviving priest had explained to the stragglers, “Disaster came
because for the past years you have sacrificed to Melak only the sons of poor
families, or boys defective.” They blamed the burning of the town on this
slackening of dedication and reasoned, “If the respectable families of Makor
refused Melak their first-born, why should he bother to protect them?” The logic
was self-evident, so in the reconstructed town only the sons of leading families
were offered to the god, and from the moment that Timna had borne her child,
Urbaal had known that it must go to the fire.

Urbaal spent that night by himself in the room of the four Astartes, and there he
entered upon the full conflict of death and life, for in a cradle in a corner slept his
son with red-marked wrists, unaware of the ritual which he would sanctify next
morning; and death was very close. But above the child stood the new Astarte
smiling benevolently, and with her arrival the oil pits in the olive grove had
produced their most copious run. Already she was bringing new life to the house,
new fecundity, and it was possible that she would bring the tall slave girl, too. In
that strange mixture of death and eroticism which marked so much of the
thinking in that age, Urbaal lay on his couch listening first to his son’s even
breathing, then dreaming of the slave girl whom he yearned for with such passion.
Death and life pervaded his thinking, as they did the room and all of Makor.

Shortly after dawn a group of priests in red capes passed through the streets
banging drums and sounding trumpets, and it was a mark of Urbaal’s confusion
that in spite of the grief he felt over the impending loss of his son, he nevertheless
hurried to the door to see if the tall slave girl was marching with the priests. She
was not.

When the procession had made several circuits of the town, the drumming
ceased, the priests separated, and mothers began to feel the ultimate terror.
Finally a knock came on Urbaal’s door, and a priest appeared to claim Timna’s
first-born son. Timna began to scream, but her husband placed his hand over her
mouth and the priest nodded his approval, carrying the child from the house. After
a while the drumming resumed and cymbals clashed. A trumpet blew and excited
mutterings were heard in the town. “We must go,” Urbaal said, taking Timna’s
hand, for if the mothers were not present it might be judged that they offered their
sons with a grudging spirit.

But Timna, who was not of Makor, could not bring herself to attend the terrible
rites. “Let me at least stay hidden,” she begged.

Patiently Urbaal took her to the room of the gods and showed her his smiling
Astarte. “Last night,” he assured her, “Baal-of-the-Storm came and made sport
with the goddess. I watched them. She’s pregnant now, and you shall be too, I
promise you.” He dragged her to the door, pulled her hands away as she tried to
hold herself to an entrance pillar. Then he lost his patience and slapped her
sharply.

“What are sons for?” he asked. “Stop crying.” But when they were in the street
he felt sorry for her and wiped away her tears. Matred, his first wife, who had
known this day, said nothing but watched from behind. “Let her know sorrow,”



she mumbled to herself.

With an aching pain in his chest Urbaal led his two wives along the twisting
street to the temple square, but before he entered that sacred place he took a deep
breath, set his shoulders and did his best to quell the panic in his guts. “Let us all
be brave,” he whispered, “for many will be watching.” But as luck would have it,
the first man he saw in the holy area was the herdsman Amalek, who was also
trying to control his anguish, and the two men whose sons were to go that day
stared at each other in mute pain. Neither betrayed his fears, and they marched
together to the monoliths, lending strength and dignity to the ritual.

Between the palace and the four menhirs dedicated to the gentler gods had been
erected a platform of movable stones, under which a huge fire already raged. On
the platform stood a stone god of unusual construction: it had two extended arms
raised so that from the stone fingertips to the body they formed a wide inclined
plane; but above the spot where they joined the torso there was a huge gaping
mouth, so that whatever was placed upon the arms was free to roll swiftly
downward and plunge into the fire. This was the god Melak, the new protector of
Makor.

Slaves heaped fresh fagots under the statue, and when the flames leaped from
the god’s mouth two priests grabbed one of the eight boys—a roly-poly infant of
nine months—and raised him high in the air. Muttering incantations they
approached the outstretched arms, dashed the child upon them and gave him a
dreadful shove downward, so that he scraped along the stony arms and plunged
into the fire. As the god accepted him with a belch of fire there was a faint cry,
then an anguished scream as the child’s mother protested. Urbaal looked quickly
to see that the cry had come from one of the wives of Amalek, and with bitter
satisfaction he smiled. The priests had noticed this breach of religious solemnity,
and Urbaal thought: They will remember that Amalek couldn’t control his wife.
This year they will choose me.

Seeking to prevent a similar disgrace in his family, which would bring him into
disfavor with the priests and lose him whatever advantage he had gained from
Amalek’s misfortune, he gripped Timna’s arm and whispered, “Silence.” But four
other boys were consigned to the flames before Timna’s son was raised
whimpering into the air and crushed down upon the voracious arms. With
tumbling turns, as if he were a little ball, the infant dropped into the flames.
Rancid smoke hissed from the red mouth and a cry started from Timna’s throat,
but with his free hand Urbaal caught her by the neck and preserved the dignity of
sacrifice. He saw that the priests had noticed his action and had smiled approval.
More than ever he felt the omens were good that he would be declared the year’s
winner.

The last child was a boy of nearly three—his parents had prayed that the years
had passed when he might be taken—and he was old enough to understand what
was happening, so with frightened eyes he drew back from the priests, and when
they lifted him to the god he screamed, trying to hold on to the stone fingers and
save himself, but the priests pulled away his small, clutching hands, and with a
violent push sent him tumbling into the flaming mouth.

As soon as the boy had disappeared, wailing in fiery smoke, the mood of the
temple changed. The god Melak was forgotten; his fires were allowed to die down



and his priests turned to other important matters. Drums resumed their beat—
this time in livelier rhythms—and trumpets sounded. The people of Makor,
satisfied that their new god would protect them, left him smoking by the monoliths
and gathered about the steps of the temple itself, where a sense of excitement
replaced the terror that had recently held sway. Even the mothers of the eight
boys, numb with pain, were moved into new positions, and although they must
have longed to flee that place and grieve in silence, they were required as
patronesses who had pleased the god with their first-born to remain in locations of
honor. They were permitted neither to comment nor to look away, for this was the
tradition of their society and would be forever.

When a community like Makor dedicated itself to a god of death like Melak and
to a goddess of life like Astarte, the believers entered unknowingly upon a pair of
spirals which spun them upward or downward—as one judged the matter—to rites
that were bound to become ever more bizarre. For example, during the long
centuries when the town confined itself to worshiping the original monolith El, the
priests were satisfied if the town praised its god with libations of oil or food set out
on wooden trays, for the inherent nature of El was such that he demanded only
modest honors. And, when the three additional monoliths were added, their
natures required no extraordinary honors; as for the humble baals of the olive
grove and oil press, they were satisfied with simple rites: a kiss, a wreath of
flowers draped over the pillar, or a genuflection.

But when the god Melak was imported from the coastal cities of the north, a
new problem arose. The citizens of Makor were eager to adopt him, partly because
his demands upon them were severe, as if this proved his power, and partly
because they had grown somewhat contemptuous of their local gods precisely
because they were not demanding. Melak, with his fiery celebrations, had not been
forced upon the town; the town had sought him out as the fulfillment of a felt
need, and the more demanding he became, the more they respected him. No
recent logic in Makor was so persuasive as that of the priests after the destruction
of the town: “You were content to give damaged sons to Melak and in return he
gave you damaged protection.” Equally acceptable was the progression whereby
Melak’s appetite had expanded from the blood of a pigeon to the burning of a dead
sheep to the immolation of living children, for with each extension of his appetite
he became more powerful and therefore more pleasing to the people he tyrannized.
What he might next require in way of sacrifice no one could predict, least of all the
priests, for when the new demands were announced they would not be something
forced down upon the people by the priests: they would be rites insisted upon by
the people, who within limits received the kinds of gods they were able to imagine.

Furthermore, the cult of human sacrifice was of itself not abominable, nor did it
lead to the brutalization of society: lives were lost which could have been otherwise
utilized, but the matter ended in death and excessive numbers were not killed, nor
did the rites in which they died contaminate the mind. In fact, there was
something grave and stately in the picture of a father willing to sacrifice his first-
born son as his ultimate gift for the salvation of a community; and in later years,
not far from Makor, one of the world’s great religions would be founded upon the
spiritual idealization of such a sacrifice as the central, culminating act of faith. At
Makor it was not death that corrupted, but life.



For in the case of Astarte things were different. To begin with, she was a much
older deity than fiery Melak and perhaps even older than El himself, for when the
first farmer planted wheat intentionally he bound himself like a slave to the
concept of fertility. Without the aid of some god to fructify the earth the farmer
was powerless. It was not what he did that insured prosperity, but what the god
chose to do; and it required only a moment’s reflection to convince men that the
force behind fertility must be feminine. Even the crudest representation of the
female form could be recognized as a symbol of fertility: her feet were planted in
the soil; her legs carried the receptacle into which the seed must be placed; her
swelling womb reflected the growth that occurred in the dark earth; her breasts
were the rains that nurtured the fields; her bright smile was the sun that warmed
the world; and her flowing hair was the cool breeze that kept the land from
parching. Once men took the cultivation of their fields seriously the worship of
such a goddess was inevitable. In principle it was a gentle religion, paralleling
man’s most profound experience, regeneration through the mystery of sex. The
concept of man and goddess working hand in hand in the population of the world
and in the feeding of it was one of the notable philosophical discoveries, both
ennobling and productive; of only a few religious patterns could this be said.

But ingrained in this enchanting concept was a spiral more swift and sickening
than any which operated in the case of Melak, the god of death. The homage that
Astarte demanded was so persuasive, so gentle in its simplicity, that all were eager
to participate. Once a goddess guaranteed a town’s fertility, certain rites became
inevitable: flowers rich with pollen were placed before her, white pigeons were
released and then lambs which had finished weaning. Beautiful women who
wanted children but were denied them came to seek her intervention, and maidens
who were to be wed gathered to dance seductively before her. Her rites were
especially attractive because they were conducted by the fairest citizens of the
town and the strongest farmers. A spell of beauty encased the goddess: she saw
only the largest bunches of grapes, the most golden barley, and when the drums
beat for her their rhythms were not martial. The spiral of Astarte was a succession
of the loveliest things man knows, except that any sensible man could see where it
must end, for once Makor gave itself over to worshiping the principle of fertility it
became inevitable that the rites must finally be celebrated in the only logical way.
And sooner or later the citizens would insist that this be done publicly. It was
neither the priests nor the girls nor the men involved who demanded these
demoralizing public rites: it was the people, and the inevitability of this sickening
spin was about to be demonstrated anew in the person of Urbaal the farmer, who
had just offered his first-born to the flames and who would, in any normal society,
have been burdened with grief, as his wife was at that moment.

But in Makor, Urbaal switched easily, almost with joy, from death to life, waiting
for the next celebration which had been cunningly arranged by the priests for that
purpose. With mounting excitement he listened as the drums beat joyously,
accompanied by a flurry of trumpets which brought the music to a vivid
crescendo. It was halted by a priest who came from the temple, raising his arms
above his head and crying, “After death comes life. After mourning, joy.”

A group of singers, including both old men and young girls, began chanting
happily of the seasons through which the year passes. Their words spoke of



growth and the fertility of animals which abided in the fields. It was a song as
pristine in thought as one could have devised and it summarized in ideal form the
basic elements of the fertility rites: man was able to live because the earth and
things thereon increased, and anything that spurred this increase was
automatically good.

The priest now spoke directly to the parents whose sons had died to protect the
town: “It does not matter at what age a male dies to defend his community. The
infant of months”™—and here he looked at Urbaal and his wife—“is as notable a
hero as the general of forty. Men are born to die gloriously and those who do so as
children achieve greatness earlier than we who grow older. For them we do not
grieve. They have fulfilled the destiny of males and their mothers shall feel pride.”
It was an inspiring theory, and to some it brought inspiration, but not to stubborn
Timna, who knew instinctively that an evil thing had been done: her son of six
months had had before him the great years, and to cut him off for the good of the
town was reprehensible. “But in the hour of death, even the death of a hero,” said
the priest, “it is obligatory to remember life. To those whose children died to save
this town Astarte, goddess of fertility and life, offers new life, new children, new
fields and new animals grazing upon those fields. Now, in the hour of death, life is
born again!”

The drums exploded and the songs of the singers rose to heaven as two priests
from the interior of the temple led forth a priestess clothed in white. It was the
moment that Urbaal had been awaiting—for this was the slave girl, tall and most
radiantly beautiful. Standing at the edge of the temple steps, she kept her hands
folded and her eyes downcast while the priest signaled for the music to cease,
whereupon priestly hands began taking away her garments, one by one, allowing
them to fall like petals until she stood naked for the approval of the town.

She was an exquisite human being, a perfection of the goddess Astarte, for no
man could look at her provocative form without seeing in her the sublime
representation of fertility. She was a girl whose purpose was to be loved, to be
taken away and made fertile so that she could reproduce her grandeur and bless
the earth. Urbaal stared with unbelieving eyes as the naked girl submitted herself
to the crowd’s inspection. She was much more beautiful than he had imagined,
much more desirable than he had guessed when he watched with such hungry
eyes her infrequent appearances. The priests had been right in predicting that if
they exhibited their new slave sparingly they could build up to the excitement that
now throbbed in the crowd.

“She is Libamah,” the priest in charge announced, “servant of Astarte, and soon
in the month of harvest she will go to the man who has this year produced the
best, whether it be barley or olives or cattle or any growth of the soil.”

“Let it be me,” Urbaal whispered hoarsely. Clenching his fists he prayed to all
his Astartes, “Let it be me.” But his rational-minded second wife, Timna, seeing
this extraordinary thing—that a man who had just lost a son could be lusting so
quickly after a slave girl—thought that he must be out of his mind. She saw his
lips forming the prayer, “Let it be me,” and she felt sorry for him that his sense of
life should have been so corrupted.

The priest raised his arms in blessing over the naked girl, then lowered them
slowly to indicate that singing was wanted, and the musicians began a hushed



chant to which the tall girl started quietly to dance. Keeping her head lowered she
moved her arms and knees in seductive rhythms, increasing the tempo of her
movements as the drums grew more prominent. Soon her feet were apart, and she
was gyrating in taunting patterns until the men of the audience were biting their
lips in hunger. Urbaal, watching like a fascinated boy, observed that never did the
girl open her eyes. She danced like a remote goddess, being no part of the
ceremony herself, but the passion of her virgin body summarized all the earth for
him, and he wanted to leap onto the porch now and take her, to open her eyes, to
bring her down to this world.

“In the month of harvest,” the priest shouted to the crowd, “she will belong to
one of you.” Quickly his assistants covered her tall form with the discarded clothes
and whisked her from sight. The crowd groaned, even the women, for they had
hoped to see a more complete ceremony; but the steps were not empty for long:
four well-known priestesses were led forth—many men had known these four—
and they too were stripped naked, revealing far less inviting bodies than
Libamah’s, but symbols of fertility nevertheless. With no delay the priests
nominated four townsmen to join the priestesses, and the citizens—lucky or
unlucky as the case might be—left their wives and leaped up the steps. Each
grabbed for the woman designated for him, leading her to the chambers set aside
for this periodic rite.

“Through them life will be born again!” the chorus chanted, and the drums
echoed quietly, continuing until some time later when the men reappeared. In the
days following the formal announcement that Libamah would be given ritually to
the man who produced the finest crop, Urbaal spent most of his hours working at
the oil press, often reaching the spot before his foreman had climbed down out of
the booth in which he slept. Before he spoke to the man or looked at the results of
the previous days’ pressing, Urbaal went to the rock into which the vats had been
cut and there, at a knob in the rock, he paid obeisance to the baal of the oil press,
thanking him for what he had accomplished yesterday and begging his help for
today. He then prayed to the baal of the vats and the baal of the jugs in which the
oil was stored, that it be kept sweet. Only then did he consult with the foreman,
after which he went to the baal of the grove itself and to the small stone pillar
representing the god of the highway along which his jugs would be transported,
and to each of these baals he spoke as if the god were a living entity, for in the
world that Urbaal knew, he was surrounded by an infinity of gods.

In his present preoccupation Urbaal found much assurance in the existence of
these baals, for if he hoped to win the ravishing Libamah he required their
assistance. It pleased him to know that he shared the earth with such puissant
creatures—a god of the olive press, for example, who could produce a wonderful
substance like olive oil: good for eating with bread, good to cook in, for spreading
hot on one’s limbs or cool on one’s head, an oil appropriate for anointing gods or
for burning at night in clay lamps. It was obvious that only a god could have called
forth such a commodity, and the one who had done so should be cherished; such
reliance created a psychological assurance that men of a later age would not
know. The gods were immediately at hand and could be bargained with; they were
friends as long as life lasted, and if perchance they turned against a man it was
only because he had done some wrong which he could rectify:



“Place the burdens on me, great El, that the gods may be free. Let my back
bend, that theirs may be straight.”

Thus was the song of Urbaal as he sweated at his press, striving to squeeze out
the last drops of oil.

The priests, watching the diligence of the free farmers, were satisfied with the
stratagem their predecessors had devised thousands of years earlier: by giving the
owners of free land an incentive to work hard the temple could establish standards
for judging what its slaves should be expected to accomplish. But at the same time
the priests were canny men, and although they held up to their slaves the
examples set by men like Urbaal and Amalek, they knew that they could not
enforce such quotas, nor did they try; for on the one hand the temple slaves did
not own their land, and on the other they had not the powerful attraction of a
living goddess like Libamah luring them on. It was remarkable, the priests
reflected as they observed the sweating Urbaal, what men could accomplish under
proper enticement, and it was reassuring to see that his example permeated the
community, even though few could match it.

In these midsummer days, when the quality of Makor’s harvest was being
determined, Timna was led to review the principles by which she lived. She was
now twenty-four years old and had come a stranger to Makor, so that some of its
customs she could not comprehend, but she had never believed that life would
have been much better in her home city of Akka. True, in Akka the god Melak
would not have grabbed her first-born in his fiery arms, but other gods would have
exacted other tribute, so she had few illusions; on balance, life in Makor was as
good as it could have been in any of the neighboring communities. From time to
time, however, she heard rumors in merchant circles of a much different manner
of life in distant areas like Egypt and Mesopotamia. One year an Egyptian general,
much harried and suspicious of everyone, had stopped in Makor, spending three
days with the king, and he seemed a man who saw enormous distances beyond
the confining walls of one town. On passing Urbaal’s house he had stopped out of
natural curiosity to inspect the place, asking through his interpreter a series of
intelligent questions.

It was from this experience that Timna had first entertained the concept that
beyond Makor there was another world and beyond it another, and she wondered
what authority cruel Melak enjoyed in those worlds, or to what extent half-buried
El could dominate those communities. Watching her husband report to the baals
of his fields, one after the other—olive grove, olive press, oil vats, oil jugs, highway,
beehives, wheat, barley—she deduced that these must be very puny gods indeed,
no better really than extended men, and that if one god went down or were lost it
could not matter much. Now, as she found herself pregnant again, she was
delighted to think that her lost son would be replaced. But when she went in to
give thanks to the new clay Astarte and saw that seductive body and the enticing
smile, she felt a most serious contradiction: her pregnancy had coincided with the
arrival of this winsome little goddess, and perhaps Astarte had been directly
responsible; but on the other hand why should anyone assume that Astarte was
any more powerful or extensive in her realm than the pitiful little baals that her
husband worshiped were in theirs? It was a perplexing question, but on the day
she told her husband that she was pregnant again Urbaal was so delighted that



when he carried her into the god-room and placed her gently on his bed, crying, “I
knew that Astarte would bring us children,” she stifled her skepticism and
concurred, “Astarte did it.”

But as soon as she had made this surrender she had to look at her foolish
husband and say to herself: He’s happy that I'm pregnant, but not because of me.
And not because of my future son. But only because it proves his new Astarte is
powerful. He thinks that she will give him the right to stay with Libamah. And
thus was born the contempt that she could never thereafter stifle.

As the month of harvest approached, it was obvious that Astarte had blessed
not only Urbaal and his wife, but the town as a whole. Herdsmen reported record
growth amongst their cattle, weavers piled bolts of cloth on their shelves, and the
wheat crop was plentiful. Urbaal, at the olive grove, had riches unmatched and
was already supplying oil and honey to donkey caravans from Akka, where boats
were putting in from Egypt and Tyre for the surpluses. The military threats from
the north had subsided, as the god Melak had predicted, and there was bounty in
the air.

In the regions around Makor there had developed a tradition that would later be
observed in many nations: thanksgiving for such a year of fruitfulness; and as the
harvest ended, music began to sound and people prepared themselves for the
forthcoming celebrations. The men who might logically aspire to winning Libamah
grew nervous as the priests came to review their year’s operations, and Urbaal
heard with some dismay that Amalek had done wonders with his cattle. At home
Urbaal grew irritable and Timna, satisfied with her pregnancy, looked at him with
a gentle condescension. It seemed ridiculous to her that a man with two wives and
adequate slaves should drive himself to nervous distraction over the prospect of
spending some time with a girl who, after some months of serving as the chief
attraction at the temple, would gradually subside into being one of the ordinary
prostitutes who were served out in batches of three and four at the conclusion of
celebrations, ending at last as an unwanted old woman given to slaves in hopes
that an extra child or two might be lured from her womb. In no way did she resent
Libamah; the girl was pretty and Timna could understand why a man might want
her, but that Urbaal should take the matter seriously was disgusting.
Furthermore, the wise wife could guess at the other apprehensions that must be
tormenting her husband as the time for choosing Libamah’s mate approached:
there had been a year when the man chosen had been so excited and nervous that
he had made a pitiful spectacle of himself, throwing the whole ritual into
confusion and bringing disgrace upon Makor, so that Astarte was annoyed and
refused to make the ensuing crops bountiful. One night as Timna sat brooding in
the courtyard, she heard her husband praying to Astarte that he might be the
chosen one, then praying a second time that if he were chosen he might be equal
to the task—for it would be ridiculous to celebrate a fertility rite in which fertility
was obviously impossible.

All these matters the priests took into consideration as they approached the day
on which to make their final selection of the year’s representative. Amalck and
Urbaal were each strong men and each had proved himself by having numerous
children. The fact that Timna was pregnant again aided Urbaal’s claims, but the
unusual fecundity of Amalek’s cattle was equally impressive and the priests



wavered between the two.

The climax of thanksgiving began with three days of feasting in which enormous
banquets were provided by the temple priests, drawing upon stores of food
accumulated by their slaves in the preceding year. Cattle were slaughtered and
wine from temple jugs was liberally distributed. There was dancing and tumbling
and juggling. Musicians played long into the night, and passing traders were
encouraged to lay up their caravans and share in the celebration.

Then, on the fourth day, the entire town and its surroundings—something over
a thousand people—congregated at the temple, where appetites were whetted by
having one of the prettiest of the older temple prostitutes dance nude, after which
she allowed herself to be led off into one of the chambers by a youth of sixteen who
had been fortified with wine to prepare him for the ritual. There was other dancing
of an erotic nature, adoration of both the male and female figure, and finally the
presentation of the young priestess, Libamah, who was again ceremoniously
undressed by the priests. A hush fell over the crowd, and the men who might be
chosen leaned forward as the enchanting girl began her final dance of the year. It
went far beyond what she had done before, and as she drew to a conclusion, any
man in the audience would have been a capable partner; but the priests
assembled and their leader cried, “Urbaal is the man!”

The farmer leaped onto the steps and stood with his feet apart, staring at
Libamah, who turned to accept him while the priests quickly stripped away his
clothing. He stood forth as a powerful man and the crowd cheered as he strode
forward, gathered the young priestess in his arms and carried her into the hall of
Astarte, where he would lie with her for seven days.

Timna, still grieving for her son, watched the performance dispassionately and
muttered, “What folly! The fertility is in the soil. It is in me.” And while others
celebrated she walked slowly homeward, seeing life in a new and painful clarity:
with different gods her husband Urbaal would have been a different man; and she
went into his god-room, looked with abhorrence at the four Astartes, and
methodically smashed the first three along with their phallic companions. She
then lifted the fourth goddess and would have smashed it, too, except that in the
moment of doing so she was struck by the atavistic suspicion that perhaps this
Astarte had indeed caused her present pregnancy and if destroyed might end it.
She couldn’t be sure, so she took the figurine and the fragments to an empty spot
along the wall, where she buried them deep in earth, ridiculing as she did so both
the goddess and the man who had so disgustingly committed his life to her.

The Tell

The archaeologists had rigged a shower in back of the administration building,
and when anyone used it he must afterward hurry along a footpath to return to
his tent for dressing. One evening as Cullinane was returning, he came upon Dr.
Eliav headed toward the shower, and the Irishman said, “When you’re finished,
would you clear something up for me?”

The Jew nodded, and after Cullinane had rubbed down and slipped into his



shorts and sports shirt he waited on the edge of his bed until Eliav appeared. “The
other day,” Cullinane reminded him, “we were speaking at lunch and I described
Israel as part of ‘the fertile crescent.” You started to make some observation but we
were interrupted. What did you have in mind?”

Eliav leaned against the tent pole and remarked, “To me the phrase sounds old-
fashioned.”

“I picked it up in Chicago. Breasted used it for the land between Mesopotamia
and the Nile.”

“It was a useful cliché,” Eliav granted, “but no longer.”

“The land’s still fertile,” Cullinane argued.

“But if you conceive of Israel as being merely passive, the arable fields over
which people walked on their way to other arable fields, your thought remains
passive. You miss the dynamism of our history.”

“How do you think of the land?”

Eliav took three of Cullinane’s books and laid them casually on the bed, their
corners touching and with an empty space in the middle. “Asia, Africa, Europe,
and this empty area—the Mediterranean. Leakey’s discoveries in Kenya last year
pretty well prove that man originated in Africa at least two million years ago, plus
or minus. He wandered into Israel rather late, possibly from Asia, more likely from
Africa.”

“I don’t see how this relates to the fertile-crescent concept.”

“Since the area’s a natural highway, it’s always been a focus of forces. Even in
geology. Were a fracture point where continents meet and twist. Many
earthquakes and violent storms. You remember what Stekelis found along the
River Jordan?”

Cullinane recalled the discovery that had startled the archaeological world some
years before: an area where rocks that had once been horizontal was torn apart
and tilted vertically in the air. Such fractures were common throughout the world,
but imbedded in his tilted areas Stekelis found parts of a skeleton and
unmistakable tools of men who had been living before the upper soil had been laid
down or the area tilted ... say, a million years ago. “Imagine the earthquake those
characters went through,” he said.

“Point I’'m trying to make,” Eliav insisted, “is that even the first men in this area
were caught up in violence. Ever since, it’s been the same way. Down here mighty
Egypt. Up here the Mesopotamian powers. As these great forces pressed against
each other, the point where they usually met was Israel. When we stand out on
the tell, John, we shouldn’t visualize fertile fields but dusty Egyptians thrusting
up from the south with mighty armies, and the Mesopotamians swinging down
from the north with equal strength. It was in this cauldron, this violent marching
of many feet, that Israel was born.”

“You think this has been the permanent characteristic?”

“Yes. Because after the Egypt-Mesopotamia struggle came the Sea Peoples
arriving from the west”—with a broad sweep of his hand across the Mediterranean
he indicated the coming of the Phoenicians and the Philistines with their chariots
and weapons of iron—“opposing the Syrians moving in from the east. More
fractures, more violence, then the Greeks from the west locked in mortal combat
with the Persians from the east. Then Romans on their way to fight Parthians. And



Byzantines thundering against the Arabs. Most dramatic, I suppose, were the
Crusades, when Christians from Europe smashed against Muslims from Asia. This
was always the battleground, the focus of forces. In recent times we’ve had
Napoleon here battling the Turks in Acre, and lately the Germans of Rommel
trying to capture Jerusalem and Damascus.”

“You think the focus-of-forces concept more meaningful than the old fertile-
crescent idea?”

“Yes, because it reminds us of the conflict and the intellectual confrontation
we've witnessed.”

The manner in which Cullinane sat on his bed caused his left hand to represent
the armies of the west and his right the east. Bringing them together with a bang
over Israel, he recalled the struggles Eliav had summarized: Egypt versus
Babylonia; Greece crashing against Persia; Rome vanquishing the east; Crusader
fighting infidel; and finally Jew battling Arab. “All right,” he conceded, “this is
where violence met violence. What am I supposed to conclude?”

“l don’t rightly know,” Eliav confessed. Then tentatively he added, “But I do
know that if you visualize Israel merely as a stopping place along a fertile crescent
where placid farmers rested on their way to Egypt, you miss the whole point. It
wasn’t like that at all. It was a meeting place of dynamisms. And because we Jews
were at the focus of forces we became the most dynamic of all. We had to. To stay
alive. We were spun in a terrible vortex, but because we were Jews we loved it. On
the faces of our kids at the kibbutz, don’t you sense a kind of radiance? ‘We stand
where the fires are hottest. Were at the focus of forces.” John, don’t you
sometimes see it on their faces?”

He stopped, embarrassed by his unusual display of vehemence, and replaced
the books, but as he did so he saw Schwartz climbing down from the tell, where he
had been inspecting the day’s dig. “Eh, Schwartz!” he called, and when the dark-
skinned secretary entered the tent, Eliav asked, “From here, how far north to the
enemy border?”

“Ten miles.”

“East to the Syrians?”

“Twenty-three.”

“West to where Egypt tried to invade us?”

“Eight.”

“With the enemy so close? The threats you hear them make over the radio?
Aren’t you scared?”

The tough Israeli snorted. “Since I'm living in Israel no week passes without at
least one story in the newspaper how Egypt is going to wipe us out with rockets
made by their German scientists. Or Syria massacre us. Or some Arab army push
us into the sea.” He thrust his jaw at Cullinane and said dispassionately, “If I
scared easy I wouldn’t be here. I feel a lot more relaxed right now than I ever did in
Germany.”

* * * * *

The customary procedure when a man had lain for seven days and seven nights
with one of the ritual prostitutes—for that is what Libamah was, no matter how
often she was termed a priestess—was for him to go back to his regular wives and



forget the girl, who often became pregnant with a child which was upon birth
sacrificed to the fires of Melak; but this year the outcome was to be different, for
Urbaal left the temple at the end of his performance inflamed with a permanent
infatuation for the priestess. He had found her an enchanting, ingenuous girl who
enjoyed telling in broken accents of her life in the north and of the manner in
which her crafty father had defrauded the men of his region. She had a gift of
mimicry and pantomimed the soldiers who had captured her in the various battles
leading to her slavery, and with intriguing insight summarized their attempts to
seduce her while others were not looking. She was especially amusing when she
described in a husky voice, which Urbaal relished, how the local priests had
coached her to look shy: “Keep your fingertips close to your knees and your eyes
lowered. When you look sideways try to press your chin into your shoulder.” She
also demonstrated how they had taught the erotic dances, and Urbaal found her
capable both in her evaluations and in her love-making. It was not surprising that
he became infatuated with her.

For her part, she recognized the sturdy farmer merely as an average man, more
tender than most who had tried to make love with her, and certainly more honest
than her father. One morning she said casually, “I admire you because you are not
vain of yourself, nor too exalted in your opinions, nor overly bothered with mean
thoughts.” The words excited him and he began wondering; he laughed noisily at
her stories and was not offended when she pulled gray hairs from his head or
mimicked the manner in which he had leaped onto the steps to take her; at the
moments when she made believe she was Urbaal she became an awkward, likable
farmer, and he conceived the idea that she was acting so because she desired him,
an impression that was fortified by her ardent passion in love-making. Could the
priests have spied into the sacred room during the hours that Libamah and Urbaal
occupied it, they would have been distressed, for here there was no lofty sense of
ritual, no male principle fructifying the handmaiden of Astarte; here were merely
two uncomplicated human beings who enjoyed each other and who laughed a
good deal while doing so. When the day of parting came, it was understandable
that Urbaal could not accept it as final, for under the auspices of the goddess of
love he had fallen in love, and when he kissed the enchanting girl good-bye he
surprised her by making a dramatic promise, delivered in quivering voice, “You are
to be mine.”

More from amusement than from passion she asked, “How?” and he did not
understand that she was mocking him.

“l don’t know,” he said gravely. “But I'll think of something.”

At the exit from the love-room the priests handed back his clothes, and as he
put on his linen breeches, woolen shirt tied at the waist, and sandals, he scarcely
knew what he was doing, for tall Libamah stood naked in his imagination and he
could not dismiss her, nor could he reply when townsmen in the square asked
with envy, “Did you get her with child?”

Refusing to share in the ribaldry customary at such times, he walked in a kind
of daze through the streets until a loud-mouthed shepherd cried, “Five months
from now at the new year I'll be sleeping between those long brown legs.” Urbaal
whipped about and would have struck the man for his insolence except that the
stupid, lascivious face made striking inappropriate. Urbaal managed a sickly



laugh, but as he approached his house he met his friend Amalek, tall and bronzed
from his life with the cattle, and it was then that he began to conceive his powerful
jealousy.

What if this one should want to lie with her? he thought to himself. And
unfortunately Amalek said half-jokingly, “We haven’t seen you for seven days.”
There was no clever reply that Urbaal could think of. He couldn’t joke; he couldn’t
show how deeply the week had affected him; and he dared not show his newly
born jealousy. Dumbly he looked at the sunburned herdsman and passed on.

At home he paused in the courtyard to greet his wives and to play with his
many children. A slave girl brought a jug of freshly pressed pomegranate juice and
a set of clay cups made in Akka, so that in spite of his agitation he experienced a
moment of quiet satisfaction in being home again with his noisy family. Tomorrow
he would go down to the fields and report to the baal of his olive grove, to the
deities of the honeycomb, the olive press and the wheat fields his gratification for
the boon they had delivered to him. In that relaxed moment he would have been
judged the leading citizen of Makor, at peace with his gods, respected by his
neighbors and loved by his wives, his slaves and his children. But when he passed
into his god-room to drink wine before Astarte in thanks for the crucial aid she
had given him in his sexual triumph, he was gripped with cold fear. His goddesses
had vanished. Rushing back to the courtyard he cried, “What happened?”

“To what?” Timna asked quietly, masking the fact that she had been awaiting
this critical moment.

“The goddesses. They've gone.”

“No!” Matred cried. Followed by Timna she hurried to the room and promptly
returned, anxiety showing in her dark face.

Urbaal fell onto the hard-earth bench that ran along two sides of the courtyard,
showing a degree of fear Timna had not anticipated. “What could have happened?”
he asked. In bewilderment he pushed away the food offered by the slaves.

“Even the four stones are gone,” Matred whispered.

Urbaal drew back from his women, and asked, “Has anyone been here who
might want to hurt me?”

“No,” Matred said.

His face tensed. He had hoped that the goddesses had been stolen, for this
would mean that they had left against their will; if they had fled of their own
accord it could mean only that Astarte was displeased over something; his olive
trees would wither and the press would yield no oil. He was so frightened at this
prospect that Timna realized she should explain that she had destroyed the
statues and there was no mystery. But intending to help her husband she
temporized: “On the day of the burning we returned to find the door ajar.” She
knew this was true, because she had left it so when running out to bury the
Astartes.

“Yes!” Matred remembered. “When you took the priestess into the love-room,
Urbaal, we stayed to hear the music. Later I found Timna and when we reached
home the gate stood open.”

Eagerly Urbaal interrogated the slaves, and they also recollected. “We discussed
it at the time,” one of them said. But who could the thief have been? Urbaal drew
farther away and sat with his arms clasping his knees against his body,



suspiciously reviewing a list of his enemies, until his nascent jealousy proposed
one. “Amalek!” he cried. “When | met him today he was very shifty.” It had been
the other way around; he had been the shifty one, not Amalek.

Then Timna, deploring the fear that had captured her silly husband, tried to
comfort him by adding a lie that she would often regret: “I believe it must have
been Amalek. He was jealous that you won the tall girl.”

Eagerly Urbaal accepted the solution: “That thief!” And since be could now
believe that an ordinary enemy had stolen his goddesses instead of their having
deserted him, he felt a burden of fear dissolve. It was with actual relief that he ran
from the house and went to the shop of bearded Heth, where he refused to answer
the Hittite’s questions about Libamah but did buy three new Astartes, which he
installed on the shelf of his god-room. He then went out into the fields to find for
his goddesses the phallic rocks they merited.

Through his olive grove he wandered, inspecting stones and pausing to worship
his comforting baals, but when at the oil press he whispered, “Thank you for
winning me Libamah,” the mention of her name reminded him how vulnerable he
had become; for as he walked among the trees he saw her moving ahead of him,
her sinuous form emerging from their twisted trunks. Through the shimmering
leaves her voice called to him, joyously and with a promise of sex. When bees
hummed in the autumn grass he heard her chuckling laughter and was reminded
of how permanent his hunger for her had become.

Then, as he crossed the road in search of a third stone in the shape that
goddesses preferred, he happened to come upon Amalek tending his cattle, and
the tall herdsman had the bad fortune—in view of its consequences it might
almost be termed fatal—to ask casually, “What are you doing, Urbaal? Finding
stones for your new goddesses?”

How could Amalek have known that Urbaal had new goddesses? The olive
grower looked at his recent competitor suspiciously, placed his hands behind his
back and asked, “How do you know what I'm doing?”

“If I'd won the tall one,” Amalek said generously, “I'd buy some new Astartes.”

Urbaal interpreted this devious reply as meaning that Amalek now had the four
stolen goddesses working for him. “I suppose you know how to keep Astarte
happy?” Urbaal asked in clumsy strategy.

“ wish I did. Then at new year maybe I'd win the tall one.”

To Urbaal the words were infuriating, and he tried to think of something
effective to reply, but he was muted. He turned, still with his hands behind his
back, and stalked off. “I see you found the stones,” Amalek said as he led his cattle
away.

For Urbaal the day was ruined, and on his way back to the zigzag gate he
launched the series of tragic dislocations that were to mark the last months of that
year: he forgot to salute the baal of his olive grove. All he could visualize was the
herdsman Amalek, who had stolen the Astartes. The man’s own words condemned
him, and what was especially infuriating, he was bold enough to joke about the
matter, as if he knew that Urbaal had lost his power. Gloomily he carried the
stones to his god-room, but his three new Astartes gave no sign that they
appreciated his thoughtfulness. His mouth had an ashen taste, proving that
things had gone savagely wrong, and his mood was not improved when he walked



to the temple area, lounging idly in hopes of seeing Libamah. She did not appear,
but toward dusk Heth the Hittite closed his shop and came to speak with Urbaal.
With his natural shrewdness the merchant could easily guess why Urbaal lingered
there, and said, “Forget her, Urbaal. In the months ahead we’ll all enjoy that one.”

The farmer was outraged, morally shocked, and he would have struck Heth
were he not forced to acknowledge that what the Hittite said was true: once
Libamah had been used to sanctify the harvest, her uniqueness was spent and
she would be quickly offered at the lesser feasts. When the new year came at the
beginning of the planting season she would be brought forth again, and by the
next autumn she would be available at monthly festivals while some new girl
occupied premier place at the harvest. “A year from now you can have her any
time you want,” Heth said. “Just knock on the temple door.” The Hittite’s
insinuating laugh agitated Urbaal and in growing darkness he left the holy place
but did not go home. By a narrow alley he made his way to the house of Amalek,
where he stood in shadows trying to guess where his stolen goddesses might be.
What galled him was the vision of Amalek’s using the stolen Astartes against him,
and he constructed several ways whereby he might break into the enemy house
and recover them. At the moment none of the plans seemed feasible, so he went
home, mean in spirit and hungry for Libamah.

It was more than a week before he saw her again, but when he did the effect
was more powerful than before: with stately grace she walked across the temple
steps and when she saw him ogling her from the monoliths she gave him a casual
glance which cut him like a copper arrow-point, for he convinced himself that she
had tried to send him the signal: “How will you rescue me?” He wanted to cry, “I'll
save you, Libamah.” But all he could do was stare at her as she disappeared.

The following days speeded his deterioration. He began to lose his sense of
continuity; ignoring the fact that now his olive trees required attention, he stopped
going down to the grove. He searched no more for the dead trees in which fall
honey rested, and his wheat fields by the white oaks could wait. He spent his time
alternately brooding over the wrong Amalek had done him and longing for the
slave girl, and inescapably the two preoccupations began to blend, so that he
could not keep his mind focused on either. One night when there was no moon he
found a dark cloth and tied it over his face, slipping out of his house with the
intention of harming Amalek—how, he did not know. He stayed all night in the
street waiting for a practical idea but none came, and with the dawn he stuffed the
cloth inside his shirt and went to the temple to study ways whereby he might
break through its portals and rescue Libamah. Again he could devise nothing.

A minor festival for Baal-of-the-Storm arrived, and Libamah was brought forth
to dance, keeping her eyes downcast as she had been coached, but twice she
happened to look in the general direction of Urbaal and again he was satisfied that
she was signaling him. At the conclusion of her erotic performance, when Urbaal
was burning with desire for her, she retired and the priests threw out the four old
prostitutes, nominating him for one of them. The idea was repugnant and he
refused to move forward, but Timna, who appreciated what was happening,
whispered, “If you misbehave they will kill you,” and he simulated eagerness in
going to the steps. But when he was alone with his substitute priestess he could
do nothing, not even visualize her as a woman, though she stood naked before



him, and this behavior the disappointed prostitute reported to the priests, who
became suspicious; they compared this performance with his earlier reaction to
Libamah and shrewdly guessed what was in his mind.

Now, lost in a hopeless mania, he devised a clever trick for killing Amalek. He
would meet him on the street and drive a spear through his chest. Escape
afterward? He had no time to bother about such details. Punishment if caught? All
he could see was the laughing face of Amalek and the sudden fear that would take
possession when Urbaal leaped at him. In his god-room he practiced the fatal leap
many times, then heard Timna standing beside him in her nightclothes:
“Husband, evil days have overtaken you. Can I help?”

Unable to determine exactly who she was, he looked at her stately form and half
remembered the joy they had shared when she had first become pregnant with the
son who had been burned. He saw those fires of death and drew back. Then he
recalled that he had loved Timna in those placid days as now he loved Libamabh,
but in a deeper, more mature manner. He saw Timna as the smiling Astarte of life
and his brain became confused. She was in the way and he pushed her from his
room.

Knowing that she was needed, she stubbornly returned and said, “Urbaal, if you
continue in this madness your groves will diminish. Forget the prostitute. Forget
Amalek.”

Gripping her by the arm he asked fiercely, “How do you know my fears?”

“The night you were planning to kill Amalek...”

“How do you know that?”

“Urbaal,” she confessed gently, “I stayed near you in the street, watching for
hours to help you.”

He pushed her away as if she were a spy. “Who has told you these things?”

Patiently she explained, “It’s you who tell everyone. Don’t you suppose the
priests already know? At the festival if | hadn’t urged you ...”

He felt a strangling rage. On the one hand he wanted to rush out and kill
Amalek wherever he stood, and on the other he wanted to surrender to Timna’s
quiet consolation. He wanted to rescue Libamah—no matter how many priests
protected her—and yet he wanted to recapture the simplicity he had known with
Timna. In the darkness, broken only by the flickering light that came from a clay
lamp burning oil from his olives, he looked with surrender toward the dignified
woman who had come to him from the strangeness of Akka. He knew her now as
his loving wife, quiet and understanding, with more wisdom than the ordinary
woman, and he was not surprised that she had been the one to fathom his secrets.
He allowed her to sit on his bed and the strangling insanity subsided. For the first
time in many weeks he prayed to Astarte, but as he did so, Timna said, “Forget the
goddesses, Urbaal. They have no power over a man like you.”

He did not argue. The idea was strange and repugnant, but on this weary night
he did not wish to debate, so she continued unhindered, “Forget your hatred of
Amalek. He didn’t steal your goddesses. It was an ordinary thief, of that I'm sure.”
He leaned forward, wanting to believe her words, for he had long known Amalek to
be an honest husbandman.

“You think he was not to blame?” he asked hopefully.

“l know he wasn’t. And you must also forget...”



“Don’t tell me to forget the priestess,” he begged.

Timna smiled. It was preposterous, and she knew it, for a wife to be consoling
her husband over a temple prostitute, but she stifled her repugnance and
reasoned, “Urbaal, if you love her so much, perhaps later on you’ll be chosen again
to lie with her...”

“No! She will be brought to this house and she will be my wife.” He took Timna’s
hands and insisted, “You'll teach her to weave and sew cloth.”

“l will,” Timna promised. “But truly, husband, what chance is there?”

Vaguely he remembered that he had worked out a plan whereby it would be
simple for him to fetch the girl, but he could not recall it now. “What must [ do?”
he asked like a child.

“You must forget the Astartes and remember your trees. Work in the fields, and
before long our new son will be born and you can teach him to find the
honeycombs.” He acknowledged the reason in her words and surrendered. “Let us
go right now,” she whispered, “to the one god who matters—El—and pray to him
that the fires in your heart may subside.”

Urbaal left his bed and she called two slaves to light the way with lamps, and
when suspicious Matred cried out, “Who is opening the door?” she answered, “I,
Timna, going to speak with the god EL.” So saying, she led her husband into the
starry night where the heavens dropped close upon the whitewashed roofs of
Makor. As they passed the gate, guards came out to inspect the flickering lights
and told her to pass on. Along the winding street, past the low houses in which
the townsmen slept, she led her befuddled husband to the line of monoliths
standing solemn in the night. Ignoring the three prominent menhirs she knelt
before the ancient one, and Urbaal stood beside her as she prayed for his release
from the angers that consumed him. Dimly he perceived what his wife was trying
to do for him, and he caught a fleeting sense of El, standing alone without the
encrustations of fiery pits and smiling Astartes and naked priestesses. A healing
peace crept over his tormented mind.

Unfortunately, at this moment someone inside the temple moved with a lamp,
and he cried, “It’s Libamah! Signaling to me.” His attention was drawn away from
the god El and he was seized with an uncontrollable hunger for this priestess of
love. He fled from his wife, who still knelt beside the monolith, and rushed to the
temple, leaping over the steps where Libamah had danced and throwing himself
against the doors until the priests, barely dressed, came out to summon Timna:
“Take your crazy husband home.” And so she led him back to the rambling house
by the gate and took him into his god-room, where he stared at the three grinning
Astartes and huddled in a corner till dawn.

Timna went to her room and wondered what to do. She was convinced that she
had done right in destroying the false Astartes, for obviously there must be one
god, El, who controlled human affairs, and the others must be only interlopers
trying to make man feel a little more secure. Real power they could not have, and
she felt no remorse in having discarded four of them. But as she rubbed her tired
face with a sweet oil which she kept in a small phial, she had to admit that she
had not anticipated the derangement their loss would create in Urbaal, nor his
obsessive hatred of Amalek as a result. For his present sickness she accepted
responsibility, and it grieved her to think that if she had confessed her guilt at the



beginning, none of this would have happened and Urbaal might have been able to
forgive her. But she also realized that if she said anything now it might result in
more harm than good.

Before she fell asleep she decided what to do. On the one hand she would watch
over her husband through this difficult period, diverting him from his
determination to hurt Amalek; and on the other she would begin bringing some
order into his collapsing estate. After a short rest she rose and went down to the
olive grove to see what work required doing, and found that the foreman had
abandoned his booth by the oil press, leaving no one to attend either the press or
the trees. She returned to town and spent some time rounding up Urbaal’s
workmen, warning them that she was in command now and would halt their
wages if they betrayed her sick husband; but as she finished instructing the last
one she heard a riot in the streets and with apprehension ran toward Amalek’s
house, where she found that Urbaal had broken into the herdsman’s home,
demanding that his Astartes be returned to him.

Soldiers were required to bring him under control, and he would have been
treated roughly had not Amalek, bewildered by the attack, protected his neighbor
by saying, “He did no harm.” The soldiers hesitated, and Timna made their
decision for them by saying, “I've come to take him home.” But when the soldiers
were gone, Amalek shook Urbaal and said, “Old friend, come back to this world,”
and under the patient ministrations of those who loved him the stupefied farmer
lost his madness and began to know himself. He found it difficult to believe that
he had tried to injure his neighbor Amalek and felt ashamed when it was
explained that only the herdsman’s good nature had saved him. He studied Timna,
pregnant and beautiful, and was able to recall the patience she had shown in
trying to win him back to sanity. When the time came to go home Timna chose a
path that would avoid the temple, but he guessed her strategy and remarked, “We
can go past the temple now. I've forgotten her.” He insisted upon walking even to
the monolith of El, where he gave thanks for his deliverance, and as he prayed
Timna again reflected that if this town had not had its profusion of deities, its
shocking rites that pulled the human mind this way and that, Urbaal would have
remained the laughing, simple-hearted man who had begun as such an
understanding husband. She was reluctant to think that the moral structure of a
town could determine the kind of people who lived therein, but that appeared to be
the case.

The days that followed were a kind of benediction to the faith Timna had shown.
Urbaal returned to the winter prunings of his trees, and in the late afternoons
when work was done, took his accustomed place in the rambling courtyard and
talked with his children. He kept a set of dice with which he played a kind of
backgammon with his slave girls, and he ordered some jars of good wine from the
vintners, where great clay pots were sunk in earth to keep the liquid cool. He no
longer worried about the big monoliths before the temple, but each day he walked
among his fields, paying his respects to the petty baals who supervised his
interests.

His strangest satisfaction, however, came from a quarter that he could not have
foreseen: when word of his incompetence with the ritual prostitute had first spread
through town it had caused him much embarrassment, but now he was able to



look at himself as he was, and he laughed at the humiliating experience. He was a
man of thirty-six, approaching old age, and he recognized that the wild excitement
Libamah had caused was merely an attempt on his part to revitalize his memories.
“Now I can leave her to Amalek,” he confided to Timna. “He’s six years younger
than me.” He laughed at himself and in doing so paved the way for a return to the
gaiety he had once known with his slave girls. His greatest love, however, was
saved for Timna, who, as her child grew near her heart, became even lovelier than
she had been on that first hot afternoon when she climbed the ramp leading to the
zigzag gate. There she had met Urbaal, playing dice with the guards, and her
happiness had begun. Now, when she saw her restored husband actually seek out
Amalek to joke with him over the misunderstanding, she was reassured that she
had behaved correctly throughout this difficult time.

Then came the end of the year, the end of winter, a time marked by
apprehension as to how the gods would treat Makor in the growing season ahead.
The various rituals of an agricultural community were observed, and as an act of
faith in every kitchen all bread and wheat left over from the passing year was
burned. In Urbaal’s house the children scurried in and out, looking for little
caches of cereal left by Timna for them to find, and these they brought
triumphantly to the fire, where Urbaal burned them in an ancient ceremony,
praying, “We trust the gods that this year our harvest will be good.” He then
produced fresh wheat from the winter fields, and this was hastily ground and
made into bread without even stopping for the leaven so that there should be no
empty space of time when bread was not in the house. All women able to walk
then assembled with jars and paraded to the great well of Makor outside the wall,
where instead of drawing water from the well they gave back samples taken from
their homes, praying that in return the well would sustain them through the
coming year.

On the last day of the dying year the town fasted, and before dawn, assembled
at the western end of the temple, where doors not used at any other time were
thrown open. At the eastern end similar doors were opened, so that the townsmen
could look straight through the empty hall, from west to east, and as the sun
approached on this day when day and night were of equal length, all grew reverent
and whispered prayers imploring Baal-of-the-Sun to protect this town for another
year. The sun rose, and the astronomy of the priests was so exact that the rays
shone straight through the temple without touching any wall. The year would be a
good one.

As the crowd chanted praises, the ritual gates were swung shut for another year
and people left the west portal, moving to the monoliths where the priests had
trundled out the war god Melak, under whose hungry maw large fires were lit. The
crowd cheered and drums were beaten with frenzy as one perfect boy of three, fair-
haired and lovely as a yellow bird darting after bees through an olive grove, was
crushed down upon the stone arms and tumbled into the gaping pit.

The sacrifice had a startling effect upon Urbaal and the apparent cure of the
preceding months was placed in jeopardy. He began to tremble, and Timna
understood why. At the harvest-time burning he had been so preoccupied with the
impending dance of Libamah that he had not truly accepted the fact that his own
son had been burned alive. It was something that had occurred at the periphery of



consciousness, and later the seven days of ritual sex had obliterated all memories,
following which his derangement had prevented him from missing the boy at
home. Now he awakened to the meaning of these terrifying facts and trembled.

Timna, anticipating disaster, knew that at this moment she should take him
home, but when she started to do so, Matred commanded her to leave him where
he was. “The priests would punish you severely,” the first wife warned, so against
her sure judgment Timna allowed Urbaal to stay, and when he showed signs of
weeping for his son, she placed his hand upon her swelling belly and consoled
him. His trembling diminished, for as Timna knew, it was never death that
corrupted.

The priests ordered music, whereupon a door opened and Libamah came forth,
now an ordinary prostitute but dressed in a spun cloth that looked handsome on
her slim body. Slowly and with ritual grace the priests took away her clothing, and
she stood alone with that provocative power that had filled the seven days and
nights that Urbaal had known Her. She was more exciting than he had
remembered, lovelier than the concept of Astarte, a mirthful, lively young woman
who could make a man experience joys he could not forget.

Her effect upon Urbaal not even Timna had expected. The dark trembling now
ceased entirely and a sense of irresponsible, youthful excitement took its place. He
could see only Libamah, as if she were dancing for him alone, and he jerked his
hand away from Timna’s and began preening himself as if there were a chance
that again today the priests might choose him to lie with Libamah and insure
fertility for the coming year. Edging himself into a prominent position, he pulled in
his stomach and tried to look like a younger man. He held his head back to attract
attention and smiled handsomely, but most of all he followed the girl on the steps,
living again with her the surging ecstasy they had known in their service to
Astarte.

“That poor, silly man,” Timna whispered as she maneuvered to be near him in
order to console him when the priests nominated another for the spring rites, but
as she drew closer to her grinning husband Libamah began a portion of her dance
that was appallingly sensual, and Urbaal moved nearer to the steps, dragged on by
the hope that he would be called. He could not control himself, and Timna saw his
lips forming the pathetic prayer, “Astarte, let it be me.”

The drums stopped. Libamah ended her dance with her feet apart, her eyes
waiting to welcome her next lover. The priests cried, “The man is Amalek!” and the
tall herdsman leaped onto the steps and allowed his clothes to be torn away.

“No!” Urbaal protested, stumbling toward the temple. On the way he grabbed a
spear held by a guard, and as Amalek stepped forward to claim the priestess,
Urbaal drove the spear into his back.

Amalek staggered to the right, seeking to control his legs and failing. Libamah,
watching as the foolish-faced Urbaal came at her with trembling hands, screamed,
and this act of rejection stunned the farmer. Before anyone could stop him, he
stumbled down the temple steps and dashed wild-eyed through the zigzag gate.

Almost as if they had anticipated tragedy, the priests moved swiftly into
command. “Be silent,” they ordered as the high priest satisfied himself that
Amalek was dead. But Libamah stood waiting, and since she was the earthly
personification of Astarte, the rites centering on her must continue or Makor



would face famine. Not even death could be allowed to interrupt the rites of life,
and a priest cried, “The man is Heth.” Eagerly the bearded Hittite leaped to the
steps, disrobed, and in a condition of astonishing virility, considering the
preceding events, stepped past the dead man and carried Libamah to the love-
room. Drums rolled, the sacred door was closed, and the symbolic ritual of
homage to Astarte was continued.

Urbaal, when he fled through the gates, ran blindly toward his olive grove,
where he stumbled about for some minutes trying to comprehend what had
happened, but all he knew, and this only vaguely, was that he had murdered
someone. Confused, he left his olive trees to seek the road to Damascus, and along
it he staggered eastward. He had gone only a little way when he saw approaching
him a kind of man he had not met before: the newcomer was shorter than he but
leaner from hard years in the desert; he had blue eyes and a dark beard, an air of
competence and bravery, but he walked as one seeking no trouble; he was
accompanied by sheep and goats and many children and by numerous wives and
younger men who had attached themselves to his leadership; he wore heavy
sandals secured by thongs which wound about his ankles, plus a wool robe which
fastened at one shoulder, leaving the other free; the robe was yellow, marked with
red crescent moons; and he led a caravan of donkeys.

He was Joktan, a nomad from the desert who had elected to try life inland, and
he was the first Habiru to see Makor, at a time when the great empires of
Mesopotamia and Egypt were already crumbling. In later millennia experts would
argue as to whether he had been the forerunner of the people known as Hebrews,
but with such matters he was not concerned. He came late to the well of Makor,
some two thousand years after the first formal town had been established on the
rock, but he arrived with a reverberating force, not physical nor seeking war, but a
spiritual force that would not be denied. His sudden appearance—looming up out
of the east with many donkeys—startled Urbaal, who halted in the middle of the
road. For some moments the two men stood silent and it was apparent that
neither feared the other. Urbaal, now under control though still unaware of whom
he had killed, was prepared to fight if necessary, but the stranger did not wish to
do so, and it was Urbaal who spoke first. “From where do you come?”

“The desert.”

“Where do you go?”

“That field near the white oaks. To pitch my tents.”

Urbaal became the canny farmer, and although he sensed that with murder he
had forfeited his ownership of land, he behaved as he would have done under
normal circumstances. “That field belongs to me.” He was about to drive the
stranger away when he remembered the pre-cariousness of his condition and the
fact that he needed a place to hide. “You may stay near the oak trees,” he said.

When the tents were pitched, there came a moment of uncertainty when the
Habiru realized that Urbaal did not intend leaving their camp. Joktan dispatched
his sons to care for the donkeys and waited. Finally Urbaal came to him hesitantly
to say, “I have no home.”

“But if this is your field...”

“And this is my town.” Urbaal led Joktan to the edge of the field and there the
Habiru first saw the walls of Makor rising from the mound and protected by hills



on the north, its white roofs glistening with promise. The town was so compelling
after the empty spaces of the desert that Joktan could say nothing. He summoned
his children and they stood with him, staring at their new land, and the shadow of
Makor seemed to reach far across the fields and fall upon them. But Joktan was a
clever man and he asked, “If that fine place is your town but is no longer your
home, and if you were running down the road alone... Have you killed a man?”

“Yes.”

Joktan said nothing. He stood in the sunlight and took counsel with himself, a
man consciously trying to decide what course to follow. Still holding his silence he
left his sons and walked to an area beneath a large oak tree where his men had
already erected a simple altar consisting of stones gathered from the field, and
before this altar he stood alone, praying. The words he used Urbaal could not
hear, but when the prayer was finished Joktan returned and said, “You cannot
stay with us, but I shall give you a donkey so that you can escape eastward.”

Urbaal rejected the offer. “This is my land and I have decided not to run away.”

This Joktan understood, and the two men discussed the matter for some time,
at the end of which the Habiru told the murderer that he could have sanctuary at
the altar. Joktan then assembled his wives and his sons and the husbands of his
daughters and warned them that soon an army would march out from Makor
seeking this murderer, and the first crisis in their new land would be reached. The
men took counsel together but did not divulge their decision to Urbaal, who moved
to the altar under the oak tree trying to understand the tragedy that had
overtaken him.

That day no army marched out of Makor, but a woman did, hurrying among the
olive trees, looking here and there for her husband. When she did not find him she
walked along the caravan way leading to Damascus and in time reached a spot
from which she could see the unfamiliar tents pitched in her husband’s field, and
she ran across the wheat stubble, crying, “Urbaal! Urbaal!” When she found him
crouched by the altar she ran up to him and fell upon the ground, kissing his feet.
She explained that the priests would not send the army after him till morning,
trusting that he would be far to the east where his crime need not be known. She
wanted to start immediately—a pregnant woman with one pair of sandals—but he
said stubbornly, “This is my field,” and neither she nor Joktan could make him
leave.

The sun went down and a strange night followed. Urbaal, suddenly an old,
bewildered man, huddled by the sanctuary while Timna spoke with the strangers,
telling them that her husband was an honest farmer and explaining the
inconsequential steps whereby he had destroyed himself. “You take much of the
blame on yourself,” Joktan said.

“We are all to blame,” she replied.

“But surely the fault was finally his,” Joktan reasoned.

“He was bewitched,” she said, and in the light of the campfire she looked toward
her husband with great pity and said, “In another town, at another time, he would
have died a happy man.” And she wept for the inconsiderate fate that had
overtaken him.

At dawn Joktan went to the altar to pray alone, and when he returned Timna
asked, “To what gods do you pray?” and he replied, “To the one god,” and she



looked at him.

When the sun was up the army of Makor, eighteen men and a captain, marched
out, hoping that the insane farmer had made his escape and that they could avoid
further action, but when they saw the tents of the strangers they had to
investigate, and under the oak tree they found Urbaal cowering beside the altar.
“We have come for the murderer,” the captain announced.

Joktan stepped forward, and without raising his voice, replied, “He has taken
sanctuary at my altar.”

“He is not inside a temple,” the captain declared, “and he must come with us.”
But Joktan stood firm and his sons gathered about him. The captain withdrew to
consult with his men, and they saw that whereas they could surely overwhelm the
strangers, many lives would be lost in doing so, and they fell back.

They sent for their priests, and when these came in regalia the captain
explained, “Urbaal is here, but this stranger refuses to deliver him.”

“He has taken refuge at my altar,” the Habiru said. The priests were inclined to
order the troops to drag the murderer away, but the apparent willingness of the
strangers to fight deterred them.

Finally the priests said, “We shall respect the sanctuary.”

The high priest then went to Urbaal and told him, “Amalek is dead, and your life
has come to an end. You must walk with us as forfeit.”

The addled farmer did not fully comprehend what they were demanding, but at
last he understood that it was Amalek, who had been his friend in this and many
fields, whom he had killed, and he began to weep. The priests went to Timna and
said, “Go and fetch him from the altar, for we must take him with us,” but Joktan
insisted, “If he is determined to stay by the altar he shall stay here,” and the
priests respected this honorable decision and stood apart.

It was Timna who made the decision. Going to the oak tree she knelt beside her
husband and said quietly, “The end of days has come, Urbaal. We have done all
the wrong things and I shall die with you.” He looked at her helplessly, then placed
his hands in hers, a gentle, tender man who had loved his fields and the sound of
bees humming in the flowers. She pulled him to his feet and led him to the priests,
who directed the soldiers to place a halter about his neck.

“I shall die with him,” Timna said, “for the fault was mine.”

“You shall wander along the roads,” the priests replied, but as far as the gates of
the city she clung to Urbaal till she was pushed away, falling into the dust. She
looked up to see her uncomprehending husband, the little king of the olive grove,
walk for the last time up the ramp and through the zigzag gate.

“No, no,” she wept as he disappeared. “The terrible thing I did to him.” The god
of death he had been able to withstand, but the goddess of life had destroyed him.
It was not mean-spirited Matred, who had never loved him, who had betrayed him,
but Timna, who had tried to be a dutiful wife. Now she heard a rumble of drums,
then silence.

She had lain in the dust for some time when Joktan said to his sons, “Go fetch
the woman, for she was a loyal wife.” And in this manner the widow Timna became
part of the Habiru encampment.

In the days that followed there took place those interchanges of curiosity which
marked the arrival of any new family in the fields outside a walled town. The



Habiru women walked sedately to the well, using a path that did not intrude upon
the town. On their heads they bore large jugs to be filled with the good water, and
the women of Makor studied them in silence. Priests left the town to inspect the
nomad tents, where they discovered that all the newcomers were members of one
extensive family—the people of Joktan, who had been willing to die rather than
betray the sanctuary of his gods. The exact nature of his deities he seemed
unwilling or unable to communicate, but the priests explained that if he intended
sharing water from the well at Makor he must acknowledge the god El, the major
baals, plus Melak and Astarte; and although Timna tried to dissuade him from
making such a promise, he said that he did not object but made it clear that he
would at the same time maintain his own altar under the oak tree, and to this the
priests consented.

It was not surprising that Makor so easily accepted the strangers, the
forerunners of a mass immigration that would come centuries later, for in the past
thousand years many isolated families had drifted into the outlying fields and then
into the town itself, accommodating themselves to Makor, its customs and its
gods. The Habiru, even upon careful inspection, gave no evidence of being different
from the others, and the priests had a right to assume that within a relatively
short period the newcomers would be absorbed as their altar under the oak tree
became incorporated into the worship of the monoliths in front of the temple. Such
assimilation had always occurred in the past and there was no reason to suppose
that it would not happen again. They were impressed with Joktan as a powerful
man with sturdy sons, and they were pleased to welcome him as part of their
town.

Having been accepted by the community, Joktan was now free to visit inside the
walls, where the luxury of Makor astonished him. He had never lived in a house
nor had he seen many, but here were more than a hundred jammed together and
their effect upon him was startling. The shops were crowded with goods that
excited his envy: wine and oil, crockery and cloth. Especially compelling was the
temple area, where the four monoliths bespoke authority. When the priests
introduced him to the ancient statue of El he said quietly, “The god I worship is
also El,” and the priests nodded in satisfaction.

Timna, in the tents of the Habiru, learned what a robust race they were, fond of
eating and singing, quarrelsome when drunk and close-knit to face all strangers.
Boy babies were marked by the rite of circumcision, and girls were married
young—frequently to their cousins. To the Habiru the rude altar of El was not so
important as the temple was to the town of Makor, but it was treated with a
greater reverence, and Timna went there often, finding votive flowers or the
feathers of a pigeon. The god who inhabited this holy place did not require first-
born sons nor did he desire to see naked girls lying with farmers. Timna was
especially impressed when Joktan, who had moved her in with his wives and who
was accepting her unborn child into his camp, went to the altar alone to pray in
silence, with no drums beating, no trumpets and few words.

“Who is your god?” she asked one day.

“The one god,” he replied.

“Then why did you accept the baals, as the priest required?”

“In any land I enter, I worship the local gods.”



“I believe that among the many gods there is one who counts, and the others do
not merit worshiping. What is your god named?”

“El.”

“The one who lives in the little stone in front of our temple?”

“El has no home, for he is everywhere.”

This simple idea reached Timna’s inquisitive mind like sunshine after storm,
like a rainbow after a fall of cold rain. She recognized Joktan’s explanation as the
concept she had been groping for: a solitary god of no form, residing in no
monolith, with no specific voice. With Joktan’s permission she began placing each
day upon the altar of this transcendent god a few spring flowers—yellow tulips,
white anemones or red poppies.

It was Timna who showed the Habiru the road to Akka, where Joktan took his
donkeys on a trading expedition, for Habiru meant donkey driver or one who was
dusty from the roads, and when the caravan returned, laden with goods from the
seaport, Joktan sent his sons to the olive field while he went through the zigzag
gate to consult with the priests: “In Akka I found much trading to be done. I
should like to live within your walls and I shall bring Urbaal’s wife with me, for she
is now my wife,” and the priests assented. But when Timna walked nervously past
the house of mirth which she had done so much to destroy, she remembered that
day when she had first stepped over its threshold as Urbaal’s wife. On the stones
Amalek had broken a ripe pomegranate, crying, “May you have as many sons as
this fruit has seeds.” Now Joktan led her to a mean shed which the priests had
assigned him along the eastern wall, but soon Timna transformed it into a place of
dignity with an altar to the one god, and she found consolation when a son was
born whom she insisted upon naming Urbaal, that his line might continue. But
her joy in this son was tarnished when priests came to the shed, saying to one of
Joktan’s slave girls, “Your baby is a first-born of Joktan, and his wrists we shall
mark with red.”

In the anguish of this bereft slave girl Timna relived her own grief, which
gnawed at her heart as rats gnaw wheat, and she felt more sorrow for this poor girl
than she had for herself, for now she was able to see infant sacrifice as the
incomprehensible cruelty it was. Leaving the shed with its red-marked infant, she
fled disconsolately into the streets, past the house of Amalek, where she had stood
guard one night, past the house of mirth, where Matred now ruled in bitterness,
up past the monoliths who would never again have power over her, and down
along the western wall till she reached the secret spot where the four Astartes lay
buried with their ridiculous phallic stones. Over their heads she stamped her feet,
crying, “You sleeping down there, you contain no life. You are corruption. Life lies
in the womb of the slave girl.” And she wept for Urbaal, for the slave and for the
red-marked infant lying in its crib; in this deep humility of spirit she leaned
against the wall and became the first citizen of Makor to pray of herself, with no
altar and no priest, to that formless god whom the Habiru had introduced to this
vicinity.

In the morning, when drums called worshipers to the place of sacrifice, Joktan
was bedazzled by the power of these new gods. Fiery Melak fascinated him, a deity
of immense potential, and when his child was lifted into the air and thrust down
upon the stone arms, he experienced a sense of religious awe unknown before,



and when the festive part of the celebration began, with music and soft singing,
Joktan guessed that something exciting was about to happen.

Leaving Timna and the slave girl mourning at the altar of the fiery god, he
moved into a front position among the crowd and saw for the first time the tall
priestess Libamah appear through the temple doors, a living goddess moving with
more than human grace. In her spun robes she was lovelier than any woman he
had encountered in the desert, and when the priest finished undressing her so
that she stood fully revealed, he gasped with a delight he had not imagined
possible.

Timna left the weeping slave girl and moved into the crowd just as her husband
realized that some man in the audience was about to be nominated to lie with the
dazzling priestess, and she watched with incredulity as Joktan leaned forward, his
mouth agape, staring like a small boy as the lithe prostitute completed her dance.
With her feet apart Libamah waited for the priests to indicate her mate for that
day, and in that moment of hesitation Timna saw with horror that Joktan’s lips
were moving and he was praying, “El, let it be me!” And when a pottery maker
from the town leaped onto the steps to fulfill the demands of the rite, Joktan
stared at the proceedings with such intensity that Timna, who had seen that look
before, could guess what heated imaginings were racing through his mind. And
the solitary altar under the oak tree was remembered no more.

LEVEL XIII

An Old Man and His God

Mlustration

Clay pots

Two clay pots thrown on a potter’s wheel and fired at 880° centigrade at
Makor, 1427 B.C.E. Bodies light red in color. Left pot decorated on inside with
dark red and yellow stripes in slip. Right pot on outside with slip in same
colors. All colors darkened by absorption of ash laid down during a
conflagration in midsummer, 1419 B.C.E.
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The sun-swept desert was as silent as the heavens on a night when there are no
falling stars. The only sound was a soft rustle on the sand as a serpent, reacting to
some unspecified fear, left the sun to seek the protection of a tall rock. A few goats
grazed silently among the scattered boulders, finding shreds of grass where none
seemed to exist, and two gray dogs from the encampment moved silently to keep
the goats from roaming far. Like the snake, they were apprehensive and kept
looking not at the goats but at some mysterious thing that moved they knew not
where.

Then came a rustling sound from a bush—a tumbleweed kind of bush, half as
big as a man, which ran and twisted across the desert when it dried—and the two
dogs looked sharply, as if a hyena had come creeping in to snatch a goat, but still
they did not bark, for they knew that the trembling in the bush was caused by no
animal.

A light began to glow in the branches but no smoke came, nor flame either, and
the bush shook as if it were determined to tear itself loose now, this hot afternoon,
and go tumbling across the desert, even though no wind was blowing. As both the
light and the trembling increased, a voice came, speaking gently and with
persuasion.

“Zadok?” All was silent. “Zadok?” The dogs leaned forward. “Zadok?”

From behind the rock to which the serpent had fled an old man appeared—



bareheaded, lean and leathery from his more than sixty years in the sun. He had
an untrimmed beard that reached his chest, and wore a coarse robe of knotted
wool and heavy sandals; he carried a shepherd’s stave but did not lean upon it.
Cautiously he moved out from the rock and like a reluctant child took his place
before the burning bush.

“El-Shaddai, I am here.”

“Three times have I called you, Zadok,” the voice said.

“l was afraid. Have you come to punish me?”

“l should,” the voice said gently. “For you have disobeyed me.”

“l was afraid to leave the desert.”

“This time you must go.”

“To the west?”

“Yes. The fields are waiting.”

“How will I know where?”

“Tomorrow at dusk your son Epher and his brother Ibsha will return from
spying out the land. They will show you.”

“Are we to occupy the land?”

“Fields that you did not cultivate shall be yours and olive presses that you did
not build. The walls of the town shall open to receive you and the gods of the place
you shall respect.”

“These things I will do.”

“But remember the curse that shall be upon you if you worship those other
gods. Or fail to observe my instructions. I am El-Shaddai.”

“I shall remember, I and my sons, and the sons of my sons.”

The trembling of the bush ceased and the light began to fade, whereupon he
prostrated himself and cried, “El-Shaddai, El-Shaddai! Forgive me for not having
obeyed you.” And as the light retreated the voice said, “Sleep in the shade, Zadok.
You are a tired old man.”

“Will I live to see the fields of promise?”

“You shall see them and you shall occupy them and on the eve of victory I shall
speak with you for the last time.”

There was silence, and that day the hyena did not come.

As in all times, these were years when El-Shaddai had power to command and
men had free will to accept or reject his commands as their consciences dictated,;
therefore Zadok carefully considered the fact that his god had ordered him to sleep
but decided that he might better spend his time on tasks which he must complete
if his clan was to cross enemy territory. Finding a place in the shade of the tall
rock, he chipped away at the big end of a flint nodule, building a smoothed
platform from which he could later knock off a series of sharp knife blades to be
fitted into wooden hafts which some of his sons were carving, and as he huddled
over his flint, like a young apprentice taking care not to ruin the nodule, he
epitomized his history. For the past three thousand years copper tools had been
known in these regions, and at least two thousand years ago smithies in the towns
had discovered that if they mixed one part of tin to nine parts of copper they could
produce bronze, which was harder than either of the original component metals
used alone. With this bronze the townsmen were now making tools of subtle
precision and weapons of power. In the towns, life had been revolutionized; but



this old man still clung to his flints, making from them whatever tools and
weapons his people required. He used flint not only because he could get it for
nothing—whereas bronze tools cost dearly in hides—but also because he knew
that ii? his god had intended his Hebrews to use bronze he would have put it in
the world for them and not have asked them to mix metals, which was a
suspicious occupation and an evidence of human arrogance.

To all problems the old man reacted in the same way: there was an ancient
truth that had been proved by long years of usage and there was innovation which
might lead men into unknown regions, and he was determined to keep his people
secure in the old ways. He preferred the practical thing done in the practical
manner. His people worked harder than most, so their flocks prospered. His
women spent long hours making cloth, so his men dressed better than other
nomads. He taught diligence in all things and reverence, too, so the families about
him multiplied. And since his people were content to live within the protection of
El-Shaddai, they were happy and creative.

For if the old man who led them was practical, sitting on his ankles and working
his flint to that richly satisfying moment when he could begin tapping with his
small stone hammer, flaking off one sharp knife blade after another—the reward
for having done one’s preliminary work carefully—he was also a spiritual man
whose tired eyes could see beyond the desert to those invisible summits of the
imagination where cool air existed and where the one god, El-Shaddai, lived. In
later generations people who spoke other languages would translate this old
Semitic name, which actually meant he of the mountain, as God Almighty, for
through devious changes El-Shaddai was destined to mature into that god whom
much of the world would worship. But in these fateful days, when the little group
of Hebrews camped waiting for the signal to march westward, El-Shaddai was the
god of no one but themselves; they were not even certain that he had continued as
the god of those other Hebrews who had moved on to distant areas like Egypt. But
of one thing Zadok was sure. El-Shaddai personally determined the destiny of this
group, for of all the peoples available to him in the teeming area between the
Euphrates and the Nile, he had chosen these Hebrews as his predilected people,
and they lived within his embrace, enjoying security that others did not know.

He was a most difficult god to understand. He was incorporeal, yet he spoke. He
was invisible, yet he could move as a pillar of fire. He was all-powerful, yet he
tolerated the lesser gods of the Canaanites. He controlled the lives of men, yet he
encouraged them to exercise their own judgment. He was benevolent, yet he could
command the extinction of an entire town—as he had done with the town of Timri
when Zadok had been a child of seven. He lived in all places, yet he was peculiarly
the god of this one group of Hebrews. He was a jealous god, yet he allowed non-
Hebrews to worship whatever lesser gods they pleased.

As Zadok chipped away at his flint, he knew that the mountain in which El-
Shaddai was supposed to live did not exist in any ordinary sense of the word, for it
would be offensive to imagine so powerful a god as limited to one specific place,
with a tent, a couch and a concubine; no sensible man would commit himself to a
god so restricted. El-Shaddai was a deity of such all-pervasive power that he must
not be tied down to one mountain, unless that mountain were like the god
himself—distant and everywhere, above and below, not seen, not touched, never



dying and never living, a one god towering over all others, who existed in a
mountain of the imagination so vast that it encompassed the entire earth and the
starry heavens beyond.

It was his possession of this god that had caused Zadok his recent fear, for the
old man sensed that such a deity could never have been conceived by men who
lived in a town, nor by settled farmers who occupied river valleys where growing
seasons had to be protected by propitiating seen gods who lived in known places
over which they exercised a limited jurisdiction. Such settled people required seen
gods to whom they could return; they needed statues and temples. But nomads
who lived at the mercy of the desert, who set forth on a journey from one water
hole to the unseen next, taking with them as an act of faith ail they owned and
everyone they loved, trusting blindly that the path had been ordained for them and
that after many days of near-death they would find the appointed well where it
was supposed to be ... such nomads had to trust a god who saw the entire desert
and the hills beyond. Reliance upon El-Shaddai, the unseen, the unknown, was a
religion requiring the most exquisite faith, for at no point in their lives could these
lonely travelers be sure; men often came to water holes that were dry. They could
only trust that if they treated El-Shaddai with respect, if they attuned their
whistling harps to his, he would bring them home safely through the bleak and
empty spaces.

Looking up from his flints, Zadok turned his face toward the silent bush and
said, as if reporting to a trusted advisor from his camp, “El-Shaddai, I am at last
prepared to take my people to the west.” The bush said nothing.

For fifty-seven years, beginning as a child, Zadok son of Zebul had been
speaking with El-Shaddai, and in accordance with instructions from the solitary
god, had kept his clan in the desert while others had left for the south on
adventures that would be long remembered. Centuries earlier the patriarch of all,
Abraham, and his son Isaac had moved down into Egypt, where now their
descendants languished, in slavery. The clan of Lot had settled the country of
Moab, while the sons of Esau had conquered Edom. Lately the clan of Naphtali
had swung off to occupy the hill country of the west, but Zadok had kept his
group in the northern desert, listening for the clear word of El-Shaddai that would
take him out of the lonely desert and into the land of promise.

The desert in which the Hebrews had lived for so many generations consisted of
three parts. There were sandy wastes where nothing grew, and these the nomads
avoided, for no man dependent upon donkeys could traverse them; in later years,
when camels had been tamed, it would be possible to travel these wastes, but not
now. There were also vast expanses of rock and arid land with occasional oases of
reliable water, and here men with donkeys could just barely live; “the wilderness,”
this desert was called. And, finally, there were long stretches of semi-arid land
lying next to settled farms, with not enough water for the regular planting of wheat
or olive trees but enough to nourish sheep and goats, and it was in these lands
that Zadok and his clan had been living for the past forty years. The wiser
Hebrews felt certain that sooner or later El-Shaddai would command them to
move on, but what they did not know was that three times the god had ordered
Zadok to do just this, but the patriarch had been afraid and had temporized.

El-Shaddai, having at last become impatient, had delivered his latest command



not to old Zadok but to the red-headed Epher. As a result of this message Epher
had come to Zadok some weeks ago, saying, “Father, we ought to move into the
good lands of the west.”

“El-Shaddai will instruct us when to move.”

“But he did instruct us. Last night. He came to me and said, ‘Go to the west and
spy out the land.”

Zadok had taken Epher by the shoulders and had asked directly, “Did El-
Shaddai himself speak to you?” And Epher, a hot-headed young man of twenty-
two, had insisted that the god had come to him. “What kind of voice did he use?”
Zadok had probed, but his son could not explain, and that night Epher and Ibsha
had run off to spy out the west. During their absence Zadok had worried as to
whether Epher had spoken the truth. Why would El-Shaddai deliver a message of
such importance to a youth? It seemed most unlikely, but now the god had
indirectly confirmed Epher’s story, saying that tomorrow the young men would
return with instructions for the move west; and when Zadok reflected on the
matter he had to admit that it was not so strange if El-Shaddai had spoken to
Epher directly, for Zadok himself had been only seven when the mysterious god
had first spoken to him, saying, “In the rocks on which your father Zebul sits,
there lurks a serpent.” He had stood transfixed, for the voice came from nowhere
and he could not believe it. “Go,” the voice continued, “and warn your father, lest
he be bitten by that serpent.” And he had run to the rocks and caused his father
to leave just as the snake unwound itself from an inner crevice. From that day he
was a child apart.

His name, Zadok, meant righteous, and he had continued to serve as the agency
whereby El-Shaddai kept his chosen people informed. They were never many, the
Hebrews of the desert. When Lot and Esau journeyed south they took with them
less than a thousand people each. The clan of Zadok, as it waited for its
culminating drive to the west, contained only seven hundred persons, for the great
Hebrew tribes had not yet been formed. Zadok’s group of nomads could not be
called a family, because it comprised much more than a single unit; for example,
Zadok’s four wives and thirty children, many of whom had families of their own,
did not add up to even a quarter of the total. But all in the group were related in
some way to the old man, so although they were not a family they were a clan, and
in the centuries ahead when several of these clans coalesced, the tribes known to
history would emerge.

The clan of Zadok was one of the better-organized units, thanks principally to
the righteous character of the man who led it. In all things he relied upon El-
Shaddai. In war he was not overzealous, for he loved peace and sought it whenever
possible—even at the displeasure of his sons, who were willing fighters. In trading
he was honest and in charity generous. Among his wives he kept peace and among
his children gentleness. He loved animals and initiated the practice of never
slaughtering one member of a family in the presence of others, of never killing a
kid and a dam on the same day, lest the creatures be offended by injustice as well
as by death. In his clan women who had borne children could not work until five
months had passed, except for kitchen duties that were not onerous. Yet he was a
stern judge who had sentenced numerous persons to death, because infractions of
divine law, such as adultery, filial insubordination, any profanation of El-Shaddai,



were punishable by death. But when sentence was passed, with the old man
warning that no appeal was possible, he usually allowed the victim a chance to
escape, and it was understood that any condemned man might take with him one
donkey and three water bags. But return to the clan of Zadok was forbidden.

The most intimate details of life were regulated by the old man. It was he who
instituted the rule that unmarried men might not tend sheep alone: “lest it lead to
an abomination.” Two young unmarried men were not to occupy a booth alone
when they hired themselves out to settled farmers at the harvest: “lest there be an
abomination.” Nor could men dress as women or women as men: “lest it lead to an
abomination.” From centuries of experience in the desert the Hebrews had built up
a body of sensible law which Zadok had memorized and which he transmitted to
his older sons, who would serve as judges when he was gone: “A man may not
marry two sisters, lest there be an abomination, nor may he marry a mother and
daughter, lest it lead to an abomination.” And because it was essential that the
great life of the family and of the clan continue uninterrupted, he enforced the
ancient law that if a husband died before his wife had children, it was obligatory
for one of the dead man’s brothers to take the widow immediately and get her with
child so that the life of the clan could go forward with children to replenish it. If
the surviving brothers were already married, no matter; if they despised their
sister-in-law, no matter; so long as she had no children it was their responsibility
to lie with her until she conceived—in the name of her dead husband, that his
name might continue.

If Zadok was insistent upon carefully organized sexual behavior, this did not
mean that he was contemptuous of this function of life: two years ago, at sixty-
two, with his children grown and his wives occupied with many matters, he had
looked one day upon a group of slaves which his sons had captured in a minor
skirmish with a settled village and had seen one girl of sixteen who was
particularly appealing. Claiming her for himself, he had found much joy in having
her in his tent in the long nights. She was a Canaanite who worshiped Baal the
omnipotent, but as Zadok lay with her, feeling her warmth against his tired body,
he spoke with her against the Canaanite god and convinced himself that he was
winning her away from Baal and to an acceptance of the true god.

His principal joy, however, was his thirty children. His oldest offspring were now
the secondary heads of the clan, men and women with children of their own and
several with grandchildren, so that Zadok could boast, “A hunter is happy when
he has a quiver full of arrows to shoot into the future.” But it was his younger
children—the offspring of his fourth wife—who interested him most: Epher the
daring one, who had organized the scouting expedition to the west and who was
always eager to engage an enemy; Ibsha, younger and quieter, but perhaps more
seriously dedicated to understanding the world; and above all Leah, a girl of
seventeen, not yet married but studying with alert eyes the various men her father
suggested as possible husbands. If a man had produced only these three children
he could feel proud, and to have them arrive in his later days was a serene
pleasure.

For many years it had been Zadok’s custom to spend his late afternoons sitting
with Leah and any other children who cared to join him, recalling the traditions of
the Hebrews. Recently the young slave girl had begun to appear each day, sitting



at the right hand of her master and listening with delight as he told of his ancestor
Noah, who had escaped the great flood, or of Nimrod the hunter, whose exploits
were renowned, or of Jubal, who invented the harp. For hours he would speak of
these men, telling this story and that, but each day he came to some episode in
the life of Abraham, who had been the first to travel in this desert—“He passed by
these very rocks on which we sit this day”—and it was his pleasure to expatiate on
the matter of Abraham and his son Isaac, contending that on the day that El-
Shaddai outlawed human sacrifice he proved himself to be a god of mercy, a god
so superior to all others that comparison was meaningless. “There are other gods,
of course, and Baal is not one to laugh at,” he said approvingly to the slave girl,
“and in the lands my fathers passed through, it was always our custom to respect
the gods we met. El-Shaddai demands this of us, but there can be no question as
to which god is superior, reigning above all others.”

On this last afternoon during which Zadok awaited the return of his sons from
their scouting trip, he did not appear for his restful conversation with the children,
so Leah and the slave girl went about their tasks, and from her tent the latter
could see the old man standing apart from the camp, looking at it critically, like a
judge. At last we are ready, he said to himself. Our cattle were never more
numerous and our donkeys are fat. We have nearly two hundred warriors and our
tents are mended. We are like a mighty bow drawn taut, ready to shoot arrows
westward with force, and if it is the will of El-Shaddai that we move, he has
brought us to superb condition. Approving what he saw of the equipment, the old
man next studied his clan. It was well organized, faithful to one unifying god,
disciplined, vigorous. It was as cohesive a unit as could then have been found in
the desert regions—less educated, perhaps, since no member was able to read or
write or cast bronze—but unified as no other similar group could be, for it had
been Zadok’s stern command that no strangers be allowed to enter his clan
without a period of indoctrination so rigorous as to repel most applicants. A
Canaanite man could live beside the Hebrews for years without their trying to
convert him away from his belief in Baal, but once he asked permission to marry
one of the Hebrew women—and they were beautiful women who attracted men—he
had to present himself to Zadok, forswear his former gods, undergo circumcision if
that rite had not already been performed, abandon his former associates, and then
spend eleven days with Zadok, trying to penetrate the mystery of El-Shaddai.
Afterward, allegiance to any other god meant death, and few men were willing to
submit themselves to such treatment merely to wed a Hebrew girl, no matter how
attractive, so where men were concerned Zadok had kept his clan homogeneous.

The Hebrews insisted upon the circumcision of their men for a logical reason: it
not only formed a covenant between the man and El-Shaddai, an unbreakable
allegiance whose mark remained forever, but it also had the practical value of
indicating without question or quibble the fact that the man so marked was a
Hebrew. In war against the uncircumcised the coward might want to run away
and later on deny that he had been a Hebrew. His captors had only to inspect him
to prove he was a liar, so the circumcised man had better fight to the death
because for him there was no masking his identity. The Hebrews were therefore
strong warriors who were sometimes defeated but rarely demoralized, and for
much of this cohesive spirit the desert rite of circumcision was responsible.



With women the problems were different. In their constant wars with settled
tribes Zadok’s men often took prisoners and they were apt to be enticing
creatures. Not even Zadok could keep his sons from lying with the strangers, and
he was smart enough to realize his impotence in this matter. But he did insist
upon precautions. When a slave girl was captured she was put into sackcloth of
the meanest sort, her head was shaved and she was allowed nothing with which to
clean or cut her fingernails, no oil for her face and little water for washing. After
one month of such treatment she was led forth to stand beside the man who had
captured her, while Zadok asked, “Do you still want this woman?” If the man said
yes, she was tested as to her willingness to accept El-Shaddai; she was not
required to surrender her old gods completely, for she was a woman, but she must
acknowledge that El-Shaddai was superior, and if she did this she was delivered
by Zadok to her captor, with the admonition, “Have many children.” With his own
slave girl Zadok had followed this regimen and was gratified to see that she was
becoming a true child of El-Shaddai.

Next day, as El-Shaddai had said, the young men Epher and Ibsha returned
from the west with exhilarating news. “It’s a land of oil and honey,” Ibsha reported.

“It’s a land with armies,” his red-headed brother added, “but not too great to
conquer.”

“It’s a land with fields covered with grass,” Ibsha continued.

“It has cities surrounded by walls,” Epher reported, “but they can be scaled.”

“It’s a land with more trees than I have ever seen before,” Ibsha said.
“Mountains and valleys to delight the eye.”

“It has roads that we can march along,” Epher told those around him, “and
rocks behind which we can take cover.”

“It’s a land which I cannot describe to satisfaction,” Ibsha said. “Where that
bush grows over there, a dozen olive trees are standing. When you shake the limbs
the fruit comes down like dark rain.”

“They have metal spears,” Epher went on, “and we have stone.” He showed his
brothers some metal weapons he had acquired along the way.

Then Zadok spoke to the clan, on the last evening that they would reside in the
desert. “El-Shaddai has spoken. We are to occupy the land. The olive trees are to
be ours and the walls of the city will open for us.”

The Hebrews began to cheer but Zadok silenced them, for he comprehended the
gravity of the step they were about to take, and as dusk fell upon their tents he
commanded them to gather, a lean and sinewy group dressed in skins and woven
cloth and leather sandals. They formed an intense congregation, kneeling while
Zadok prayed: “Mighty El-Shaddai, whom no man has seen face-to-face, into your
hands we deliver ourselves. It is your desire that we leave our ancient home for the
valleys and the towns. Protect us, protect us from the dangers we cannot foresee.”
With their faces upraised, the Hebrews praised their god, each man and woman
committing himself to the deity that brooded over the desert, and finally they
separated and by the light of flickering rushes packed their tents.

As they worked, Zadok the Righteous went alone into the womb of the desert,
for only he appreciated what a terrible thing his children were attempting, this
leap from the ancient ways into the modern. He had never been inside a town—not
in sixty-four years of life; he had helped besiege several and had sent his sons



trading inside their walls, and of course his little slave girl had lived in a
Canaanite town to the north, which she delighted in describing as they lay
together. But he himself did not fully understand what a town was, except that it
was a place so crowded that El-Shaddai seemed not to frequent its narrow alleys.
Other gods flourished in towns, but not El-Shaddai. Yet it was apparent to the old
man that the moment had come in the life of his people when it was appropriate
for them to try the town, uncertain and ominous though it was. El-Shaddai
himself had ordained the move, and the eyes of his older sons had glittered with
expectation as they listened to Epher and Ibsha describing the towns they had
seen; but he looked back to the desert.

How far the horizons were this starry night, how sweeping the rocks as they fell
sculptured by the hand of El-Shaddai. How sweet the waters were when they were
found, how cruel the scorpions in the midday sun. It was the desert that tested a
man, that issued the dreadful challenge, “Come upon me and see if you have
courage.” It was this desert of illimitable magnitude that encouraged a man to
consider the ultimate questions: not the matter of food tomorrow, nor the child to
be born next week, nor the battle in the offing, but the questions beyond that and
then far, far beyond that, too. Why, in the infinity of the desert, does this small
speck called man have the confidence to move from this unknown point to that,
finding his water and his food as he goes along? What divine assistance guides
him and how is that assistance governed? Above all, how can man ascertain the
divine will and then live in harmony with it?

The old man walked across the sand until he could look back and see his entire
encampment, all the flickering lights and the shepherds guarding their flocks, and
he remembered that night so very long ago when his people had been lost far east
of Damascus in the worst desert they had ever traveled, and all were at the point
where they must perish, but his father, Zebul, had said, “In the cool of the night
we must push on.” The stricken Hebrews had protested, “We can go no farther,”
but he had struck the tents and they had moved on till the next dawn, finding
nothing. Through that day they had rested, parched and dying, and at night Zebul
again said, “In the cool of the night we must march on,” and again they had
protested that they were perishing, but they marched and they did this for three
nights—wholly incapable of moving another step yet moving nevertheless—and on
that last night when they refused to march, saying that they were finished, he
went through the tents lashing out at them and shouting in rage, “Do you think,
men of faltering faith, that El-Shaddai has brought us to this spot to perish
without purpose? Does he not have an enemy waiting at the well to kill us in
battle? Or a king to carry us off in slavery? Have we come so far to die
inconsequentially? Up! Up! Let us see what terrible thing El-Shaddai has waiting
for us.” And he drove his Hebrews, dying as they had threatened, but dying on the
way to the well, not in some surrendered heap. And as the last sun rose—the one
that none could have survived—Zebul found the well, and there they rested for
three years.

Tonight Zadok did not intend to pray. No further communication between him
and El-Shaddai was needed, but he did look with an aching hunger at the desert
which he had known for all but seven years of his life, and he wondered if he
would ever again find the peace, the consolation he had known amidst its sweep



and challenge. He sensed that henceforth his vision would be diminished and his
nearness to the stars removed. A way of life was being lost beyond the point of
recovery and he was apprehensive about the future, but he felt certain that
wherever his Hebrews went they would carry with them memorials of these desert
years when they had lived close to their god.

Now he turned from his study of the tents, as if he wished to stand where none
of his people could see him, and when he was hidden he wept, for he alone was
conscious of the sin he had committed. “Almighty one, forgive me,” he said, and he
spoke to El-Shaddai as if he were a little boy communicating with his father at the
end of a day of naughtiness. “Six years ago, when the last of the clans moved
south, you came to me in the desert and said, Zadok, it is time for you to leave the
desert and occupy the walled town.” But I was afraid of battle. I was afraid of the
town. I wanted to hold on to the security of the desert, and here I procrastinated,
offering you this excuse and that. My sons came to me, asking that we move our
flocks into the green valleys, but them too I ignored, and for the past six years I
have stood against god and man, afraid to move. You were patient with me, El-
Shaddai, but last month you spoke to Epher and sent him exploring by himself.
Now he has returned with your commands and we shall move, as you ordered me
to do six years ago.” He humbled himself in the dust and prayed, “El-Shaddai,
forgive me. I was afraid.”

There was a rustling sound across the sand, as if a fox were running, and the
voice of El-Shaddai said to Zadok the Righteous, “As long as you live, old man, you
will be free to ignore my commands. But in time I will grow impatient and will
speak to others, as I have spoken to Epher.”

“My home is the desert,” Zadok said in self-justification, “and I was afraid to
leave.”

“l waited,” El-Shaddai said, “because I knew that if you did not love your home
in the desert you would not love me either. I am glad that you are now ready.”

“El-Shaddai!” the patriarch cried in anguish, laying bare the real fear that had
held him immobilized. “In the town will we know you as we have known you in the
desert?”

“Inside the walls it will not be easy for me to speak with you,” the deity
answered, “but I shall be there.”

With this eternal promise to his Hebrews, El-Shaddai departed, and when dawn
came Zadok was at last prepared to order the small red tent to be dismantled.

In those centuries when the Hebrews dwelt in the desert, each clan maintained
a sacred tent constructed of three layers of skin: upon a wooden frame so small
that two men could not have crawled inside, goatskins were stretched and upon
them were laid skins of rams dyed red with expensive colors brought from
Damascus, and over the whole were thrown strips of soft badger fur, so that the
tent was clearly a thing apart. Whenever Zadok indicated that his clan was to halt
in a given place, the small red tent was erected first, signifying that this was their
home, and on days like this, when the Hebrews were permanently abandoning an
area, the last tent to be struck was always the red one, and it came down as the
elders stood in prayer.

“We have lived in the desert as you commanded,” Zadok prayed, “and if we are
now to occupy green fields, it is because you wish it so.”



When the tent was dismantled only a carefully chosen few were allowed to see
what it contained. Zadok’s tabernacle held a curiously shaped piece of wood with
which Zebul had killed a coward who had tried to convince the Hebrews to die in
the desert rather than attempt the three-day march to the oasis east of Damascus.
There was a string of beads whose history no one knew and a ram’s horn which
had been used nearly a thousand years ago to usher in a memorable new year.
There was a piece of cloth from Persia, and that was all. Most particularly El-
Shaddai was not in the tent, nor was there anything representing El-Shaddai. He
lived elsewhere, on the mountain that did not exist.

“Our god is not in these shreds of leather,” Zadok reminded his Hebrews. “He
does not live in this tabernacle. He is not a god held prisoner in our tents, but we
are held prisoner in his.” As the assistants packed the tabernacle prior to the
march inland, the old man added a fifth item which would henceforth ride with the
clan of Zadok wherever it went, in memory of the beneficence El-Shaddai had
showered upon them in the desert. From the arid waste he picked a rock of no
significant shape; it was just a rock from the desert which they would see no more
but which they would remember whenever they saw the stone of Zadok.

At the head of the seven hundred Hebrews as they started forth walked a little
donkey bearing the red tent, and behind the beast came old Zadok, sandals on his
feet, coarse woolen breeches tied at his waist, a light woolen robe slung over his
shoulders, and a long staff in his left hand to steady himself on the rocky path.
Sometimes his beard flowed back over his left shoulder and his age-dimmed eyes
were squinted as he tried to pick out the way ahead, but in this task his sons
helped him. At his side walked the young slave girl bearing a waterskin, and
behind him came his wives, his eighteen sons, his dozen daughters, their
husbands and wives, their cousins, grandchildren, uncles and all who had
attached themselves to this sprawling unit. The goats, the sheep, the few cattle
and the dogs came along, but mostly the donkeys did the work, for on their backs
rode the tents, the food and the babies. At a rise atop the first hill many of the
Hebrews stopped to look back with longing at the great desert which had held
them safely for so many generations; but Zadok did not. He had said his farewell
in his heart, where the anxiety of this day would live forever.

Decisions on the westward trip were made by Epher, the red-headed youth who
had often waged war against walled towns, and on the nineteenth day this stocky
warrior brought his clan and its wandering flocks to the crest of a hill—in later
years it would be remembered as a mountain—from which the Hebrews looked
down for the first time into the land of Canaan, lying to the west of a beautiful
river called even then the Jordan, and it was seen to be a land of extraordinary
richness. Never before had the people of Zadok seen so many trees.

“We shall cross the river there,” Epher explained. “To the right lies a small lake
and to the left a large sea shaped like a harp and called Kinnereth.”

“When we cross the river, which way do we turn?” his father asked.

“Neither right nor left. We march through those hills ahead and come at last to
the road leading west.”

As the Hebrews gathered about their patriarch some argued that if the land
flanking the river was so rich it would be folly to move past it in search of better,
but Epher for once preached caution, warning his brothers, “Not far to the north



lies Hazor, a mighty city, and we shall be fortunate if its army allows us to cross
the river, much less occupy lands which they call their own.” The men who would
have to do the fighting if the Canaanites attacked while they were fording the river
looked with apprehension toward the unseen city, but old Zadok looked not at the
potential enemy but at the centuries ahead, and El-Shaddai allowed him to foresee
men like Joshua and Gideon, and he prophesied: “In some future day Hazor will
be humbled and the sons of El-Shaddai will occupy all Canaan, as we now move
forward to occupy our small portion.” And he gave thanks that this fair land was
to be the heritage of the Hebrews. But it was young Epher who led the clan
noiselessly to the banks of the Jordan, where the families crossed the river
without being detected and headed westward, eluding the armies of Hazor.

As the Hebrews skirted the hills that lay between the Jordan and Akka they
were free to inspect at first hand the rich valleys of Canaan and were fascinated by
the numerous rivers that carried water to vineyards, the slopes where more grass
grew than sheep could eat, the olive trees, the fruit orchards, the bees humming
by laden with pollen, and the flight of innumerable pigeons waiting to be trapped.
As the desert had reached to the horizon in barrenness, so these valleys reached
to the hills in fruitfulness, and the Hebrews resolved that if they must fight for this
inviting land they were ready to do so. As they drew close to Makor, Epher began
forming his people into a more compact unit; the donkey with the red tent
continued in front but cattle were moved near the center of the slowly moving
mass and children were stopped from ranging too far from their mothers. A sense
of excitement pervaded the clan, for all sensed that the moment of trial was at
hand. Finally, as the time approached when day and night were of equal length,
the first day of spring when the new year began, Epher and Ibsha moved ahead to
scout the exact location of the target town, and in the afternoon they ran back to
advise their father that early next morning he would reach the town called Makor.
That night the timorous old man pitched his camp some miles east of the town
and assembled his sons and the leaders of the subsidiary families.

“We have been marching toward a battle,” he told them, “and tomorrow we shall
see the walls you want to assail. But there shall be no battle.” His sons murmured
among themselves. “We shall exist in peace among the Canaanites,” Zadok
continued, “they with their fields and we with ours, they with their gods and we
with ours.”

The more daring men of the clan opposed this idea, but Zadok was firm. “El-
Shaddai has promised us this land, and it will be ours. But not through
bloodshed.”

The idea of a negotiated occupancy disappointed the Hebrews. Was it for this
that they had made their flint weapons? And traded with traveling smithies for
bronze axe heads and arrow tips? They remonstrated with the patriarch and
demanded that in the morning they march in battle array to the walls and assault
them.

“The walls of Makor we shall overcome without the use of force,” he argued.

“You haven’t seen them,” his younger sons protested.

“But El-Shaddai has seen them,” he insisted, “and to him all walls are alike.
They are captured only when he gives the command.” He warned his sons and the
other eager warriors that it was the will of their god that occupation of the fields be



peaceful, and his sons said, “Ask him again what we must do,” for they could not
visualize obtaining fields without bloodshed; but they trusted their father as a
man who spoke directly to his god, and when he walked alone down the Damascus
road, coming at last to a valley of red rock, they did not try to follow him, for they
knew that the old man was with his god.

“What are we to do?” the indecisive patriarch asked the face of the rock.

“As I explained in the desert,” came the patient voice, “you are to occupy the
land apportioned to you.”

“But in the desert you did not tell me whether I should bring war or peace. My
impatient sons are eager for war and the death of many people.”

“Are you still afraid of war, Zadok?”

“Yes. When I was a boy and we were besieging Timri...”

“l remember Timri.”

“You ordered my father Zebul to destroy the town for its abominations, and he
forced me to stand beside him as he slaughtered men and women and children.
And my ankles were red with blood. And I got sick and wanted never to see a spear
again. And I hated you, El-Shaddai, for you were cruel.”

“l remember that night,” the god said. “You were seven years old, and you
cursed me, and was it not then that I spoke to you for the first time? On the
morrow of Timri when your father was sleeping near the serpent that would have
bitten him?”

Zadok recalled that remote midday, fifty-seven years ago, when he had first
spoken with his god, and not once in the intervening years had it occurred to him
that El-Shaddai had chosen him that day precisely because of his opposition the
night before to the massacre of Timri. El-Shaddai could have elected older men
and wiser as his voice, but he had chosen the child Zadok because even as a boy
of seven he had been willing to judge the questions of mercy and humanity with
his own conscience.

“I have not spoken to you of war or peace,” the deity continued, “because these
are matters which I alone determine. To you they are of no concern. Occupy the
lands, and whether there shall be war or peace I will decide—according to how the
children of Canaan receive me.”

“Then I must approach the town without knowing?”

“You man of little faith! Did you not live in the desert on those terms? Who can
be certain that when he approaches a town the walls will open to his command?
Yet I have promised you that the walls of Makor shall do so, and you ask—in war
or in peace? Remember your grandmother Rachel, who went to the well of Zaber
eight hundred days without event and on the next day she went and was killed by
a scorpion. Could she have prevented this by taking precaution? Remember your
son Zattu, who passed through the pit where a hundred men had died of serpent
stings, and he came out alive. Could he have arranged this by taking thought? I
am El-Shaddai, and I have promised you that the walls of Makor shall open to
your command. Can you, by taking thought, increase that promise?”

The old man humbled himself before his god, but when he returned to his sons
he interpreted El-Shaddai’s words to his own liking: “Tomorrow there shall be no
war.” The Hebrews, content that this was the will of their god, slept that night
without fires and in the morning girded themselves for the final march to the



walled town.

The Tell

On one unhappy day three different groups of tourists came demanding to see
the Candlestick of Death, and after Cullinane had explained three times that it
was on display in Chicago he felt depressed. He locked his office door and sat
inside brooding about the problems of the dig. It happens every time, he reflected.
You start what looks like a simple dig. Historical fragments hiding in earth. And
before you'’ve filled the first basket you find yourself digging into your own
understanding of the civilization involved. He leaned back and recalled his days in
Arizona. He had begun that excavation knowing as much as most experts about
the American Indian, but had ended by spending two years of concentrated
research into their mental processes, reviewing everything written on the subject
and venturing far afield for collateral suggestions from the Ainu in Japan or the
Eskimo in Alaska. Now he spent his days digging physically into the earth of
Makor and his nights probing the spirit of the Judaism that had been responsible
for building so much of the tell.

When he was satisfied that the last tourists had gone, he unlocked his door and
wandered into Eliav’s office. “Have you any new material that I could read about
the Jews?”

“You catch me off guard,” Eliav replied.

“The nonsense I've been hearing today. I'm disgusted. I'd like to bite into
something solid.”

“You've read De Vaux, Kaufmann, Albright?”

Cullinane nodded.

“Maimonides?”

“He’s the best.”

“There’s one better.”

“What?”

“Read Deuteronomy five times.”

“Are you kidding?”

“No. Deuteronomy. Five times.”

“What’s your thought?”

“It’s the great central book of the Jews and if you master it you’ll understand
us.”

“But is it worth five readings?”
“Yes, because most Gentiles think of the ancient Hebrews as curious relics who
reached Israel ten thousand years ago in some kind of archaic mystery.”

“How do you think it happened?” Cullinane asked.

“Deuteronomy is so real to me that I feel as if my immediate ancestors—say, my
great-grandfather with desert dust still on his clothes—came down that valley with
goats and donkeys and stumbled onto this spot.”

“Will reading Deuteronomy give me such a feeling?”

“Read it five times and see,” Eliav countered.



It was in this way that Cullinane renewed his acquaintance with the old Jewish
masterpiece which he had first seriously studied at Princeton. Deuteronomy
purports to be the farewell address of General Moses to his Jews as they are about
to leave the wilderness and enter into the land of Canaan, and at the opening line,
“These be the words which Moses spake unto all Israel on this side Jordan,”
Cullinane had the feeling that Deuteronomy resembled General Washington’s
farewell address to his colonial soldiers; and the analogy was apt.

At Makor there was no Douay Version of the Bible, so Cullinane could not use
that Catholic translation; but this didn’t bother him. At Princeton he had become
familiar with the Protestant King James Version of 1611, and now as his eyes ran
down the columns they caught phrases and sentences which he had once vaguely
supposed to be from the New Testament: “Man doth not live by bread only,” and
“From the hewer of thy wood unto the drawer of thy water,” and “Thou shalt love
the Lord thy God with all thine heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy
might.” He discovered concepts that lay at the core of his New Testament
Catholicism: “But the word is very nigh unto thee, in thy mouth, and in thy heart,
that thou mayest do it.” And he came upon other phrases that jolted him
regarding the story of Jesus; these made him go back for a second reading: “If
there arise among you a prophet, or a dreamer of dreams, and giveth thee a sign
or a wonder... thou shalt not hearken unto the words of that prophet, or that
dreamer of dreams: for the Lord your God proveth you, to know whether ye love
the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul.”

When Cullinane finished his first reading he was inclined to tell Eliav that he
was now refreshed and could face the next busload of tourists, but he had found
the tall Jew to be canny in these matters, and so, to indulge him, he began again
at the beginning of Deuteronomy. This time he gained a sense of the enormous
historicity of the book: the unknown author, who had used the literary device of
speaking as Moses, had been a scholar immersed in Jewish history and spoke of it
as if it had happened yesterday—as Eliav had said, in the life of his great-
grandfather—and this involvement began to communicate itself to Cullinane. He
now read the Ten Commandments as if he were among the tribes listening to
Moses. It was he who was coming out of Egypt, dying of thirst in the Sinai,
retreating in petulant fear from the first invasion of the Promised Land, He put the
Bible down with a distinct sense of having read the history of a real people... not
the real history, perhaps, but a distillation of hundreds of old traditions and
national memories. Eliav had guessed right: Cullinane was beginning to feel that a
band of living Hebrews had one day come down these gullies to find Makor. He
wondered what new thing he would uncover on the remaining three readings.

At this point Eliav appeared with a book under his arm and took away the King
James Version. “John, I wish you’d do your next two readings from this new
English translation done by a group of Jewish scholars in Philadelphia.”

“Why Jewish?”

Eliav hesitated, then said, “It’s a ticklish point. But Deuteronomy is particularly
Jewish in nature. It’s our holy book and it means double to us what it could
possibly mean to a Catholic or a Baptist. Yet everybody reads it in Protestant or
Catholic translations...”

“To me a translation’s a translation,” Cullinane protested.



“Not so,” Eliav retorted. “Even when the King James Version was made, it was
purposefully old-fashioned. Something beautiful and poetic. Today it’s positively
archaic, and for young people to study their religion from it can only mean they’ll
think of that religion as archaic—clothed in dust and not to be taken as
contemporary.”

“Perhaps, but why a Jewish translation?”

“The other thing that’s wrong with the King James Version is that it’s purely
Protestant in its choice of words. You Catholics discovered that early, so you held
to your Douay Version, which was just as lopsided on the Catholic side. And all
the time, the book you’re wrestling over is a Jewish book, written by Jews for the
instruction of Jews in a very Jewish religion. We can be forgiven if we feel that we
ought to have a translation which takes these things into account... especially
with Deuteronomy.”

“So now you've slanted everything into a Jewish bias.”

“We didn’t, but that’s not the point. Do you know Isaiah 7:14?” Cullinane was
always impressed with the way Jews could cite the Bible, and now Eliav repeated
the Old Testament words that lay at the heart of New Testament Christianity:
“Therefore the Lord himself shall give you a sign; Behold, a virgin shall conceive,
and bear a son, and shall call his name Immanuel.”

Cullinane consulted his Protestant Bible and satisfied himself that Eliav had
quoted accurately. But then the Jew said, “Now look it up in the Jewish
translation,” and there Cullinane found the word virgin translated as young
woman.

“On what authority did they make that change?” he asked in some surprise.

“Look at the original Hebrew,” Eliav suggested, handing him a third version, and
in the original language of the Bible the word virgin was not mentioned. It had
been introduced by Christian scholars as a device for proving that the Old
Testament prophesied the New and that the New should therefore supersede the
Old. “Throughout the centuries,” Eliav explained, “hundreds of thousands of Jews
were burned to death or massacred because their own Bible was misused against
them. I think we’re entitled to an accurate Jewish version.”

When Eliav left, Cullinane began what was to be a startling experience. The new
Jewish translation, by divesting Deuteronomy of its Shakespearean poetry, offered
the reader a blunt and often awkward statement. The old and the new compared
in this manner:

Hear, O Israel, the statutes and judgments which I speak in your ears this
day, that ye may learn them, and keep, and do them.

Hear, O Israel, the laws and norms that I proclaim to you this day! Study
them and observe them faithfully!

He checked the modern translation against the original Hebrew and discovered
the Jewish translation to be literal and the King James Version not. He tested half
a dozen additional passages and satisfied himself that the Jewish translators had
at least tried to render their version faithfully if not poetically.

But gradually his critical judgment receded and he found himself reading for the
pure pleasure of contemporaneous expression; and on his second run he came
upon that verse which has always had such a powerful hold upon the Jewish
reader: “It was not with our fathers that the Lord made this covenant, but with us,



the living, every one of us who is here today.” And the point Eliav had been trying
to get across was burned into Cullinane’s consciousness: Deuteronomy was a
living book and to the living Jew it had contemporary force. When he came to the
scene in which the Jews, having received the Ten Commandments, urged Moses to
go back to God for further instructions, the simple idiom of the new translation
gave him the sensation of being actually with the Jews at Horeb as the
commandments were being delivered: “You go closer and hear all that the Lord our
God says; then you tell us everything that the Lord our God tells you, and we will
willingly do it.”

When he was finished with his fourth reading he told Eliav, “I see what you
mean. It has a sense of actuality. You can almost touch the Jews.”

“Now for the last one, this time in Hebrew. Just as it was written down.”

“My Hebrew’s too rusty,” Cullinane protested. “I'll take your word that it’s a fair
translation.”

“l want to prove quite a different point,” Eliav said. “And for it your Hebrew’s
adequate. Skip the words you don’t know.”

It took Cullinane about a day to make his way through the Hebrew text, and it
was one of the best days he was to spend at Makor, for as he dug his way into the
powerful Hebrew, in almost the same way as he had to dig through the soil hiding
Makor, he came upon that quiet yet singing declaration of faith that is the core of
Judaism, the passage which expresses the essence of Jewish history: “My father
was a fugitive Aramaean. He went down to Egypt with meager numbers and
sojourned there; but there he became a great and very populous nation. The
Egyptians dealt harshly with us and oppressed us: they imposed heavy labor upon
us. We cried to the Lord, the God of our fathers, and the Lord heard our plea and
saw our plight, our misery, and our oppression. The Lord freed us from Egypt by a
mighty hand, by an outstretched arm and awesome power, and by signs and
portents. He brought us to this place and gave us this land, a land flowing with
milk and honey.”

At dinner Eliav said, “The point I wanted to make is this. The Hebrew used in
writing Deuteronomy sometime in the seventh century B.C.E. is the same Hebrew
that we’ve revived in Israel after it had been a dead language for a thousand years.
Call over one of the kibbutzniks. Son!” A youth of fifteen ambled over, sloppy,
happy, his sleeves rolled up for the job of cleaning the dining hall. Eliav asked,
“Can you find me someone who speaks English,” and the boy said that he did, so
Eliav handed him the Hebrew Torah, pointed to a passage in Deuteronomy and
asked, “Can you read this?”

“Sure.”

“Go ahead.” The boy studied the words, some of the oldest written in Hebrew,
and said tentatively, “My father was an Aramaean with no home. He went to
Egypt. Not many. There he became a nation.”

“Good,” Eliav said, and the pleased kibbutznik returned to his work.

Cullinane was impressed. “You mean... any educated Israeli today can read the
Bible exactly as it was written?”

“Of course. For us this is a living book. Not necessarily a religious book, you
understand. That boy, for example. Son!” The youth came back, smiling. “You ever

go to synagogue?”



“No!”

“Your parents religious?”

“No!”

“But you know the Torah? The Prophets?”

“Sure,” and he left.

“That’s what you must remember, Cullinane. Every Jew you see on this dig can
read the original Bible better than you can read Chaucer.”

“You’ve proved your point,” the Irishman admitted.

“l haven’t got to the point yet,” Eliav corrected. “We Jews persisted in history...
where are the Babylonians, the Edomites, the Moabites with their multitudes of
gods? They’re all gone, but our tenacious little group of Jews lives on. And we do
so because what you’ve been reading in Deuteronomy is to us a real thing. One
crucial passage you must have noticed. It has an historic actuality, whether you
Gentiles and we Jews like it or not.”

“Which one?”

Without consulting the Torah, Eliav quoted, “For you are a people consecrated
to the Lord your God: of all the peoples on earth the Lord your God chose you to
be His treasured people.”

“I wish I could believe it,” Cullinane said.

“He does,” Eliav said, pointing to the kibbutznik, “and the fascinating thing is
that he believes it exactly as I do, in a non-racial sense. I suppose you’d call me a
free thinker except that I believe in the spirit of Deuteronomy.”

This was too finely drawn for Cullinane, and he pushed aside the Hebrew Bible,
but Eliav picked it up. “The key to the Jew,” he said jokingly, “is my favorite
passage in the Torah. Moses is being eulogized as the greatest man who ever lived,
knew God face-to-face and all that. But what is the very last thing said of him as a
man... as a living man? It seems to me that this is a profound insight... It’s the
reason why I love Deuteronomy. I'm going to quote it from the King James Version
first: ‘And Moses was an hundred and twenty years old when he died: his eye was
not dim, nor his natural force abated.” Eliav repeated the last phrase, “nor his
natural force abated.” But in our Hebrew original this last eulogy on a great man
ends, ‘His moisture was not fled.” Eliav closed the book and placed his hands over
it. “A man who had known God, who had created a nation, who had laid down the
law that all of us still follow. And when he dies you say of him, ‘He could still
function in bed.’ Ours is a very gutsy religion, Cullinane.”

* * * * *

In the town of Makor eight hundred years had passed since that memorable day
when five of its citizens had been involved in tragedy, and because of poetic dirges
composed at that time the men and women of the tragedy had been transformed
into gods who had added spiritual richness to the religion of the area.

Joktan the Habiru was now remembered as a heavenly stranger arriving from
the east with many donkeys to give protection to the murderer, and the legend left
no uncertainty as to the welcome Makor had given him. He had been quickly
absorbed into the town, primarily because he had been willing to recognize the
gods of Makor as superior to his own.



Welcome the stranger, Astarte,
Welcome the one who comes from afar,
Who comes to worship you on donkeys.

Later verses made it clear that Astarte had smiled upon him, making of him a
principal citizen who had inherited the house of mirth once occupied by the man
he aided.

Urbaal the farmer enjoyed a more spectacular transformation, for when the
local poets reviewed his tragic history they saw a great man, the owner of fields
and the father of many children, caught in the grip of passions he could not
master, and it became obvious that he could not have been a man. He was the god
Ur-Baal, sent to Makor for a divine purpose, and through the centuries the poets
had shortened his name and made him the principal god of Makor, known simply
as Baal the omnipotent.

Amalek the farmer suffered a curious fate, for although he had been in many
ways the most decent actor in the tragedy, he was always remembered as the
enemy whom Ur-Baal had to kill, and thus he was gradually changed into the
villain Malek, and then into Melak, the god of war. When this was accomplished,
what had happened on that new year’s day of 2201 B.C.E was made clear: Ur-Baal
had slain Melak in order to protect Astarte, and only Ur-Baal’s courage, his
willingness even to travel abroad among the donkeys, had saved Makor:

Ride on the clouds, Ur-Baal,
Ride on the clouds of storm.
Behold, you shall ride the storm!

Libamah the enticing slave girl was now seen as a manifestation of the lovelier
aspects of Astarte, and her capacity to inflame Ur-Baal had come to represent the
creative processes of nature.

Timna the faithful wife also contributed to the concept of Astarte, and it was
recalled that although she had loved Ur-Baal she had also been directly
responsible for his death; but it was Timna’s willingness to follow her husband
barefoot and pregnant into his exile that had provided Astarte with one of the most
beautiful adventures in Canaanite mythology:

The year closed and the rains came,
Even to Makor came the rains,
And Ur-Baal fled to the olive grove,
Fled to the night, to the realm of Melak,
Down to the realm of Melak, god of the night.

There Ur-Baal would have remained in banishment, depriving Makor of its
spring growing season and causing it to perish of starvation, had not Astarte gone
seeking him to lure him back to earth and his assigned functions:

Pregnant she left the zigzag gate,
Pregnant with children of tomorrow,



Seeking tomorrow and her lover Ur-Baal.

She had found the greatest of the gods imprisoned at the altar of Melak, and in
a terrible hand-to-hand fight she had slain Melak, chopping him into small pieces
and scattering his fragmented body over the fields like seeds of grain. This had
brought the wheat to germination and the olive trees to blossom, and each winter
since then the voyage of Astarte to the nether world had been repeated.

So now Makor was governed by a benign trinity: El, the unseen father of the
gods whose characteristics grew ever more vague as the centuries passed; Baal the
omnipotent; and Astarte his wife, who was both forever virgin and forever pregnant
as the mother of all. The trinity had one additional peculiarity: Astarte both loved
and hated Baal, and it was this conflict that explained the world’s confusion, the
contest between female and male, the warfare between night and day, between
winter and summer, between death and life.

El, Baal, Astarte. In a tightly knit and beautiful partnership they watched over
Makor, guiding it through the turbulence of that unsettled age. In the last eight
hundred years Mesopotamia and Egypt had often contested the great valleys to the
east; strange armies belonging to neither of those powers had also swept through
Canaan, gutting and burning, but the little town on its slowly rising mound had
managed to survive. It had been occupied by many victors and had been burned
twice, but it had always recovered, thanks to the manifest interest taken in it by
the trinity.

The town looked different. The mound had grown fifteen feet higher and now
stood thirty-five feet above the surrounding plain. This meant that the original wall
had long been submerged in rubble, but the wall itself still stood, locked in earth
and providing the solid base from which subsequent walls had risen, as strong
and as wide as before. Also, when the savage Hyksos had appeared out of the
north to conquer the area, they had adopted Makor as a fortress city and had
imported slaves to surface the slope with smooth stones, thus forming a glacis
which protected the approaches to the wall. Makor was now practically
unassailable.

Inside the walls other changes had occurred. The rising level of the town had
quite obliterated the four monoliths, over whose heads rested a small temple
consecrated to Astarte. No longer was there a Baal-of-the-Storm or of the water or
of the sun; these attributes were now concentrated in Baal himself. The big temple
was no more, for Baal resided on top of the mountain in the back of town, but
there were homes for his priests, whose principal job was to guard the
underground silos where grain was stored and the water cisterns where emergency
supplies were kept in case of siege. Makor now contained more than one hundred
and eighty houses and the greatest internal population it would know—nearly
fourteen hundred persons. Another five hundred farmers lived outside the walls,
which were broken by two large gates built of oak imported from Tyre. The first,
preserving the original approach from the south, was much wider than before and
was marked by four square towers, two abutting the outside wall and two inside.
In the various times that Makor had fallen to enemy troops the main gate had yet
to be forced.

It was the second gate, a postern in the north wall, that accounted for the most



noticeable change. In several sieges of Makor the enemy had triumphed by
capturing the well outside the wall and mounting siege until the internal cisterns
were empty. Then, faced by thirst, the town had been forced to surrender, so in
1440 B.C.E. the town fathers, led by a strong-minded young man named Uriel,
had decided to build a pair of stout walls leading out from the postern gate and
surrounding the vital well. The walls were built and then roofed over, which had
the effect of bringing the source of water inside the town, so that in time of siege
the women of Makor could walk in darkness and safety from town to well and thus
keep the cisterns full. As a result of this extension to the north, Makor now looked
like a symbolic representation of the male reproductive organs; and perhaps for
this reason the waterwall had proved its effectiveness during several would-be
sieges from which the attackers had withdrawn after discovering that they could
not capture the water supply.

The great Family of Ur was now represented by this builder Uriel, who had
persuaded his elders to construct the waterwall. Incontestably he was the leading
citizen of Makor, the man who owned the olive groves south of town and the oak
forests to the east. He was forty-one years old, taller than the average Canaanite
and more thoughtful. The priests of Baal looked to him for guidance; at first they
had opposed the building of the waterwall, arguing that if Baal had intended his
well to be protected he would have cared for the matter himself, but when Uriel’s
strategy proved right they changed their criticism to support. There was now no
king of Makor, the Hyksos invaders having exterminated the royal family, but Uriel
served so many of the ancient functions that he enjoyed a quasi-kingship. In the
official records kept in Egypt, which now ruled the area, he was known as
governor, a role which he filled rather better than most of the Egyptian appointees
in neighboring towns like Hazor, Megiddo and Akka.

Uriel wore a black beard, trimmed square below his chin, and he was unusual
in that age in that he had but one wife, Rahab, by whom he had one child, his son
Zibeon. Concubines were not important in his life; he had several, as befitted a
man of his dignity, but their children he did not bother about and as he grew older
he no longer found it necessary to surround himself with younger women. He
loved his one wife and found her both a congenial companion and a wise
counselor.

He was a man devoted to Makor. When younger he had served as general of the
army in days when a force of four hundred well-armed men could be put into the
field. Twice the Egyptians had chosen him to serve as their field commander of
contingents requisitioned in the area, and he had roamed as far afield as
Carchemish and Damascus, but always he returned happily to Makor. It was he
who initiated the practice of having the governor live adjacent to the main gate so
that any merchant entering or leaving town might find him easily to consult on
matters involving taxation. His home was a large fortified building wedged into the
western wall of the gate, with two entrances, one for his family leading into the
town and the other an official door that led from his office directly into the zigzag
passage. He was so concerned with the administration of Makor that he often
perched himself on a three-legged stool inside the gate, chatting with anyone who
passed and gossiping about the government of the town. Under Uriel’s leadership
Makor had prospered. Outside the walls many farmers produced food surpluses



that were sent by caravan to Akka, while inside the town other men operated a
sophisticated economic system based upon the manufacture of pottery from clay
found in the wadi, the weaving and dyeing of cloth, and the casting of bronze
implements of a high quality: the copper required was brought north by donkey
caravan from mines south of the Red Sea; the tin came to Akka by ship from ports
in Asia Minor and the finished ware went out to many towns and cities. In Makor
no one used flints.

The primary producers of pottery, cloth and bronze were supported by
middlemen who provided funds for bringing raw materials in and who undertook
the risk of shipping the goods out. They also supplied local shops, which sold not
only things manufactured in the town but also objects imported from specialized
centers as far away as Cyprus, Greece and Crete to the west, and Damascus and
India to the east. The people of Makor ate well, dressed well, prayed to an
organized trinity of gods who protected them efficiently, and enjoyed as secure a
form of government as any known in the region between Mesopotamia and Egypt.

If on the one hand they had not yet discovered the concept of coinage, they did
have a well-tested system of money-by-weight, whereby gold and silver could be
sent long distances to pay bills; and if they did not have an organized system of
posts they had messengers who moved regularly back and forth between the
rivers. Uriel could write in three languages: the Akkadian cuneiform of
Mesopotamia, which was the principal language for all diplomatic or business
transactions; the hieroglyphs of Egypt for governmental reports; and the new form
of writing used in northern Canaan, from which the alphabet would ultimately
develop. On his desk he kept a set of scarabs carved in Egypt which he used to
sign his clay tablets or to stamp the handles of jugs used to measure wine and
grain. He had no books, but he did have collections of clay tablets on which
important ideas were codified, and he knew by memory many rhymed legends
from Mesopotamia and Canaan, especially the local epic dealing with Baal and
Astarte in the nether world. He did not realize that this poem was a recapitulation
of adventures in which his ancestors had been involved, and if someone had
informed him of that fact he would have been embarrassed, for he was a man
devoid of vanity or any desire to compete with the gods.

At forty-one Uriel was a judicious administrator who found personal pleasure
when his fields produced more wheat or his olives a better press of oil. The only
point on which he could be considered vain was his son Zibeon, twenty-one years
old, dark-haired and handsome. For a while it had looked as if the young man
might get into trouble by trying to force his attentions upon girls whose parents
did not wish their daughters to marry at fourteen, even though peasant families
permitted this; but as a result of pressure from Uriel, his son had taken a Hyksos
mistress and that crisis had passed. In the meantime, the governor had been
reviewing the families of his friends and it seemed probable that soon his son
would marry.

On the spring day in 1419 B.C.E. when Zadok and his Hebrews were
approaching Makor from the east, Governor Uriel perched on his three-legged
stool, so situated that he could inspect anyone coming up the ramp and at the
same time look into town to see what was occurring there. In the latter direction
he could view a complex society consisting of Hyksos soldiers who had left the



battlefield, Egyptian settlers, a few Africans, a handful of Hebrews who had
straggled down from the north, and half a dozen other kinds of people from the sea
and the desert. Even those who were properly called Canaanites were of a grandly
confused background, but all lived together in a kind of tolerant amalgam. A
short, swarthy young man with a sharply hooked nose detached himself from the
crowd and walked toward Uriel.

“Would the governor care to inspect?” the young Hittite asked. His parents had
reached Makor during a raid by mercenaries from the north.

“Are things prepared?” Uriel asked. The young man nodded, whereupon the
governor directed a guard to take the stool back into the office while he joined the
Hittite and walked along the broad main street that cut directly across the mound
from the main gate to the postern. As he went he inspected the shops that lined
the thoroughfare: the pottery shop that sold beautiful ware from the Greek
islands; the cloth shop that had more than two dozen kinds of fabric; and the
metal shop that had swords and daggers and jewelry highly burnished. As always,
he checked the grain silos and the water cisterns to see that they were in good
order, then proceeded to the area east of the postern gate where the potters threw
clay upon their wheels and shaped the vessels that would be sold next month.
Here kilns burned slowly, baking the better clay until it rang like glass, while at
the bronze forge teams of young apprentices blew through long pipes bringing
small furnaces to a blaze, or worked bellows to achieve the same effect in the
larger furnaces.

Today, however, Governor Uriel was not inspecting his craftsmen. His guide led
him to the section west of the Watergate to the point where the wall of Makor
bulged northward, and there, in a series of low wooden buildings, the young
Hittite showed Uriel the ultimate weapon on which the defense of Makor rested, a
device so terrifying that it would probably make future sieges unprofitable.

“Is everything in order?” the governor asked.

“Yes,” the young man said, calling to attention a group of Hittites assigned to
the low buildings.

“Are these men able to act quickly?”

“At your command,” the Hittite assured him.

Satisfied that the defenses of Makor were secure, Uriel returned to the postern
gate, where he went some distance into the dark waterwall until he reached the
first guardhouse, from which he looked ahead to the well where women were
gathered. Then he returned to the town, where he walked back along the line of
shops, nodding to his townsmen, until he came to the gate and there he called
again for his three-legged stool. Before it could be brought, his son Zibeon ran up
the ramp accompanied by a young farmer. They bore exciting news.

“An army is marching down the road.”

Instantly Governor Uriel thrust out his hands, one toward Akka, one toward
Damascus, as if he were once more in command of troops. “From where?”

“There,” Zibeon indicated, and Uriel turned his whole attention to the east.

His first thought was of the cisterns, and he had just satisfied himself that they
were filled. Grain was also plentiful and he had seen that the waterwall was in
good repair. He next thought of the five hundred peasants who lived outside the
walls, and his first inclination was to sound the bronze trumpets used to summon



them to the town, but as he was about to give the order he visualized the rich
fields awaiting their spring planting and the vines about to mature and he was
reluctant to interfere with the normal processes of the land. It was in that moment
of indecision that he determined the fate of Makor.

He was certain that some kind of truce could be arranged with whoever ever
was marching down the road, so he took his son by the shoulders and asked,
“Zibeon, why did you say it was an army?”

“It’s not a handful. There are hundreds of men.”

“But did they have sheep?”

“Yes.”

Uriel was relieved. Nomads had been straggling through Canaan for centuries
and nine times out of ten the walled cities had experienced no trouble—that is, if
no trouble was initiated by the townsmen. The strangers usually took one look at
the walls and the protecting glacis and were quite happy to wander on, unless they
decided to settle outside the walls, where they formed little villages which in time
helped to enrich the cities. Uriel was satisfied that once more the traditional
pattern would be repeated.

He therefore did not cause the trumpets to be sounded, but he did alert his
soldiers to man their positions and he sent guards into the waterwall. He ordered
the gates to be closed, then climbed one of the towers in order to study the
approaching horde. At first he saw only the empty road, resting in spring sunshine
and obscured some distance to the east by the flank of the mountain on which
stood the altar to Baal. The road looked as it had for centuries—a narrow, rocky,
dusty path winding through the countryside, silent and waiting for the next
footfall, indifferent as to who might be approaching. Now Uriel saw a flurry of dust
as if a breeze incorporeal and unreal had swept across the road, foretelling events
of great moment. It was an ominous passage and Uriel drew back, but then a
donkey appeared, followed by two children, small and brown and almost naked,
who came running ahead to see which could first detect the waiting town. When
Uriel saw them he broke into a relaxed laugh.

“Behold the army!” he cried, and the children, seeing the mighty walls and
towers, stopped in the middle of the road, stared at the town, then rushed back to
tell their elders.

Governor Uriel was still laughing when the first Hebrew appeared. He was a tall
old man, covered with dust and clothed in rough-spun garments, bearing a staff
and nothing more. He was bearded, and his white hair fell to his shoulders. He
wore a rope about his waist and heavy sandals and walked with a determination
that was not going to be interrupted until he reached the main gates of the town. If
this old man shared any of the surprise shown by his children at seeing the stout
walls of Makor, he did not betray it. On the other hand, Governor Uriel observed,
neither the old man nor the men following him paid any attention to the peasants
whose fields lined the road, and this was a good sign. Had the newcomers been set
upon ravaging the countryside they would have started by now.

Nevertheless, Uriel was unprepared for the number of nomads who kept
appearing from the east. This was not the ordinary Hebrew family he had met with
in the past; Makor had often absorbed such units and had easily inducted them
into Canaanite cults. Some families had arrived with as many as twenty children,



but this group was different. It was, Uriel saw, a congregation of families, a
veritable clan, and its conspicuous feature was not children but grown men of
military age. The governor was not afraid, for he saw that the newcomers had few
metal weapons, but the order in which they marched made it impossible for him to
disregard his son’s earlier report. This was indeed an army, whether bent on
military objectives or not, and Uriel climbed down from the tower a much-sobered
man.

Custom of that age required the ruler of a city to stay within his walls when a
stranger approached, awaiting a formal visit from messengers who would advise
him of the intentions of the men gathered outside, but in this instance the nomads
were apparently unfamiliar with diplomatic procedure, for no messengers were
forthcoming. Instead, the stalwart old man who led the group stalked up to the
gates alone, beat on them with his staff and shouted, “Gates of Makor, open for
Zadok, right arm of El-Shaddai.”

It was a strange command, unlike any the town had previously heard, for it
assumed that the gates were going to open without the application of military
force. People on the wall began to laugh, but Governor Uriel went to the gates,
peered out through a slit and reassured himself that the men around Zadok were
not armed. “Open,” he told the guard, and when a small door in the gate was only
slightly ajar the old man thrust his staff through the opening, pushed the door
aside and stepped boldly in to confront the governor.

Of the two men who thus met for the first time, the Hebrew was the taller and
the elder. He was the more thoughtful, the more dedicated in his spiritual life, and
the one better adjusted to nature. The Canaanite was by far the more civilized and
the better educated. His service with the Egyptians had also given him a better
understanding of contemporary society. As judges of their people, the two men
were equal in their appreciation of justice, and as practical heads of their religions,
equal in their respect for the sanctity of gods. Neither man was intemperate, nor
boastful, nor cruel. Their principal difference lay in the fact that Uriel accepted his
trinity of gods as useful but not essential, whereas Zadok lived personally within
the bosom of El-Shaddai and could visualize no existence outside that all-
encompassing deity. But the opposing leaders were alike in two remarkable
characteristics: neither wished to impose his gods on the other, and each was
dedicated to the idea that two people as different as Canaanite and Hebrew could
live together in harmony. Zadok was repelled by war, and Uriel, who had been an
imaginative general for the Egyptians, had no desire to sacrifice his own people in
battle. If trouble were to develop from this fateful meeting of nineteen hundred
Canaanites and seven hundred Hebrews, it would not come because of anything
Uriel and Zadok initiated, for they were men of peace.

When Zadok entered the gate he was awed by the maze in which he found
himself and by the gray-green towers which seemed to press down upon him. He
was confused by the quick turn to the left which brought him up against a blank
wall and then by the turn to the right, where guard rooms were joined together by
chains of hammered bronze. No man could easily storm his way through this gate,
but it was not this military foresight that impressed Zadok most. Beyond the
chains the patriarch saw for the first time a Canaanite town, with its crowded
streets, its tempting shops, its people of many faces and varied derivations. He



was bedazzled by the wonder of this place, yet instinctively suspicious of it, for he
could feel the oppressive weight of the walls and the confusing manner in which
one house crowded in upon the other, so that no man or house had much space to
itself. In his first moment of looking into the mysterious town he longed for the
freedom of the desert and wondered again if his clan was making an error in
coming to such a settlement.

Governor Uriel, flanked by guards in leather armor, moved forward to greet the
old man. “I am Uriel, governor of Makor,” the Canaanite said.

“l am Zadok ben Zebul, right arm of El-Shaddai, seeking a place for my people.”

“Are you prepared to pay taxes?” Zadok nodded, and the Canaanite said, “Along
the roads the fields are taken. But beyond them lie rich pasturelands and areas
where vines will grow.” His words were more conciliatory than he had intended,
but the old man had spoken with such simplicity that the governor intuitively
liked him, and judged on the spot that Makor would prosper with such a man as
part of its complement.

“Which fields do you speak of?” the Hebrew asked.

“Beyond the olive grove. Beyond the field of oaks. All the area leading down to
the swamp.” Then he turned from the empty fields and pointed to the mountain.
“But on this land you may not dwell, for it belongs to Baal.” The old man nodded,
for wherever he had taken his people during the past forty years certain places
had been sacred to certain gods, and although he did not worship such gods
himself he understood when others did so.

“We respect the gods of all high places,” he said. He, too, felt that the meeting
was going well, and the apprehensions reported by his sons found no echo in him.
Obviously Makor was a town of wealth but its distant fields were lying waste, and
it was only sensible for the town rulers to welcome strangers. One point however
had to be clarified: “We worship El-Shaddai, he of the mountain.”

Uriel frowned and drew back, for this was a matter on which he could not
compromise. “The mountain belongs to Baal,” he repeated.

“Of course!” Zadok agreed, and the Canaanite breathed more easily. “The
mountain will be sacred to Baal, for the mountain that El-Shaddai occupies is not
that pile of rocks nor the one beyond, but the other mountain that no man ever
sees.”

“Then there is no conflict?” Uriel asked with relief.

“None,” the patriarch said honestly, but Uriel noticed that the old man’s eyes
glowed with an intense fire such as he had never seen before—the passionate fire
of zealotry—and at first the Canaanite was inclined to draw back from the Hebrew,
as one might from a thing unknown, but then the fires subsided and he saw only
Zadok, a reasonable petitioner.

“l will go with you to the fields,” he said. Summoning his Hittite guards Uriel led
the way from the town and walked among the Hebrews, who had clustered near
the walls awaiting the outcome of the meeting. The Canaanite noticed with respect
their manly bearing, the tall, straight sons of the leader and the others who waited
easily, ready for either peace or war, but hoping for the former. He saw clear-eyed
women and their children, silent and wondering. It was a much better group than
the usual rabble which came down that road, and he treated them with
appropriate respect.



“The olive grove is mine,” he explained, “but according to our custom you are
free to pick the fallen ones and any left on the trees after the harvest.” The
Hebrews nodded, for such was the law of all lands. “No one must tamper with the
oil press,” Uriel said. In a thousand years of warfare no one, not even the Hyksos,
had destroyed the three stone pits; in the lever socket of the press, nearly two
hundred different poles had been worn out during that time, one replacing the
other, but no invader had ever harmed the press or cut down an olive tree, for
whoever occupied Makor required the trees and their press. In fact, without the
olives and the well...

“Water?” Zadok inquired.

And here the fundamental problem of Canaanite and Hebrew sharing the same
land came to focus. In the swamp the water was brackish, as women who had run
ahead were already discovering, and it could not be used; while the waterwall
constructed by Uriel allowed no outside contact with the well of Makor. If the
Hebrews wanted water their women would have to climb the ramp, pass through
the zigzag gate, walk down the main street, exit by the postern gate and walk
along the dark corridor to the well. Daily they would pass to and fro, and Hebrew
would become intimate with Canaanite and each would come to know how the
other lived, and how he prayed, and in time there would have to be marriages—it
simply couldn’t be avoided when beautiful Hebrew girls passed handsome
Canaanite men day after day—and before long the superior culture of the town
must inevitably conquer the rude vitality of the desert. The Hebrew must
succumb, not in defeat or humiliation, but in a kind of quiet surrender as he
allowed himself to be lifted to a higher standard of civilization and a new system of
values. It was this battle that would engage the Hebrews and local residents for a
hundred generations, with the outcome never clear and with victory favoring now
the townsmen, now the Hebrews. It would involve people like Delilah and Samson,
Jezebel and Elijah, Sanballat and Nehemiah, and long after they were dead similar
perplexities would confuse men in such places as Moscow cow, Witwatersrand and
Quebec. The problem of how Canaanite and Hebrew should share the same land
but not the same religion would never be wholly settled.

“Then our women must go through the town?” Zadok asked.

“There is no other way,” Uriel said.

“Couldn’t we open a gate, at the well?”

“No.” In no respect would Uriel breach the walls of safety which he had so
carefully planned.

The two men studied each other for some moments, and each appreciated what
disturbed the other, but since both were sensible men, eager to devise some
system of mutual co-operation, they weighed the situation—and after a while
Zadok said, “We will accept these fields and pay taxes on them.” And Uriel
returned to the walls, satisfied that he had done right in not using military power
to oppose the strangers. “In the past,” he said to his Hittite lieutenant, “Makor has
absorbed many kinds of people, always to its benefit. Our only problem here is
that the Hebrews are more numerous.”

“We’ll keep the weapons cleaned,” the warrior replied, and when the young man
had a chance to meet with Uriel’s son he said, “Today your father has made a
great mistake. We should have driven the strangers off.” Zibeon thereupon went



out to inspect the Hebrews and returned with the same opinion. He discussed the
matter with his mother, Rahab, and together they went to see Uriel.

“You'’ve done a wrong thing,” Rahab said quietly.

Uriel had learned to listen to his perceptive wife, and they rarely quarreled.
“Perhaps I have,” he admitted, “but in Makor we have scarcely enough people to do
the work.”

“But you’re bringing in the wrong ones,” Rahab argued.

“You haven’t seen them.”

“Zibeon has. So has the Hittite. They saw desert people. Who do not respect
walls and towns and proper houses.”

“They respect fields and cattle,” Uriel countered. “And high places and gods. We
need them,”

That afternoon he admitted that just possibly Rahab was right, and that the
strangers might give trouble, but he had already rented them the unused fields
and he was not unhappy in his decision.

Zadok was also satisfied. As day ended he assembled his people before the small
red tent which his sons had erected beneath an oak tree, and there he reported to
his dusty hundreds, “El-Shaddai has brought us to this spot, as he promised.
These fields and these hills shall be our habitation, but it is not we who have won
this dwelling place. It is El-Shaddai who has done this thing for us, and it is to
him that we now give thanks.”

He indicated to his sons that they should bring forth the white ram, the perfect
beast of the flocks, and the struggling animal was dragged before the tabernacle,
where with a sharp stone knife the old man offered sacrifice to the glory of the one
god. The horns, half-twisted and strong, would form the trumpets that would
henceforth summon the Hebrew to prayer on this spot. The wool of the ram would
be woven into a black and white prayer shawl that would finally go into the
tabernacle in memory of this day, and from the blood which now dripped from the
altar would spring the bond that would unite this group of Hebrews permanently
to the god who had chosen them to inhabit this fair land. It was a moment of
intense dedication, which Zadok heightened by crying, “El-Shaddai, you of the
mountains, you of the storm, we place ourselves in your hands. Advise and direct
us in the paths we should follow.” And he fell before the tabernacle, waiting for
instructions. But none came.

Trouble started in a quarter that neither Uriel nor Zadok could have foreseen.
For many generations the wiser men of Zadok’s clan had worshiped El-Shaddai
with the understanding that whereas Canaanites and Egyptians could see their
gods directly, El-Shaddai was invisible and inhabited no specific place.
Unequivocally the Hebrew patriarchs had preached this concept and the sager
men of the clans accepted it, but to the average Hebrew who was not a philosopher
the theory of a god who lived nowhere, who did not even exist in corporeal form,
was not easy to comprehend. Such people were willing to agree with Zadok that
their god did not live on this mountain—the one directly ahead—but they
suspected that he did live on some mountain nearby, and when they said this they
pictured an elderly man with a white beard who lived in a proper tent and whom
they might one day see and touch. If questioned, they would have said that they
expected El-Shaddai to look much like their father Zadok, but with a longer beard,



a stronger voice and more penetrating eyes.

Now, as these simpler-minded Hebrews settled down outside the walls of Makor,
they began to see Canaanite processions leave the main gate and climb the
mountain to the north, seeking the high place where Baal lived, and they
witnessed the joy which men experienced when visiting their god, and the Hebrews
began in subtle ways and easy steps to evolve the idea that Baal, who obviously
lived in a mountain, and El-Shaddai, who was reported to do so, must have much
in common. Furtively at first, and then openly, they began to climb the footpath to
the place of Baal, where they found a monolith rising from the highest point of
rock. Here was a tangible thing they could comprehend, and after much searching
along the face of the mountain, a group of Hebrew men found a straight rock of
size equal to the one accorded Baal, and with much effort they dragged it one
starless night to the mountaintop, where they installed it not far from the home of
Baal.

Before either Uriel or Zadok heard of this unauthorized development—and it
would be of equal concern to each—a more immediate problem erupted. Three
Hebrew maidens were walking through Makor bearing water jars when they heard
a commotion and were drawn off the main street to a small temple which rose
above the spot where the four monoliths had once stood. It was sacred to Astarte,
before whose gates danced a nude young man in a manner which the Hebrew girls
had not seen before, and at the end of his erotic performance a woman from the
audience ran up and dropping her clothes embraced him passionately, whereupon
he led her into the small temple while the crowd applauded. The girls did not
report these things to Zadok, but around the Hebrew camp-fires there was much
whispered discussion, so on the next day Zadok’s sons, Epher and Ibsha, strolled
into town to see a similar performance—except that this time the dancer was a
woman who finally accepted a male partner from the lascivious crowd. Epher
asked, “What’s happening?” and a Canaanite explained, “Sacred worship to insure
the growth of our seeds.”

“Can anyone...”

“If youre a farmer.” The Canaanite led the two Hebrews to the temple door,
banged on it and said to the pleasing young girl who opened it, “These two are
farmers. They wish to pray,” and she led Epher to an experience which would help
determine the events of that summer.

That night there was new speculation in the Hebrew camp and on succeeding
days several men left their work and slipped into town, but the scandal that finally
reached Zadok’s attention was the behavior of a young married woman named
Jael, who went out of turn with her water jar, then slipped aside to the little
temple, where she waited for the nude young man to perform his dance, at the end
of which she hurried forward, leaving her water jar beside the door.

When Zadok heard of her offense he struck his forehead. He caused the ram’s
horn to be sounded, and when its mournful echoes reverberated along the valleys
the Hebrews knew that evil was abroad and they gathered in contrition, many men
and one woman realizing why El-Shaddai was angry. They were prepared to offer
retribution, but when Zadok stormed that the woman Jael had forfeited all respect
and must be stoned to death as ancient law required, three men of equal guilt
spirited her away and found refuge for her inside the walls.



That night Zadok heard of the rock dedicated to El-Shaddai, and in the morning
he took his staff and climbed up the hilly paths to the summit, where for the first
time he saw the monolith to Baal, before which he bowed in proper respect. But
alongside the ancient stone he saw one recently implanted—a rock to the
unknown god of the Hebrews—and it was decorated with flowers and the head of a
slaughtered lamb. “Abomination!” he cried, and with his staff he knocked away the
lamb’s head. Then he leaned against the stone, seeking to unbalance it and roll it
down the mountainside, but he could accomplish nothing and the stone mocked
him.

Confused and worried, the old man strode down the hill and for the first time
since the day of agreement he entered Makor, where he stalked through the town
to see the temple for himself. There was then no dancing but he could visualize the
abominable rites, and with disgust departed to seek out Governor Uriel, whom he
hammered with direct questions: “Have you given refuge to the whore Jael?”

“A woman joined us.”

“In your temple are there male and female whores?”

“From time out of mind we have worshiped Astarte.”

“Did you give approval for the erection of a rock to El-Shaddai? In the high place
of your own god?”

At this Uriel frowned. No one had told him of the monolith, and if one had been
erected it could cause trouble. Of the visits by Hebrew men and women to the
sacred prostitutes he had been aware and had approved, for this kind of intimacy
represented a wholesome interchange; it was in the interests of Makor to see that
the Hebrew farmers produced maximum crops, and through the ages it had been
proved that only worship of Astarte could insure this. He had also known of Jael’s
arrival and had personally found her a home with a Canaanite widower, for
intermarriage between the two groups would also speed assimilation; he expected
to see quite a few additional Hebrews taking up residence inside the walls, and he
would approve the day when Canaanites began to move outside to marry with the
Hebrews. From what he could see of their women they were attractive and he
imagined that his townsmen must think so, too. This interchange of women was
the traditional way in which newcomers fitted into a town, and he hoped the
process would accelerate.

But the erection of a monument to an alien god, and in the high place of Baal,
was an infraction which he could not tolerate. Summoning his guard he went forth
with Zadok to inspect the heresy, and when the two leaders had climbed the spiral
path to the sacred place, they viewed with equal disgust the new monolith
dedicated to El-Shaddai, Uriel was appalled because he had to trust in the
supremacy of Baal, whom he knew to be a jealous god. Zadok was outraged
because the supposition that El-Shaddai was no more than another Canaanite god
to be represented with a stone was a degradation of the Hebrew god. To Uriel’s
surprise, the old patriarch was as eager as he to throw down the intruding rock,
so after men of the guard had used their spears to loosen the earth about the new
monolith, they toppled the offensive stone and sent it clattering down the side of
the mountain.

The soldiers withdrew, leaving Uriel and Zadok alone on the high place to
discuss the matter, and as the thoughtful old Hebrew talked with the tough-



minded younger man, the fundamental differences between them were for the first
time openly exhibited.

ZADOK—You must never again permit my Hebrews to visit your sacred
prostitutes.

URIEL—One day we shall be one people, living together in harmony, worshiping
the same gods.

ZADOK—I will oppose such integration.

URIEL—Do you believe that our two peoples can exist side by side with no give
and take?

ZADOK—I believe that you must follow your gods, and we must follow El-
Shaddai.

URIEL—But you just helped me destroy the monument to your god.

ZADOK—Why do you think I did it?

URIEL—Out of respect for Baal, who rules this town.

ZADOK—I am amazed. Did you not understand that I threw down the lifeless
rock because it was an insult to the one god who requires no earthly home?

URIEL—Are you suggesting that your god is greater than Baal?

ZADOK—I respect Baal... out of the respect I feel for you. I respect him as I do
an old woman with nineteen grandsons. But no more. Baal must one day perish,
for he is only a thing. El-Shaddai will live forever because he is not a thing.

URIEL Then you believe that your god must triumph?

ZADOK Of course!

URIEL—And you expect to live in those fields over there... for endless
generations. With your god at enmity with mine?

ZADOK—The enmity will not continue long. Your people will soon join mine in
acknowledging the one god. And we shall live in peace.

URIEL—In the meantime, you refuse to permit your people to worship Baal and
Astarte? You refuse to let them mix with us in all common ways?

ZADOK—I refuse to countenance abominations.

URIEL—You dare to call Baal and Astarte...

ZADOK—For your people they are righteous gods. You are entitled to worship
them as you have in the past. But for my people their rites are an abomination.

URIEL—That is a harsh word.

ZADOK—Abomination.

The two men remained in the high place in the shadow of Baal, each trying so
desperately to understand and to convert the other to logic, and there was fear
between them, for absolute differences had been identified; but below them
stretched some of the finest fields in Canaan and one of the best-governed towns.
Surely, with good will these two virile peoples could make of this enclave a small
paradise, and each man recognized that fact. Zadok spoke first. “The fields are
very rich,” he said quietly. “In the fields we passed no olive trees bore fruit like
yours.”

“Your people are industrious,” Uriel said, eager to draw back from the ugly
confrontation that had developed.

“Of all the land we saw,” Zadok continued, “this is the best. We hope to stay
here for many generations.”

It was a gesture of true conciliation, and Uriel responded with the classic words



of compromise: “I am sure that between us something can be worked out.”

On the surface he was right. Canaanites and Hebrews had started their national
histories sharing the same god, El, who represented an unseen power, but even in
the first moments of sharing they had treated El in contrasting ways, for the
Canaanites had consistently diminished his universal qualities. Being
townspeople, they captured El and made him a prisoner inside their walls; they
fragmented him into Baal and Astarte and a host of lesser gods. They seemed
determined to drag him down to their level, where they could know him personally
and give him specific jobs to do until he dissipated his force. The Hebrews, on the
other hand, beginning with the same god having the same attributes, had freed
him of limiting characteristics, launching a process that would ultimately
transform him into an infinite god of infinite power. Each modification the
Hebrews introduced in the desert years intensified the abstract powers of El. They
called him Elohim, all the gods; or Ely on, the most high; or EI-Shaddai, the god
almighty. And soon they would end by dropping the El altogether and calling him
by no name at all, representing him only by the mysterious, unpronounceable
letters YHWH, whereupon his transformation would be complete. But later
generations would back away from the austere Hebrew apotheosis and would once
more give him a name: God.

Thus it was the tragedy of Canaan that it encountered the Hebrews when the
two peoples were at a mighty crossroads: the Canaanites were degrading the
concept of god while the Hebrews were elevating it. The conflict between these two
philosophies would continue for more than a thousand years and there would be
many times when it would seem that Baal of the Canaanites had triumphed.

Zadok accepted Governor Uriel’s gesture of compromise. “We will respect Baal,”
he agreed, “but you must warn your temple prostitutes not to welcome our people
again.”

“I will tell them,” Uriel promised, “but you must remember that this is a custom
which has produced the prosperity you see down there. When your men
understand farming a little better they’ll appreciate the priestesses and insist upon
worshiping with them.”

There was the serpent! There was the wound that would not heal—this constant
encroachment of the town upon the ways of the desert. Since Uriel the Canaanite
was a man devoted to the town, when he looked down at Makor he saw clearly
that most of man’s progress up to now had come when he lived in towns and
worshiped gods that had developed from towns. Only inside a wall would men dare
to build a temple, only within that safety could a library accumulate texts written
on clay. In a thousand years men who roamed deserts had accomplished nothing:
they built no roads, invented no new method of erecting homes; they had
discovered neither pottery wheels nor silos for conserving grain. Only in a town
like Makor could men prosper and make those material advances which when
added together would be termed civilization. The history of this mound below us,
Governor Uriel thought, is the history of men learning to live together in a town,
faithful to the gods of town life, and that is the only history in the world that
matters.

Zadok the Hebrew looked down upon the town and weighed it in different
scales. As a free man of the desert he could not escape viewing Makor as the



breeding place of contamination. In the desert a lusty man might rape a nubile
woman and this was understandable. Zadok himself had taken his second wife in
this manner, but when the rape was completed a strict code required the pair to
marry and lend dignity to the process. In the desert a system of sacred
prostitution would be impossible. The cleanliness of the rocks would fight against
it, for prostitution of this sort could only be a product of the town. In open country
a woman like Jael might prove unfaithful to her husband, but to this there was a
sudden, blinding solution—death; it took the town to recognize such a woman as a
heroine and to offer her sanctuary. The town was filled with men who had never
worked in open areas tending sheep and discovering for themselves the actuality
of their god; these men sat cramped before a wheel making pottery. They wrote on
clay which they did not dig and sold wine which they had not pressed. Their
values were warped and their gods were of a trivial dimension.

As Zadok looked at the frightening town he remembered the instructive history
of two former members of his clan and he could hear his father Zebul telling their
story: “Your ancestor Cain was a man of the town and when he brought his gift to
El-Shaddai, the god despised it, but your ancestor Abel lived in the open as we do,
and when he brought his gift El-Shaddai was pleased, for our god has always
preferred honest people who live outdoors above crafty ones who live in towns.
This rejection angered Cain and he slew Abel, and from that time there has been
enmity between town and desert.” But to Zadok the critical matter was still the
uncertainty that had kept him in the desert for six full years after El-Shaddai
himself had told the Hebrews to move into the town: he still wondered if men could
live in a contaminating place like Makor and yet know their god as his Hebrews
had known him in the desert. But as he drew back, afraid of the days ahead, he
remembered the reassuring words of El-Shaddai: “Inside the walls it will not be
easy for me to speak with you, but I shall be there.” He looked at the townsman
who stood beside him and thought: If we can co-operate with any Canaanite it
must be with Governor Uriel, for he is a man of integrity.

So the two leaders started their descent from the high place, sharing a clear
understanding and honest intentions. They would go down to the plains, one to
his town, the other to his open fields, and each would do his best to keep the
diverse peoples at peace. Each was certain that the task could be accomplished,
for each was dedicated to conciliation. That evening the first test came, for Jael’s
Hebrew husband lingered inside the walls when the gates were closed and when
night came he rushed to the house where his wife was living and murdered her.
Before he could escape over the wall, the guard was aroused and killed him.

It was nearly midnight when Governor Uriel and Zadok met, but it was easy for
them to prove to their people that the two deaths had canceled each other: an
adultress had been slain, which ought to satisfy the Hebrews; and an invader had
been killed by guards in uniform, which ought to pacify the Canaanites. The
populace recognized the wisdom of this judgment, and an incident that could have
led to inflammation was disposed of. The two leaders hoped that this was an
augury for the future.

But then began the pressures upon Uriel and Zadok that would never diminish.
When the governor returned home from the parley his wife Rahab asked why he
had permitted the Hebrews to insult the town. “A stranger hides himself inside our



walls and kills a woman to whom you yourself offered sanctuary. Don’t words
mean anything these days?” She kept hammering, reminding Uriel of how her
father when he was governor had reacted to similar insults. Uriel asked what he
ought to do, and his wife replied, “What my father did when the Hittites attacked
the farmers outside the walls. He captured the lot and made them slaves, and
today their sons are the best soldiers you have.” Uriel asked if she thought he
ought to march out and destroy the Hebrews, and she said, “You should have
yesterday. You blind yourself to how serious their threat is. Go forth and kill half
of them and you’ll settle the matter now, while you can. Wait, and you’ll face
terrible consequences.”

That night Governor Uriel walked for long hours through his town, inspecting
the richness he had brought to Makor: the industry, the silos filled with grain, the
sixty additional houses tucked in here and there. It was a town of affluence and
peace, one that must not be imperiled because of vacillation on his part. He
argued with himself: [ suppose I ought to march out and destroy the Hebrews, but
then he remembered the conciliation offered by Zadok and concluded: To attack
such people would be criminal. At the secret place along the north wall he asked
his Hittites, “Could we defeat the Hebrews tomorrow?”

“Easily,” they assured him. At home he asked Zibeon if he thought the Hebrews
could be defeated, and the young man said, “Easily, but each day they watch our
ways and grow stronger.”

When dawn came Uriel temporized. He went to the secret building and ordered
his Hittites to mount the horses kept inside and to deploy along the Damascus
road, presenting a show of force to the Hebrews, who were unaccustomed to these
powerful beasts; and not long after sunrise the gates opened and the horsemen
rode forth, galloping some miles east of town, brandishing their bronze spears and
then returning to the town.

The lesson was not lost on Zadok’s sons. Epher and Ibsha, from a vantage point
among the olive trees, watched the horses sweep down the road and studied them
carefully on their return. The beasts were impressive, and the ease with which the
mounted soldiers handled their long spears spoke one clear message. As soon as
the dusty horses had disappeared, the young men ran to Zadok and said, “The
Canaanites mean to destroy us. Since there is bound to be war, we think you
should give the signal now.” They sat with the old man and explained with
diagrams in the dust how they had scouted the town, using women who went to
the well, and had devised a complex strategy for puncturing the waterwall and
taking possession of the well. “We can subdue them with thirst.”

“They surely have cisterns,” Zadok said.

“We can wait,” the boys replied, but he forbade them to discuss such matters
and they said no more to him. However, they borrowed dresses from their sister
Leah, and going as women to the well they accumulated the solid intelligence that
they would need if war came. And they spoke to all the younger men, warning
them of Canaanite intentions.

In the middle of this summer of uneasiness Leah went often into the town for
water, passing through the main gate and along the crowded street whose shops
were so enticing. Like other girls of good breeding she stayed away from the temple
of the prostitutes and each day kept her eyes lowered as she went through the



postern gate and into the long, gloomy waterwall leading to the well. She was a
beautiful girl, seventeen years old, with the supple loveliness of one who had
walked to many a well carrying her water jar on her head. Many Canaanite men
had noticed her with approval, stopping their work to smile as she went past.

It was Zadok’s intention to marry Leah to a young man who had already shown
promise of becoming a leader, perhaps even a judge, but as she walked each day
through the town she began to see, lounging in the corner of the gate or sitting on
the governor’s three-legged stool, the handsome young man Zibeon, and although
she did not smile at him, both became aware that their meetings came oftener
than chance would dictate. Zibeon was at the gate. He was at the postern. He rode
along the olive groves on a horse. And once he met her at the door of the shop
where clay goddesses were sold. He had an ingratiating smile and a generous
manner, which Leah appreciated after the rough customs she had known in the
desert.

One morning as Leah entered the town, hoping to see Zibeon, he disappointed
her, and it was with regret that she left the sunlight and entered the long, dark
waterwall, but as she reached the first guardhouse, empty that summer, for men
were at work in the fields, she was seized so forcibly that her water jar toppled
from her head and crashed to the ground, while she was whisked into the
guardhouse and kissed many times. At first she was terrified, for no man had
touched her so before, but when she discovered that the man was Zibeon she lost
her fear, for he was gentle with her and that day they did no more than kiss
passionately, and after a long time she was still loath to leave. He whispered that
she would need a new water jar, and he left her in the guardhouse while he ran
back to purchase a replacement, warning her that if anyone asked about the
strange jar she should say, “I must have picked the wrong one at the well.” That
day the substitution was not detected, and during the hot days of summer Leah
went often to the well, always hoping that Zibeon would reach for her as she
passed the guardhouse. And they went far beyond kissing.

One day Epher chanced to notice that her water jar was unlike those carried by
the other girls and he asked her how she had come by it, and she blushed deeply,
saying, “I must have picked the wrong one at the well,” but this he did not believe.
He asked an older woman who carried water to watch his sister and in due course
the spy reported that Leah and the governor’s son were meeting in the
guardhouse.

“The guardhouse!” Epher repeated, for those two projections from the waterwall
formed focal points in his plan for assaulting Makor. He was both fascinated by
the knowledge that the guardhouses were unattended and repelled by the thought
that his sister should be spending time there with a Canaanite, for his experience
had been with the temple prostitute. He thought first of advising his father, but
decided not to do so because the old man was busy establishing the routines
required in settled life. Epher consulted with his brother Ibsha and these two
began keeping watch upon their sister.

Before long they were convinced that she was behaving strangely, and one
afternoon they lingered near the main gate to overhear her saying good-bye to her
lover, and as soon as she was outside the range of the guards they grabbed her
and started running with her to Zadok’s tent. But the governor’s son had gone up



to the tower to watch her cross the fields; without summoning assistance he ran
after the three, catching up with them inside the Hebrew camp.

“She’s been whoring with the Canaanites!” Epher shouted to his father.

Zibeon, running up from behind, struck Leah’s brother across the lips. Stone
knives flashed and the Hebrews would have killed the young man had not old
Zadok intervened. “What have you done?” he asked his daughter.

“Hiding in the dark with a Canaanite,” Epher broke in.

Again Zibeon leaped for the young Hebrew, but Zadok intervened and waited for
Leah’s reply. She said that she loved the governor’s son and that if their fathers
could arrange it, they wished to marry.

“They have married already,” Epher warned, and Leah flushed as the men of her
family felt her body and satisfied themselves that she was pregnant.

“Let us stone them now!” Epher demanded, but Zadok sent his hotheaded son
away and interrogated young Zibeon for some time. Like many of the Canaanites
he was circumcised. He was willing to accept El-Shaddai as the one god. He would
not force Leah to worship either Baal or Astarte. And he seemed an attractive,
honest young man whom Leah obviously cherished.

Satisfied on these points, Zadok handed Zibeon over Jo the protection of his
older sons and withdrew to the tabernacle before which he had prayed for so many
years. “El-Shaddai, what is your intention in this matter? Are we to accept a
Canaanite into our family? Are we to submerge their gods in you?” No answer
came, but at least the great god of the clan of Zadok did not object to the union, so
the patriarch returned to his sons, saying, “If Governor Uriel approves, your sister
will marry his son.” Further argument he would not permit, and in silence he led a
delegation back to the zigzag gate, where an excited crowd lined the walls and
where the Hebrews confronted Uriel and his wife Rahab.

“Our children wish to marry,” the patriarch announced, and the good will that
marked the two leaders was put to the test. Uriel signified his acceptance of the
marriage, for this was the kind of development he had hoped for. He was surprised
that his own son was involved, but it was a merging of the two groups that should
be encouraged.

His wife took a different view. “Zibeon should marry inside the walls,” she said.
“One day he will be governor...”

“This is a good marriage,” her temporizing husband said.

“Baal will not approve,” Rahab warned. “Astarte will not bless our fields.”

“Your son will not marry under Baal and Astarte,” Zadok pointed out.

“Have you agreed to join their god?” Rahab asked her son. When he nodded,
Governor Uriel was startled, but he remained hopeful that peace of some kind
could be maintained.

“It’s possible to worship Baal and El-Shaddai both,” the governor said.

It was a difficult moment, one which could destroy the Canaanite-Hebrew
relationship, and Zadok made a generous concession: “Governor Uriel is right. His
son can worship both gods.”

Uriel sighed. He appreciated Zadok’s desire to avoid trouble and he knew how
close the two groups had been to an open rupture. He started to discuss
ceremonies, hoping that contentious problems were past, but his clear-seeing wife
said bluntly, “Such a union of gods will not work. This marriage must not take



place.”

Red-headed Epher elbowed his way forward and said sternly, “Leah is with
child.”

Rahab tried not to speak harshly. “I am sorry,” she said, “but my son is to rule
this town one day, and he must have a proper wife.”

“Your son has contaminated my sister,” Epher cried, and there would have been
fighting if Uriel and Zadok had not pacified their adherents. The governor went to
Leah and asked if she was pregnant, and when she nodded, the black-bearded
Canaanite said, “They shall marry.” But Rahab and Epher, appreciating the
dangers of such a union, maintained their opposition.

With great force of character Uriel and Zadok worked to evolve a plan whereby
the marriage could go forward, and thanks to their determination, Canaanite and
Hebrew began to show signs of being able to live together in some kind of
harmony. Zadok’s only demand was that the couple be married under the
auspices of El-Shaddai, and this was granted, Uriel insisted that in all other
respects Leah must become a Canaanite, must live within the walls and must rear
her forthcoming child as a Canaanite. To these demands Zadok surprisingly
agreed, reminding his rebellious sons, “The wife should follow the husband.” He
furthermore astonished both the Canaanites and the Hebrews by volunteering to
send with his daughter six fat sheep.

So the marriage was solemnized before the small red tent of the Hebrews, and a
kind of peace, engineered solely by the good will of the leaders, settled over Makor.
But Leah had lived in the town only two weeks when one of the Hebrew women
reported that they had seen her and her husband in the public square praying
openly to Astarte. There was protest in the Hebrew camp, but Zadok silenced it by
reminding his people that he himself had given the young man permission to
continue worshiping his old gods so long as he acknowledged that El-Shaddai was
superior. But two days later other Hebrew water carriers saw Zibeon patronizing
the temple prostitutes and word of this also reached Zadok. Again he explained to
his people that the young man was entitled to worship his gods in the accustomed
manner, but he was apprehensive about what might happen next.

And then his attention was taken away from his daughter, for Epher and Ibsha
asked him to go with them to the top of the mountain, and as he reached the high
place of Baal he saw that stubborn Hebrews had rescued their monolith to El-
Shaddai and had hauled it back to the crest of the mountain, where once more it
stood close to Baal. Father and sons tried to dislodge the evil thing, but they could
not, and Epher spat upon it many times, crying, “Father, your laxity has
encouraged this,” and a bitterness grew up between them.

Now Zadok was alone. His daughter was surrounded by gods of the basest sort.
His Hebrews were worshiping stone idols. His brilliant son, Epher, was drifting
away from him, and he felt contamination oozing out of the town, but he did not
know what to do. At the foot of the mountain he walked alone for many hours,
calling upon El-Shaddai for guidance.

“What shall I do with my stiff-necked people?” he pleaded. “I have told them of
you. I have instructed them in your ways and I have thrown down their heathen
altars, but they have gone whoring after false gods. What can I do?”

In the rocky fields he found no answer, and in the plowed fields near the oak



trees there was no reply. At the tabernacle there was no voice, and among the
tents no echo. “What shall I do?” the old man begged. He muttered, “I'll lead my
clan to some other spot,” but he knew that if this was required El-Shaddai would
have advised him. Furthermore, would not the next location contain the same
kinds of temptation? Was it, perhaps, intended that the Hebrews be submerged
into the corruption of Makor? “El-Shaddai, what shall I do?”

For several days no answer came. Then, as the critical period of the growing
season approached, when the collaboration of the gods was essential—and this
even Zadok acknowledged, for in the portentous days he prayed repeatedly to El-
Shaddai for good crops—three of his water-women came running into camp, their
eyes wide in wonder and horror, to tell him of the other god that Makor worshiped.
“He is fiery,” they gasped, “and has a mouth of flame into which little children are
thrown while men and women dance naked.”

“Children?” Zadok asked, his hands trembling. Once when his people were
traveling to the north he had heard of this god.

“And at the end of the dance women like us run to embrace the male prostitutes
while their husbands go into darkened rooms with the female whores.”

Zadok staggered back, and the water-women concluded, “Many of the Hebrews
are there now, sacrificing to the strange gods.”

“Abomination!” Zadok cried, uttering again the fearful word that condemned,
the ultimate charge that could not be withdrawn once it had been invoked. He left
his tent and wandered for many hours till night fell, and from the town walls he
heard the sounds of revelry and the beat of drums. He saw the smoky fires. But
after midnight, as he stumbled exhausted through the olive grove, he became
aware of a presence speaking to him from behind an olive tree, and softly an
admonishing voice said, “It was you who uttered the word, Zadok. That town is an
abomination.”

“What shall I do?”

“It was your word. It is your responsibility.”

“But what must I do?”

“The abominations must perish.”

“The town, the walls?”

“The abominations must be destroyed.”

Zadok fell on his knees before the voice, bowing to the olive tree that hid the
terrible countenance, and from this position of surrender the old man expressed
his trembling pity for the condemned ones inside the wall. “If I can make the
abominations cease,” he pleaded with his god, “may the town be saved?”

“It shall be saved,” the compassionate god replied, “and not a single rock will be
unseated.”

“Praise be to El-Shaddai,” the old man sighed, and the presence was gone.

Without consulting anyone the patriarch threw his robe about him, took up his
staff and walked through the night, his heart ablaze with love for the people he
had been permitted to save. At the town gate he pounded with his staff, shouting,
“Awake and be saved!” but the guards would not permit him to enter. He
hammered again, crying, “I must see the governor now!” and Uriel was routed from
his sleep; and when he looked through an arrow slit to see that the messenger was
his colleague Zadok, he said to the guards, “Let him enter.”



Like a bridegroom rushing to greet his bride the old man swept into the
governor’s room and shouted, “Uriel, Makor can be saved.”

The sleepy Canaanite scratched his beard and asked, “Old man, what are you
talking about?”

“You have only to halt the abominations.”

“What is this?”

Joyously the old man explained, “You must destroy the temple to Astarte and
the fire god.” Then generously he added, “Worship of Baal you may continue, but
you must accept El-Shaddai as the one god above all.” His eyes were ablaze with
the fire of zealotry that Uriel had seen that first day.

Uriel sat down. “You never demanded this before.”

The Hebrew, seeming not to hear the governor’s logic, ranted, “Divert this sinful
city into the ways of the true god.”

Rahab was awakened by the noise and entered the room, wearing a nightrobe.
“What is the old nomad saying?” she asked.

Zadok ran to greet her as if she were a beloved daughter. “Tell your husband to
accept El-Shaddai’s will.”

“What frenzy is this?” Rahab asked her bewildered husband.

“Makor can be saved,” Zadok explained ecstatically, “if you halt the sacred
prostitution and stop feeding babies to the fire god.”

Rahab laughed. “It is not prostitution,” she said. “Those girls are priestesses.
And your own daughter Leah sent Zibeon to lie with them, the way I sent Uriel
when [ was pregnant. To insure an easy delivery. Old man, these rites are
necessary, and your daughter has more sense than you do.”

Zadok did not hear what Rahab was saying. He was so ecstatic over El-
Shaddai’s offer to save Makor that he expected others to react as he had done, and
when they did not he became confused, but before he could react to the
introduction of his daughter’s name, Zibeon joined the meeting, bringing Leah
with him. When the girl saw her father, bewildered and looking very old with his
unkempt beard, she ran to him with compassion and would have kissed him, but
when he saw her the words of Rahab took meaning and with his staff he fended
her off, asking, “Did you send your husband to the prostitutes?”

Zibeon answered, “I went to the temple to protect your daughter in childbirth.”

The patriarch looked at his son-in-law with pity and said, “You have committed
an abomination.”

“But you agreed that I was free to worship Astarte,” the young man protested.

Then Leah interrupted: “I asked him to go, for my sake.”

Leah’s voice, uttering such words, startled the old man and he leaned forward to
study her face, while a hideous fear took possession of his mind. “Leah,” he asked,
“did you also take yourself to the male prostitutes, consorting with them in the
same manner?”

“Yes,” his daughter replied with no shame. “It is how the women of Makor
worship.”

“And if you have a son, will you give him to the fire god?”

“Yes. It is the custom of this town.”

Zadok drew back from the four Canaanites, for after this confession his
daughter could no longer be a Hebrew, and he was struck by a dizziness that



almost felled him. But he managed to focus his weary eyes upon the four doomed
faces, and when he saw them clearly, uncomprehending and obstinate in their sin,
he realized that El-Shaddai had arranged this night to exhibit the true
abomination of the town. Yet even in that moment of discovery he remembered the
god’s promise that if the Canaanites should repent they could still be saved.
Raising his right arm he pointed a long bony finger at Uriel and asked, “For the
last time, will you order these abominations to cease?” No one spoke. Directing his
finger at Leah and her husband he asked, “Will you abandon this doomed town,
now?” Neither spoke, so he fell to his knees and knocked his head three times
upon the tiles, and from this position looked up at the governor, pleading, “As the
humblest of your slaves, can I beg you to save yourself?” The Canaanite made no
reply, so the old man pulled himself back to his feet.

At the door he turned back and pointed to each of the four in turn and then to
the town. “This shall all be destroyed.” And he was gone.

It was too late to go to bed, so Rahab called for some food and said, “Your father
sounds like an old fool.”

“In the desert he often talked to himself,” Leah explained.

“l warned the governor to destroy him at the beginning,” Rahab muttered. “Now
it is he who speaks of destroying us.”

“We may have to turn the Hittites upon him,” Uriel said, and when Leah was
gone Rahab directed her son not to let her wander from the walls, “For she is a
Hebrew and cannot be trusted.”

“You think there may be war?” the young man asked.

“He talked like a madman,” Uriel replied, “and madmen bring war.” In the early
dawn he went to the north wall to consult his Hittites.

Zadok, as soon as he reached his tent, summoned his sons to ask what plans
they had devised for the capture of Makor, and they asked, “Is it to be war?”

“Last night El-Shaddai commanded us to destroy that town,” he replied.

To his surprise Epher and Ibsha laid before him a detailed plan for investing the
powerful town and forcing its surrender. “It will cost us many lives,” they warned,
but in his growing fury the old man refused to consider losses. Taking his sons
with him to the tabernacle he dedicated them to the work of El-Shaddai, and the
three prayed in silence.

That morning, as soon as the gates were opened, four Hebrew women went to
the well while a detachment of men crept through the wadis until they were close
to the waterwall. Of the four women, two walked with an awkwardness that should
have been detected, but they were allowed to slip through the postern gate and
into the dark passageway, where they hurried to the unoccupied guardhouses.
There the two awkward ones slipped quietly into the retreats, throwing off their
women’s clothing and unleashing long bronze knives. The two real women walked
quietly forward, found two Canaanite women at the well and killed them. With
rocks they signaled to their Hebrew brothers on the outside, and these troops
started breaching the wall that surrounded the well. Canaanite soldiers from
inside the town, belatedly aware of the danger, rushed through the postern gate
and into the tunnel, where they were intercepted by Epher and Ibsha, who had
constructed from pots and benches a kind of barricade. The way was narrow and
the two Hebrews were courageous, so that the Canaanites were held back, and



after a quarter of an hour the Hebrews on the outside had broken through the wall
and taken possession of the well. They ran forward to relieve the two sons of
Zadok, but when they reached the barricade they found Ibsha dead and Epher
sorely wounded.

The Hebrews had won the first encounter. They controlled the well and would
try to strangle the town with thirst. Governor Uriel appreciated the significance of
this move, but in spite of the fact that five of his soldiers had been killed in the
waterwall he still hoped that any honest grievances the Hebrews might have could
be adjudicated, and to this end he sent messengers to Zadok asking what might
be done. But the patriarch refused to meet with the Canaanites, and they returned
knowing that complete war was upon them.

When Governor Uriel heard their report he decided to recapture the well at once
and summoned his Hittite captain from the stables. Together they climbed a tower
from which they studied with satisfaction the unmilitary manner in which the
Hebrews were gathering before the town walls. “We can massacre them,” the
Hittite boasted, rubbing his hands with pleasure.

“Ride back and forth and kill as many as possible,” Governor Uriel directed.
“We’ll end this war quickly.”

The Hittite ran to the stables and ordered his men to harness their horses, two
by two, to the war chariots which up to this time Governor Uriel had kept hidden.
Few citizens of the town were aware that these ultimate weapons had been
smuggled in at night from the seaport of Akka, and none of Zadok’s Hebrews had
encountered such machines of war. Into each driver’s bucket stepped a Hittite
whose left hand would control the horses while his right was free to swing a chain
to which was attached a huge bronze ball studded with spikes. One swipe of this
weapon would break a man’s back. Behind each driver stood two soldiers lashed
to the chariot so that their hands were free to wield swords and heavy maces. And
from the wheels of the chariot projected scythes that revolved as the wheels spun,
cutting down anyone the chariot brushed against. They were horrible instruments,
calculated to terrorize and kill, and Governor Uriel now moved them to the main
gate.

When they were in position, and when the maximum number of Hebrews were
milling aimlessly about the walls, he directed trumpets to sound and foot soldiers
to rush forth as if this were to be an ordinary sortie. The Hebrews, surprised by
the daring of the Canaanites, began massing at the exact spots Uriel had
anticipated, and when they were most vulnerable he ordered the gates to swing
open and the chariots to gallop down the ramp and into the midst of the stunned
Hebrews. The Canaanite soldiers, instructed as to what was coming, slipped deftly
aside, leaving a clear path for the terrible chariots, whose drivers lashed their
horses directly at the milling Hebrews while the mounted riders ripped and cut at
them.

It was slaughter, for if the Hebrews stood to fight, the horses trampled them; if
they sought retreat, armed riders chopped them down from the rear with maces
that broke their necks; and if they merely stood, the whirling scythes on the
wheels cut them to death. Zadok, seeing the carnage, cried aloud, “El-Shaddai,
god of hosts! What have you brought down upon us?” But Epher broke away from
the women binding his wounds and leaped onto the neck of one of the Hittite



horses, cutting its throat and toppling the chariot onto the rocks. The red-headed
warrior thus proved that the vehicle was not invincible nor the horses immortal,
and his Hebrews rallied, driving the Hittites back with stones and flint-headed
arrows.

Judged numerically, the first day’s battle represented a clear defeat for the
Hebrews. They had captured the well, but when Zadok mustered his forces before
the tabernacle he could count thirty-four dead, and as he moved among the fallen
he recited their names: “Naaman, my son. Joktan, my son. Aaron, my son. Zattu,
my son. Ibsha, my son.” Not many generals could walk a battlefield at dusk and
count as one day’s loss five sons and twenty-nine relatives, and when he reached
the last corpse, “Simon, son of Naaman, son of my loins, son of Zebul who brought
us from the desert,” he was possessed by a consuming rage and he stood before
the tabernacle, swearing, “This town shall be destroyed. Not one roof shall rest
upon its beams, not one man committed to the prostitutes shall five.” In this
manner the peace-loving old man finally surrendered himself to the
accomplishment of El-Shaddai’s will, but at the moment he could not know that
his submission had come too late.

In his determination to crush Makor he became like a young warrior; in moral
ardor he was again the primitive man of the desert facing the corruption of the
town. But gradually he had to see that the effective decisions regarding the war
were now being made by Epher, who, in spite of his wounds, led his father and his
brothers to the mountaintop, where this time they succeeded in throwing down
the offensive monolith which their Hebrews had erected to El-Shaddai. As the
group was about to leave the high place Epher cried, “Let us throw down Baal as
well.” The old man tried to stop his sons as they rushed toward the remaining
rock, warning them, “No! It is only the abominations we fight. Baal rules here and
El-Shaddai approves.” But Epher was headstrong and shouted, “Our war is
against Baal, too,” and he brushed his father aside. Leaping at the monolith he
called for his brothers to join him, and they toppled it down the mountainside.

It was a revolutionary moment. For it would be more than a hundred and fifty
years before El-Shaddai, in his later manifestation as Yahweh, would deliver to the
Hebrews in Sinai a commandment requiring them to abandon all other gods. It
was this evolution that Epher was anticipating when he acted upon the principle
that El-Shaddai was not only the supreme god of Zadok’s clan but of other peoples
as well. When Epher made this arrogant extension of definitions Zadok knew that
the boy was wrong.

“That was not the will of El-Shaddai,” the old man thundered, but Epher
ignored him, as if through a vision he had foreseen the direction in which El-
Shaddai must grow. And that night when the wounded young leader laid before
the others his final plan for capturing Makor, Zadok realized that he had had no
part in the building of this plan. It is the daring of a young man, he told himself,
one bold enough to throw down the rock of Baal. And at that moment he was
forced to acknowledge that the grandeur of leadership had slipped from him.

While others planned the forthcoming battle he walked alone through the olive
grove, seeking to talk with his god, from whom he needed guidance. It would be
difficult to penetrate the meaning of the words he talked with his god. Certainly El-
Shaddai was no lackey to be summoned at will, as oracles were summoned by the



witches of nearby En-dor; many times Zadok had needed advice from El-Shaddai
when none was forthcoming. On the other hand, Zadok was certainly not an
insane man, as his daughter had suggested, who heard demonic voices; he was
never more clearly in control of his faculties than when he conversed with El-
Shaddai. Perhaps the explanation was that when the Hebrews faced moments of
decisive crisis, especially those involving moral impasses where decision could not
be deferred, they found guidance coming to them from the lonely places. A voice
cried out from unexpected quarters, the voice of accumulated reason; it could not
be conjured up, for El-Shaddai appeared only when he was ready. But the voice
could be relied upon, for the god delivered a consistent message; and now as the
patriarch sought him among the trees, El-Shaddai did not take refuge in burning
bushes or flaming rocks. Like a father he walked beside Zadok, conducting the
last great conversation he would offer the old man.

“The abominations shall be destroyed,” El-Shaddai assured him.

“And the walls, will we penetrate them?”

“Did I not promise you in the desert, ‘The walls shall open to receive you’”

“According to the plan of Epher?”

“Have I not said, ‘The sons are wiser than the fathers’? Even according to the
plan of Epher.”

“Then my headstrong son was correct in destroying Baal?”

“He was hasty, for the time has not yet come when I shall command people to
have no other god before me.”

“Will you forgive my son his arrogance?”

“He is to lead my people in battle, and such men require arrogance.”

“And me? Always I have sought peace, El-Shaddai. When the town has
surrendered, what must I do?”

“Destroy the abominations.”

“And the Canaanites?”

“The men you shall kill, every man of the town. The children you shall take as
your own. And the women you shall divide among you, each man according to his
losses.”

This terrible judgment, not delivered as a parable permitting choice of
interpretation but as a firm, hard command from the god himself, appalled the
patriarch. He was being ordered to repeat the massacre of Timri, and this he could
not do. It was an act too grisly for him to perform, even though El-Shaddai himself
commanded it.

“All the men of this town I cannot slay.” Again he had opposed the word of his
god and was willing to accept the consequences.

El-Shaddai was in a position to carry out the executions himself but he always
preferred to reason with his Hebrews, and now he said to Zadok, “Do you think it
is from cruelty that I order you to slay the Canaanites? Is it not because you
Hebrews are a foolish and a stubborn people, apt to fall captive to other gods and
other laws? I do not command this thing because I hate the Canaanites, but
because I love you.”

“But among the men of Canaan must be many willing to worship you. If these
accept circumcision may I spare them?”

From the olive trees no voice replied. Zadok had posed a difficult question, even



for omniscient El-Shaddai. He had raised the question of salvation, and even a god
required time to weigh the proposal. Great risk was involved in what the patriarch
proposed: surely some Canaanites would swear falsely and accept circumcision
while in their hearts they were determined to resume worship of Astarte. But the
relationship between El-Shaddai and his Hebrews was not an absolute thing; not
even a god could order Zadok to obey blindly a dictate that was wholly repugnant
to him or one that contradicted his moral judgment. El-Shaddai understood why
the old man was wrong in his estimate of the Canaanites and the error would
entangle El-Shaddai in many future difficulties, but apparently he could not make
Zadok understand. So for the moment it was the god who surrendered.

“If among the Canaanites you find just men,” he agreed, “they may be spared.”

“What sign will you give me that they are just?”

“In the moment of victory you must rely upon your own signs.”

The old man was reluctant to bring up the next point, but he could not avoid it.
“El-Shaddai, today I have lost five sons. I need the help of wise men. When we
capture the town, may I spare the lives of Governor Uriel, who is a man of wisdom,
and of my daughter and her husband?”

To this question El-Shaddai did not reply, for he knew that when the battle was
over, Zadok would no longer be the leader of his clan and the decisions which
tormented him tonight would not be his to make. But more important, there were
some matters which a man must decide for himself, outside the reference to any
external agency, even his god; and the killing of one’s own daughter and her
husband was such a matter: In this hallowed silence El-Shaddai departed, never
again to speak to his trusted, his timorous, his obstinate servant, Zadok son of
Zebul.

Captain Epher’s plan of battle required daring from all the Hebrews and soul-
testing courage from a few. Men and women alike were divided into four groups—
mob, gate, waterwell, stables—and success required a day when the wind swept
down from the north. For such a day they waited, and in the interval each
morning the mob-group massed in apparent stupidity before the walls so that
Governor Uriel would grow accustomed to unleashing his chariots at them. On
each calm day one or two Hebrews were killed and all feigned terror as the scythe-
wheeled engines of the Hittites coursed among them. But in an unseen part of the
olive grove the other three groups practiced their plan of battle and waited for the
wind.

Late in the month of vintage the days of desert heat arrived—those searing days
when there was no wind but only a superheated air from the southern desert
hanging over the land and suffocating even the beasts. These days were called “the
fifty,” for fifty were expected each year, and in later centuries it would be a law
that any husband who murdered his wife after three days of “the fifty” could go
free, for under such circumstances no man should be held accountable for his
behavior toward a nagging woman. In the stifling heat Epher sent his mob-group
before the wall once or twice, but Governor Uriel was wise enough not to dispatch
his chariots; the horses could not have galloped long. So a kind of truce settled
over the town, a blazing desuetude, while all waited for “the fifty” to pass.

At dusk on the eighth day a Hebrew watchman came sweating into camp to tell
Zadok, “A slight breeze is moving down the wadi.” Zadok called for Epher and the



two circled the town and found the watchman to be correct. A tantalizing breeze
had begun to move from the north, not yet strong enough to stir the branches but
enough to make leaves quiver on the olive trees. The strategists returned to camp
and prayed.

By the next day there were clear signs that “the fifty” was passing. Birds that
had lain dormant began chasing bees through the olive grove and donkeys grew
restive where before they had been content to hide in shade, not caring whether
they ate or not. On the Damascus road a spiral of dust formed, hurrying along like
an old woman with a basket of eggs, and from the town came sounds of activity.
“Tomorrow morning,” Epher predicted, “the Canaanites will be willing to use their
chariots again.” At sunset Zadok predicted, “Tomorrow, a strong wind.”

That night Epher’s four groups of Hebrews gathered before the tabernacle,
where the patriarch blessed them: “Our fate is in the hands of El-Shaddai, the god
of hosts, and from old he has led us into battle. You men of unusual courage who
go to the gate, ElI-Shaddai goes with you. When you run to the battle, he runs with
you, clearing the way.” The god of the Hebrews was not an indifferent deity who
remained above the contest; he sweated with his warriors, determined to bring
them victory. “As you go to sleep this night,” Zadok added, “remember that in the
past we have known worse days. When we struggled through the desert east of
Damascus, perishing of thirst, El-Shaddai saved us. Tonight let us think upon
those days and take courage.” And at the command of El-Shaddai the wind rose,
and inside the walls of Makor the Canaanites felt refreshed and grew eager to
throw their chariots once more against the stupid Hebrews, who did not
understand that they must not gather in masses before the gate.

In the long history of the Hebrews there would come many crises when only a
miracle could save them, times when the ordinary courage of men would not
suffice,(and the unprejudiced observer, looking back upon a series of such
moments culled from three dozen centuries, would find it difficult to explain what
had supported these miracles. Was it destiny or accident or the intervention of a
god like El-Shaddai? No event would be more difficult to explain than the one
which took place on a windy morning during the summer of 1419 B.C.E. Inside a
town that had withstood mighty sieges, protected by a wall and a glacis that had
thrown back even Egyptians and Amorites, waited fourteen hundred well-fed, well-
armed Canaanites fortified by five hundred farmers called in from the surrounding
countryside. At their disposal they had metal instruments of war, horses and
chariots against which the Hebrews were practically powerless. Opposed to them
were less than seven hundred ill-armed Hebrews led by a long-bearded old man
who was afraid of war, and who on his arrival had signified his willingness to
accept peace on almost any terms.

When the wind was strong the four groups of Hebrews moved into action. The
largest mass of people gathered in front of the city walls, making futile attempts to
scale the glacis, but among them were hidden the second group, forty determined
young men prepared to die, knowing that if only five of their number broke into
the town their sacrifice would have been justified. In the segment of the waterwall
controlled by the Hebrews waited the third group, twenty men aware that they
faced heavy odds when they tried to force the postern gate. And crouched in the
steep wadi north of the town hid the fourth group, composed of Epher and thirty



hypnotized young men prepared to scale the glacis and climb the wall while
bearing lighted fire pots. The plan was insane, and only a miracle could bring it
success.

Govenor Uriel, looking down upon the part that he was intended to see, realized
that the Hebrews were doing precisely what he had wanted. “They still mass before
the gate,” he commented in disbelief. “Summon the Hittites!” The chariots were
wheeled into position and armed men climbed aboard bearing swords and maces.
The gates were swung open and the dreadful chariots thundered down the ramp,
the Hittites flailing at the disorganized enemy, but as the last chariot left the gate
the second group of Hebrews leaped onto the ramp and dashed into the zigzag
gateway, where they were trapped by the chains and subjected to arrows from the
towers.

“To the main gate!” the Canaanite captains shouted through the streets, as they
saw the trapped Hebrews start to throw lighted brands into the town. The fighting
was desperate. From the doorway leading to the governor’s house young Zibeon
appeared, slashing with a sword and killing a brother of his wife. From the towers
other Canaanites put new arrows into their bows and fired with shuddering force.
It looked as if this second part of the operation would fail, for no Hebrew had yet
broken into the town and many fell at the gate to be consumed by their own
burning torches.

However, their diversion accomplished its main purpose, for guards were drawn
away from other parts of town, so that when the third Hebrew unit started forcing
its way through the tunnel it met a weaker opposition than expected, and these
Hebrews edged forward, two abreast, with others crawling over them as they fell,
and in the end nine men reached the postern gate, which they tore from its hinges,
placing four men with ropes inside the town before the startled Canaanites could
summon helpers from the fight at the main gate. By this time three additional
Hebrews were dashing from the postern to the stables, where horses too old for
chariots began to whinny.

From the walls the invaders signaled to Epher, waiting in the wadi, and the red-
headed captain was first to climb up the ropes, lugging a fire pot with him. He was
joined by others, and at this moment three heroic Hebrews who had survived the
spears at the main gate forced their way into the town, also bearing fire, which
they spread upon the rush roofs in that part of town. Into the stables filled with
hay Epher advanced, killing a one-legged Hittite guard and setting fire to the
horses’ bedding. Other Hebrews threw their pots along the stable walls, and soon
the wind whipped them into a tall blaze that fanned out over the town into which
Governor Uriel had crowded as many horses as possible. Old horses left in the
stalls whinnied pitifully, and townsmen ran to the cisterns, prepared to throw
drinking water on the soaring flames.

Within moments the wind of El-Shaddai drove the various fires across the
doomed town, producing a conflagration so powerful that it turned mud bricks to
an angry red, as if a mightier Melak were consuming the whole city. Limestone
lintels were transformed into powder and unfinished pottery was baked into those
blistering shapes that would be recognized twenty-six hundred years later as the
products of a holocaust. As the flames raced across the dried roofs of the town
they formed at first a giant suction which absorbed all breathing air, and women



perished unscarred as they ran to lift babies from their cradles. They died without
anguish and with a certain beauty, as if some gentle god had halted them in a
timeless moment, but soon fire followed and the dry empty space exploded into
flame, and the beautiful women vanished. Cloth, water, stores of grain, food for
that day’s hunger and all human life were burned away.

Some Canaanites managed to escape through the ruptured postern gate, their
faces black and swollen, and a few fought their way past the pile of dead Hebrew
bodies blocking the main gate, but as they stumbled chokingly from the flames
they ran into the spears of Captain Epher’s men, who butchered them before they
could rub their eyes clear of the smoke. By midday, when the wind-streaked sun
stood over the ruins, the town of Makor and its people no longer existed. The wall
remained and the towers at the gate. The tunnel to the well still stood, its roof
burned away, its walls naked and humiliated, and the well itself continued to send
forth sweet water to the conquerors. But over the silent mound rested a thick
deposit of blackened ash, which as long as the earth existed men would be able to
read as the death mark of Canaanite Makor.

One group survived intact. The Hittite charioteers had been ranging far outside
the town when the fire started, and now they wheeled their horses homeward,
returning in triumph to a town that no longer existed. They studied the desolation
for a moment, made sharp calculations, and then like practical mercenaries
turned their chariots around and galloped off to the east, down the Damascus
road, their bloody scythes revolving in the sunlight. And they were seen no more.

For Zadok the Righteous, who had wanted peace, the hours of triumph brought
only pain. His thinking life had started with the sack of Timri, fifty-seven years
before, and it was ending in a repetition, with the hands of his clan smeared in
blood. Those few Canaanites who escaped the holocaust by climbing over the wall
were dragged before him, their faces half-burned away, and in vain he tried to save
their lives. “This one says he will accept El-Shaddai,” he pleaded, but Epher had
seen too many of his brothers killed that day, and now he commanded the clan,
On this day of burning, his thirst for revenge was strong. His spear would flash
past his father’s eyes and the charred prisoner would die.

“Stop this killing!” Zadok ordered. “El-Shaddai commands you.” Epher looked at
his father with contempt, for he knew that El-Shaddai had ordered the Canaanites
to be slain, so he killed them, man after man who might have helped rebuild the
town.

Finally his brothers dragged forth Governor Uriel and his son Zibeon, who were
forced to crawl on their knees to Zadok. “These must be saved,” the patriarch
ordered, but Epher prepared to kill them. The patriarch threw himself across their
bodies, crying, “These two El-Shaddai gave to me.”

For a moment Epher interpreted this to mean that his father wished the two
prisoners set aside for special tortures, and he released the Canaanites,
whereupon the old man in an act of humility kissed Governor Uriel’s hands and
said, “I plead with you, accept El-Shaddai.”

The governor, whose indecision had brought this smoldering ruin upon the
town, looked at Zadok and at last understood the fires he had seen in the old
man’s eyes. “I live with Baal and Astarte,” he said, and Epher slew him.

Zadok, stunned by his son’s insolence, cried, “El-Shaddai wanted the life of that



man!”

In the heat of the killing Epher dropped his tired arm, stared at his father and
uttered the fearful, forbidden words: “You are a liar.” The old man gasped, and
Epher said, “Last night when you were asleep El-Shaddai came to me. I know the
truth.” And in accordance with El-Shaddai’s will he prepared to kill his brother-in-
law, but Zadok protected the young man with his own body.

“Do you accept El-Shaddai?” the patriarch asked.

“I accept the one god,” Zibeon declared.

“Where is Leah?”

“Slain.” And the old man’s grief was so pitiful that Epher allowed him the life of
Zibeon, through whose later children the great Family of Ur would survive.

Of the nearly nineteen hundred Canaanites only nine men escaped the
slaughter, plus fifty women and some two dozen children. To each, old Zadok went
as if he were still leader of the clan, exacting promises that they would worship El-
Shaddai, and after the women had been distributed among the Hebrew farmers he
gathered the Canaanite males and personally circumcised all who had not
undergone the rite. At the end of his labors he sat before the tabernacle and wept,
a tired old man from whose eyes the fires of zealotry were fled; but he was not
missed, for Epher was giving commands.

Unnoticed, Zadok betook his age-bent shoulders, his untrimmed beard and his
staff up to the high place where the monoliths had stood, and there he looked
back upon the town that his people had been forced to destroy, and he lamented:

“Gone are the granaries of yellow corn,
Emptied are the reservoirs.

The streets are ashes

And the homes are black with soot.”

He was ashamed of his part in this day’s sorrow and cried, “El-Shaddai, why
was I chosen to author this destruction?” That day he had lost nine more of his
cherished sons; his slave girl had been cut down by the chariots, and his daughter
by her brothers; but at dusk he thought principally of the Canaanites slain
needlessly, and since he could not accept what his people had done he openly
defied his god: “You are without mercy, to kill so many.” And El-Shaddai grew
impatient with his patriarch, and after enveloping the mountain in a cloud of light,
appeared before him face-to-face. And the old man was dead.

It was night before his wives found him, fallen across the spot where Baal had
once reigned, and his sons came to bear him down from the mountain, chanting
that he was the hero who had destroyed Makor, the patriarch who had triumphed
over Baal. And as they placed his almost weightless body before the altar and
closed his wonder-struck eyes, they speculated among themselves as to which of
them El-Shaddai would talk with now, delivering his commandments for them to
follow. There was extended discussion, for of the old man’s four surviving sons
three were more than forty years old and each was devout, and it puzzled the
Hebrews as to which El-Shaddai would choose as his servant for rebuilding the
town. But that night as the Hebrews celebrated victory and mourned the death of
their patriarch, their god spoke directly to red-headed Epher, and all saw the



young captain tremble and draw back from the nomination. But the older sons
acknowledged the principality of their brother, whereupon El-Shaddai said to
Epher: “Zadok the Righteous have I taken this day because he disobeyed me, but
he was a great man on whom I relied for many years. He was a man with whom I
walked and now you shall serve me in the same way, for this is the promised land
that I have brought you to inherit.”

But as the years passed, with old Zadok long buried under the oak trees, Epher
heard rumors which disturbed him and he climbed to the high place. There he
found that his people, aided by Canaanite survivors, had once more set up the
monolith to Baal and the accompanying monument to El-Shaddai, and he
wrestled with the stones and would have thrown them down, but he was alone
and was not powerful enough to do so.

LEVEL XII

Psalm of the Hoopoe Bird

Mlustration;|
Horned alta]

Horned altar cut from one piece of basalt rock using iron tools. Makor, 1116
B.C.E. Bull’s head carved in low relief. Aperture for blood of animal sacrifices.
Religious significance of the four corners known as “horns” not clear, but on
consecrating a new altar the blood of animal victims was rubbed on each of the
horns, according to the directions given by Yahweh to Moses in Exodus 29:12.
“And thou shalt take of the blood of the bullock, and put it upon the horns of the
altar with thy finger, and pour all the blood beside the bottom of the altar.”
Fugitives seeking sanctuary, even from the king, were secure so long as they
grasped the horns of the altar, as explained in I Kings 1:50: “And Adonijah
feared because of Solomon, and arose, and went, and caught hold on the horns
of the altar” Deposited at Makor in late spring, 963 B.C.E.
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It was morning in Makor. Birds chattered on rooftops and children played
noisily in the crowded streets below. As the little town nestled securely within its
girdle of newly built stone walls, the door of the governor’s quarters opened for the
departure of a chubby man who wore a dark scowl on his fat bearded face and a
host of freckles on his bald head. Obviously disappointed over some adverse
decision handed down by the governor, he entered upon the curving main street of
the town and walked disconsolately homeward, but he had gone only a short
distance when he was joined by a group of children who began chanting, “Hoopoe,
Hoopoe, Hoopoe!”

He stopped. His worried face lost its scowl and he began to smile until his
features formed a great half-moon, reaching from the back of his bald head to his
chin, all wrinkled in laughter. Catching up a little girl, he tossed her in the air and
caught her with a kiss as she fell back to his arms. “Sweets, sweets!” she
squealed, so he put her down and began gravely searching his pockets as if he did
not know where the treats were hidden. Other children ran up and danced on
nervous toes as he continued feeling his robe, from which he finally produced a
cloth bag filled with sweetmeats. Distributing them to the children, he continued
homeward as the crowd at his heels cried happily, “Hoopoe, Hoopoe!”

For as long as men had existed upon the land of Israel they had been
accompanied by a curious bird, the hoopoe, who had given them more amusement
than any other living thing. He was a stubby creature, about eight inches long,



with a black and white body and a pinkish head, and was remarkable in that he
walked more than he flew. He was always busy, hurrying from one spot on the
ground to another, like a messenger responsible for an important mission whose
details he had forgotten. The laughable bird seemed to go around in circles, trying
to recall what he was supposed to be doing.

His appearance added to his grotesqueness, for he had a head shaped like a
slim, delicate hammer, which he tripped up and down with surprising speed. One
end of the hammer-head was obvious, a yellow bill nearly two inches long, but the
balancing end was amazing, a tuft of feathers also about two inches long which
could be either compressed into a single projection that matched in size and color
the beak or flashed out into a spreading crest, so that the bird seemed to be
wearing a jeweled crown.

As he hurried about the ground he probed into worm holes until a grub was
located or insects were caught hiding, whereupon the hammerhead would thrash
up and down until the long beak grabbed the meal. Then the happy bird would
strut away to some rock where he would throw the captive onto a hard surface
through which it could not escape back to earth, and the hammer-head would
flash up and down as the bird tore the grub or insect apart and ate it, after which
he would go waddling back to the hunting ground, poking his inquisitive head
here and there.

As long as man remembered, this comical bird had been called the hoopoe
because of its ugly, short, sharp call. It could not sing like the lark, neither could
it mourn like the dove, and to the men of Israel it evoked no poetry summarizing
the earth on which they lived. To the Egyptians the hoopoe was sacred; to the
Canaanites it was clever, for Baal had given the bird an evil smell and then hidden
rare jewels in its nest, and the smell kept thieves away. To the Hebrews the
hoopoe epitomized family loyalty, for young birds tended their parents with care,
covering them on cool nights and plucking dead feathers from their wings in the
moulting season. But to all, the funny little bird that could fly and didn’t was an
object of amusement, and even seemingly important men like the governor often
stopped their work to watch these busy little excavators.

During the last years of the reign of King David in Jerusalem, the town of Makor
had an engineer whom its citizens called Hoopoe because he, too, hurried about
most of the day, peering into holes. Like the bird for which he was named, this
short, dumpy fellow was regarded with affection, partly because he made the
citizens laugh and partly because he was known to be a man without a single
malicious intent. He was so amiable and generous that the governor, in a rare
moment of clarity, said of him, “Hoopoe is the happiest man in this town, because
he loves his work, his wife and his gods, in that order.”

Hoopoe’s work was the building of the new defense wall around the town of
Makor, a task on which he had been engaged for some years. His wife was the
inquisitive young woman Kerith, whose father had been a priest and who had once
taken her to Jerusalem, where she had actually seen King David in his grandeur.
And his gods were the traditional ones of Makor. There was Baal, the old familiar
watchman of the Canaanites, who still lived in the same monolith on the same
high place, watching over mundane activities like water supplies and the building
of walls; and there was Yahweh, the god of Moses, a new Hebrew deity who had



developed step by step from El-Shaddai, a god now so mighty that he controlled
both the high heavens and the deep heart of man. In Makor there were a few
Canaanites who worshiped only Baal, a few Hebrews like Kerith’s father who
worshiped only Yahweh, and the great mass of people like Hoopoe who had
accepted Yahweh as the awesome deity of the outer heavens while continuing to
worship Baal as the local deity for day-to-day problems.

Hoopoe was thirty-nine years old, the father of two lively children by his
attractive wife, and of several others by his slave girls. In spite of his humorous
appearance he was a man who had conducted himself with courage in his younger
years while fighting for King David, and it was because of this loyal service that he
had been given the job of rebuilding the wall of Makor.

He was a short, stocky man with broad shoulders, big muscles and an oversized
bottom which wiggled when he walked. His bald head was overlarge and on it he
wore no covering. He had a pointed nose for probing into corners to detect where
builders had tried to substitute crumbling earth in place of solid rock, and he wore
a square-cut black beard which quivered when he laughed, and he had blue eyes.
In fact, he looked much like a chubby version of his well-remembered ancestor,
Governor Uriel, who had perished four hundred and fifty years ago while trying to
keep Makor from being burned by the Hebrews, as related in a group of clay
tablets stored at Ekhet-Aton in Egypt. In the decades following that disaster the
great Family of Ur, like many Canaanites, had accommodated itself easily to
Hebrew rule, becoming nominal Hebrews. Hoopoe’s parents, hoping that their son
might win the confidence of the ruling group, had given him the chauvinistic
Hebrew name of Jabaal, which meant “Yahweh is Baal,” trusting that this would
imply that he was more Hebrew than the Hebrews, and this mild deception had
worked, for Jabaal was accepted not only as an honest Hebrew, but also as the
son-in-law of a priestly family.

These were the exciting years when Hebrews controlled for a few brief decades a
well-knit empire which King David had put together from fragments left scattered
around by Egypt and Mesopotamia when their vast holdings fell apart. David’s
kingdom reached from the Red Sea on the south to Damascus on the north and
provided the Hebrews with unexpected wealth, since it sat athwart most of the
major caravan routes and derived much profit from them. Even Aecho, that
constant thorn in the flank of the Hebrews, had been captured from the
Phoenicians, although it was not held long; and this rapid growth of empire meant
that Makor, key to a fluid frontier, was now of more significance than before, and
the judges and kings were interested in keeping it a Hebrew bastion if it could be
maintained without too much cost to the central government. King David and his
generals had therefore been pleased when they heard that in the little town there
was an engineer who acted as if he were in charge of the empire’s main city: he
worked ten and twelve hours of hard labor each day and spent additional time in
planning the schedule for others. As a user of slaves he was unusual, for he
treated his men well and few had died under his custodianship. Moabites,
Jebusites, Aramaeans, Philistines and Amalekites all found it tolerable to work for
Hoopoe, for on the job he fed them well and allowed them to rest when they
became sick. In fact, they enjoyed seeing him come paddling along the ramparts,
sticking his sharp nose into this area or that and joking with them as he



encouraged them to speed the construction.

In the evenings he came to their miserable camp outside the walls, bringing
them scraps of food or dregs of wine, and often he raised the subject of their
accepting the Hebrew god Yahweh, always on the reasonable ground that if they
did so they could become Hebrews and thus regain their freedom. He carefully
explained that they were free to maintain their former gods, as his own name
proved, and he was an effective missionary, for he spoke in the language that
practical men could understand. “My god Yahweh is like your god Dagon,” he
assured the captured Philistines, “only greater.” And he made it both easy and
honorable for his slaves to become Hebrews. In this way his corps was constantly
diminished, but from it went converts of good character to serve in other parts of
the Hebrew empire, and it was one of these former slaves who finally carried the
good name of Jabaal the Hoopoe to Jerusalem, where General Amram, in charge of
fortifications in the empire, heard of the master builder in the north.

“One of these days I must see what the man has accomplished,” the general
said, marking the name of Makor in his memory.

The new wall which Hoopoe and his slaves had finished was made necessary by
the gradual submersion of the old Canaanite wall. Alternate burnings and
rebuildings had piled an additional eight feet of rubble on the mound, bringing it
level with the top of the walls, so that something had to be done; but as the
mound grew in height its crown of usable land contracted in size, which meant
that the new walls could only be built inside the old ones, and when Hoopoe did
this, the area available for the town was sharply diminished. In Governor Uriel’s
day fourteen hundred Canaanites had lived inside the walls, but now only eight
hundred could do so; however, the tranquillity brought to the area by King David’s
good government permitted nine hundred farmers to live outside the walls, the
largest number who had ever done so. This was the golden morning of Makor, the
glorious apex of the town; it was also the period when Hebrews were
demonstrating their ability to govern a kingdom, and if Makor were to be taken as
the criterion, they governed well.

Hoopoe, for example, lived in a comfortable house in the west portion of the
town, and now as he walked homeward along the curving street he could see a
visual summary of Makor’s affluence. The governor’s quarters were substantial
and from then he dispensed an impartial justice which protected men in their
ownership of fields and property. According to the ancient laws of the Hebrews the
weak had rights, the pauper had a claim upon the charity of his neighbors, taxes
were allocated fairly and punishment could not be capricious. The shops that lined
the first part of the curving road were filled with materials imported from many
parts of the world: faience from Egypt, brocades from India, silk from Persia,
delicate bronzeware from Cyprus, beautiful pottery from Greek islands and
marvelous ironware from the nearby Phoenician city of Aecho, plus the ordinary
trade goods brought by regular caravans from Tyre, Sidon and Damascus. In back
of the shops stood the spacious houses, built of stone for the first two or three
feet, then finished in wood and lime plaster, with strong wooden ceilings and lovely
courtyards. To the left as Hoopoe started home stood the ancient temple of Epher,
now an inconspicuous building where men worshiped Yahweh, and across from it
the little shops that sold the day’s necessities: wine and olives, bread and wool,



meat and fish brought inland from the sea.

Two characteristics marked Makor in these days. Almost none of the shops were
run by Hebrews, for they had originally been a desert people, unused to
commercial ways, and they instinctively avoided occupations like shopkeeping or
moneylending, partly because they had no aptitude for such ventures and partly
because they had leapfrogged from nomad life to farming, and their love was for
the land and the seasons. “Let the Phoenicians and the Canaanites run the shops
and deal in gold,” they said. “We will tend the flocks, and in the end we will be the
better off, for we shall stand closer to Yahweh.” The second distinguishing mark
was that culturally Makor remained pretty much a Canaanite town. For example,
it held to the ancient calendar of Canaan, which was divided into two seasons, the
hot and the cold, and in Makor the new year began in ancient style at the end of
the cold, but certain other parts of the Hebrew empire had begun to favor a year
beginning at the end of the hot. The temple building and its rituals were of
Canaanite origin, for on that spot El and Baal and Astarte had long been
worshiped, and it was only logical that when the grandson of Epher introduced
Yahweh to the town, the new god’s temple should have consisted merely of a
refurbishing of a building dedicated to the old. In fact, when the average citizen of
Makor prostrated himself before Yahweh he could scarcely have explained which
god he was worshiping, for El had passed into Baal and he into El-Shaddai and all
into Yahweh, the god of Moses our Teacher.

These were the great formative years of the Hebrew ritual, for from Jerusalem,
King David and his priests were endeavoring to impress upon Israel one clearly
defined religion, but these reforms were slow to be adopted in Makor; its little
temple continued to function as the focus of an ancient community ritual rather
than as a surrogate of the unified national religion.

Near the end of the street stood the house of Hoopoe, built many years before by
his ancestors and occupied by a succession of decent men who had tried to live
decent lives. As Canaanites they had often had to dissemble regarding their
allegiance to Baal, but that was about as far as their duplicity went; in recent
generations they had become outright converts to Yahweh, circumcising their sons
and marrying their daughters into the best Hebrew families. This process of
assimilation had reached its climax when Hoopoe had become betrothed to the
only daughter of Shmuel ben Zadok ben Epher, the Hebrew priest, and now this
couple had taken over the family residence.

It was built mostly of stone, plastered on the inside to a cool white finish. Two of
the rooms bore murals in red and blue paint, not showing particular scenes but
indicating the desert from which the Hebrews had come and the hills which had
been the homes of the Canaanites; but the principal adornment was Kerith,
Hoopoe’s lovely wife of twenty-seven. She was slightly taller than Hoopoe and
much slimmer. Her face was better proportioned, too, with a shapely nose, blue
Hebrew eyes, ivory skin and dark hair. Her husband loved her to the point of
foolishness, and since he knew that she cherished jewelry, not acquisitively but as
works of art, he often bought her bits of glazed ware made in Egypt or enamel from
Cyprus; but these minor treasures she kept in small rosewood boxes and wore
only a large pendant made of silver from Persia into which had been set a rough
oval of amber brought down from the northern countries. Against the gossamer



woolen gowns which she preferred, this golden amber shone with a radiance
matched by the wide bands of yellow cloth with which she often hemmed her
robes. She was a tensely perceptive woman, intelligent, devoted to her children
and an adornment to her fat little husband. Between them there was a genial
relationship, for if in Makor there were more handsome men—and Kerith could see
many in a ten-minute stroll through the streets—there were none who would have
adored her so. Only one significant difference existed between them, and this was
vital: Kerith was the daughter of an austere religious man who had almost known
Yahweh face-to-face and from whom she had inherited her commitment to that
deity; Hoopoe as a builder who had to work with the earth was willing to
acknowledge Yahweh, but he also knew from hard experience that Baal ruled the
soil and it would be folly for an engineer to ignore or denigrate the permanent deity
of the earth in which he had to work. In many Makor families this dualism existed,
but usually it was the man who inclined toward the Hebrew god while his wife
held superstitiously to the old familiar deities; in Hoopoe’s case it was the Family
of Ur’s timeless preoccupation with the land that had reversed the process, but he
and his wife lived in harmony, for each was tolerant of the other’s spiritual
attachments.

Now, in the month of Abib in the spring of the year 966 B.C.E., when spring
rains marked the day and floods filled the wadi, when barley was ripening in the
fields and anemones and cyclamen were reappearing along the swamp, nodding to
that strange flower which people of another religion would later call jack-in-the-
pulpit, in this month of Abib when the rebuilding of the walls had ended, Hoopoe
walked home along the curving street in some dismay, and when his wife greeted
him at the door of their home he fell heavily onto the earth-and-tile bench.

“I’m worried, Kerith,” he said.

“l saw your new walls and they seem very solid.” She brought him some barley
cakes and a drink of hot wine mixed with honey, and he relaxed.

“When | was inspecting them today I looked down upon the richness of this
town. In back of this street, the best dye vats in the north. Outside the walls, the
resting places for the camel caravans. And these good houses. Kerith, this town is
a temptation to all our enemies to the west. It’s the gateway to Jerusalem.”

“But isn’t that why you built the wall?” she asked.

“The wall will hold them off. Of that I'm sure. But do you know how we’ll lose
this town?”

She knew. Like all the young women of Makor she had often placed her water
jug upon her head and walked through the postern gate and down the dark
waterwall to the well. One day during the siege four years ago, when she was
pregnant with her youngest son, she had made the dangerous journey and had
heard Phoenician warriors trying to pierce the fragile protecting walls, and the
people of Makor knew then that if the Phoenicians had brought their siege engines
against the well instead of trying to reduce the old town walls they would have
captured Makor. It was illogical to suppose that in the next invasion, when the
new town walls would appear so formidable, the invaders would again fail to hit
upon the obvious strategy of knocking down the waterwall. Kerith well knew that
whenever the Phoenicians really wanted to capture Makor they could, and she
acknowledged that her husband’s new wall represented not security but an



additional hazard; but in the tentative discussions that would recur in the weeks
ahead she would refuse to admit these facts because of the complex reasons which
now kept her silent. She loved her dumpy little engineer and supported him
against men like the governor who viewed him with amusement, but she also
knew that if Hoopoe launched some extensive new building project in Makor she
would be held prisoner in the town and thus her dream of the future would be
destroyed.

Therefore it was with apprehension that she heard him say, “I've made up my
mind. The Moabite and I have a plan that will save this town. Today the governor
wouldn’t listen, but tomorrow he must.”

Convinced that she was doing right, Kerith placed her hand on Hoopoe’s arm
and said quietly, “Don’t make a fool of yourself, Jabaal. If the governor doesn’t
agree with you, don’t argue. You can find work elsewhere.”

Her words soft and reasonable, her voice low and comforting had an almost
frightening effect on Hoopoe, for he understood exactly what they meant, and for a
fleeting moment he was prepared to sit down with her now and to speak frankly of
all problems confronting them; but so many significant ideas were involved that he
shied away. He loved Kerith too much to disturb her before his plans were
formulated, so he finished his sweet wine and carried a roll of scraped leather into
another room, where he stayed up late drawing rough sketches of his scheme to
save Makor, and in the morning, after he had started his slaves upon their work,
he reported to the governor’s office, where he told that official, “Sir, now that the
wall is completed I grow more worried about our water supply.”

“l asked you to mend the waterwall,” the governor said. “I inspected it the other
day and your Moabite did an excellent job on the repairs.”

“Sir! It fools no one. Fifty Phoenicians could knock it down.”

“Last time they overlooked it.”

“Next time they won’t.”

“What do you want to do?” the governor asked. “Have your slaves build a new
set of walls?”

“l have a much different plan,” Hoopoe said.

The governor laughed. Placing his hand on the shoulder of the fat builder he
said condescendingly, “I understand your problem, Hoopoe. You've finished the
town walls and you’re afraid that if you don’t start something right now Jerusalem
will take away your slaves. Isn’t that it?”

“I'm concerned not about slaves but about the safety of my town.” He corrected
himself. “Your town.”

The little man had spoken with such gravity that the governor had to listen.
“Well, what is it?”

Hoopoe gulped from nervousness and made the first formal presentation of his
daring scheme. Using his hands as great shovels he said, “Here in the center of
town, inside the walls, we must dig a shaft almost as big as this room straight
down through rubble and solid rock for ninety cubits.” The governor gasped. “At
the bottom we begin to dig a tunnel that will take us far under the town walls and
out to the well.”

“How long a tunnel?”

“Nearly two hundred cubits, and high enough for women to walk in. Then we



bury the well under mound after mound of rock, and we are secure from any
besieger.” He moved his right hand back and forth to indicate women walking in
safety through the subterranean passageway.

To the governor the concept was so fantastic that he could only laugh. He was
unable to visualize a hole almost as big as his room, sinking so far into the earth;
and as for the idea of a tunnel burrowing through solid rock and somehow striking
the well, he knew this to be folly. “Hoopoe, we need no more digging around here,”
he told his engineer. “Get yourself a farm outside the wall and dig for worms.” His
joke appealed to him, so he bobbed his head up and down like a hoopoe bird and
added, “For worms! You understand?”

Hoopoe hid his resentment. “On one point you’re right, sir. We should start this
before they take away our slaves.”

“See! I knew that’s what worried you.”

“It does. We have a trained team now. The Moabite is the best foreman we’ve
ever had in Makor, and the others make a fine unit.”

“'m sure Jerusalem will take the slaves,” the governor said. Showing his
engineer to the door he bobbed his head up and down several times. “You go dig
worms.” And he closed the door on the preposterous idea of digging a hole through
the heart of the town.

Hoopoe did not go to the workings but wandered home, where he laid before
Kerith his intricate plan: shaft, tunnel, burial of the well; and she irritated him by
saying that she was sure the plan wouldn’t work. “How could anyone start from
the bottom of a shaft, dig a sloping tunnel, and hope to find a thing as small as a
well?”

“That’s my job.”

She laughed. “How will you see underground? Like a mole?”

He was weary from trying to explain ideas to people who could not visualize
them, so he kissed his wife good-bye and climbed onto the ramparts back of his
home; and the mound on which Makor stood had now grown so high that from the
walls Hoopoe could look westward and see Aecho, where Phoenician ships from
many ports brought the men and the riches which would one day be thrown
against Makor. How far away the tempting city looked to one who had seen it only
as a boy; how close it seemed to a man who understood the power and cupidity of
the Phoenicians.

In deepening gloom he walked along the ramparts to the north edge of town,
where he studied the doomed waterwall as it left the postern gate and ran to the
well, but he did not spend much time worrying about that obsolete system which
had rarely impeded a determined adversary. He looked instead down into the wadi
and up the opposite slopes until he reached a point on the mountainside above
which stood the monolith to Baal. He satisfied himself that on the mountain he
could reach the point he sought. “I know it’s possible,” he growled. And then he
looked again at the waterwall, and in its place he visualized the combination of
shaft and tunnel that would comprise his system. Imagining it to be already in
operation, he looked westward at Aecho and thought: When the Phoenicians do
strike at us again they will find no well to attack.

But for some weeks it looked as if there would be no system of tunnels, for when
Hoopoe returned to the governor’s office, fortified with new enthusiasm, he



accomplished nothing. The governor had won Jerusalem’s respect by sending
surplus income to the capital rather than asking for assistance, and he had no
intention of reversing this process. He would not divert Makor’s wealth into a
bunch of hoopoe holes struck here and there in the ground. “If I took this plan to
Jerusalem,” he predicted, “they’d hoot me out of the capital.”

Hoopoe became angry. “How could you take the plan to Jerusalem? You don’t
know what it is.”

“I can recognize waste without seeing plans,” the governor replied, and a servant
showed the engineer to the door.

In order not to lose his well-co-ordinated team of slaves, Hoopoe put them to
work resurfacing the temple square. When this was done he started them on two
additional silos for wheat storage, and as the slaves dug deep into the earth of
Makor, waterproofing the sides with lime plaster to keep out insects and seepage,
he often climbed inside to inspect the work; and when his round face and black
beard appeared at the openings as he came back out, townspeople would cry,
“What you looking for, Hoopoe? Worms?”

But in the evenings, when his slaves were dismissed, Hoopoe used to go to the
northern wall and continue the calculations that would form the basis of his work
if the water system were ever authorized. Judging from the relative terrains he
deduced that he would have to sink his main shaft from a point inside the postern
gate through some forty feet of rubble that comprised the mound, then ninety feet
below that through solid rock, at which level he would begin his sloping tunnel,
which would run for a distance of about two hundred and eighty feet to the well.
The finished system would thus require about four hundred and ten feet of boring,
mostly through solid rock. “But in the end we’d have a system that no enemy
could touch.” He could see women walking down the stairs of the shaft, bearing
empty water jars on their heads, then reaching the tunnel and walking along an
easy slope to the buried well, impervious to enemies that might rage above. Even
to the imagination Hoopoe’s system imparted a sense of security, so one evening
toward the end of Abib he finished his master drawing on the leather and began
scratching working details onto a set of small clay tablets.

It was frustrating to have no one at hand with whom he could discuss his
revolutionary plan—the governor could not imagine what abstract lines meant and
Kerith was hampered by her initial visualization of Hoopoe as a mole digging
blindly in the earth—so late that night he rolled up his leather and left the town,
heading for the slave camp outside the walls. It was a ghastly place, the last way
station of futility, where prisoners from many nations were herded in foul pens
and fed on slops, Hebrew guards ringed the encampment, ready to kill those who
tried to escape, and the slaves dragged out their lives in the misery of forced labor
until after a few cruel years they died. Only two justifications could be found for
the ugly system: when Hebrews were captured by Egyptians or Amalekites they
were treated the same way; and from these particular slave pits there was a steady
flow of men into positions of responsibility or even freedom, because Hoopoe
despised the system and did what he could to liberate men from it. Many of the
present citizens of Makor had started their local lives in this foul camp and in
response to the engineer’s pleading had converted to Yahweh and had won a new
life.



On this night the engineer ignored the ordinary pens festering with rats and
sought the worst part of the slave area, the walls within the walls where dangerous
prisoners were kept, and there, lying on a rush mat, he found a tall, clean-shaven,
rugged man some years older than himself. He was well known in the town as
Meshab the Moabite, a man of extraordinary fortitude, captured by King David in
one of his wars against Moab, and he was the most resourceful and intelligent of
the slaves, For the building of the wall he had served as Hoopoe’s foreman, and
from his rotting bed he now raised himself, half insolently, on one elbow to greet
his superior. The faltering old lamp that Hoopoe carried showed the man’s strong
face against the filth, and the engineer said, “Meshab, the time has come to build
the water system.”

“It can be done,” the big slave grunted, “if you solve one problem.”

“We face many. Which one?”

“The shaft we can dig. The tunnel we can dig.”

“Then you’re not afraid of the rock?” Hoopoe asked.

“You get us iron tools from the Phoenicians,” he growled, “we’ll cut the rock. But
when we stand hidden at the foot of the shaft, how will we know where to start our
digging to reach the well?”

Hoopoe laughed nervously. “My wife asked the same question.”

“What did you tell her?”

“l said, ‘That’s my job.”

“You have a plan?” the slave asked, sitting upright among his foul rushes.

“When I was a boy we used to recite an old Canaanite proverb: ‘There be three
things which are too wonderful for me, yea, four which I know not: The way of an
eagle in the air; the way of a serpent upon a rock; the way of a ship in the midst of
the sea; and the way of a man with a maid.” The flickering light threw deep
shadows across the bald head and composed features of the engineer, disclosing
the face of one who even as a child had wondered about the natural world. “The
way of a ship in the midst of the sea” he repeated softly.

“What have we to do with ships?” Meshab asked, for he had never seen the sea
nor the ships that go upon it.

“One day years ago when I was in Aecho with my father, we walked along the
sea front and watched as a small ship ... Meshab, it was so small it had no right to
be upon the waves. Rocks lurked everywhere and there were shoals, but somehow
this little ship from Cyprus picked its way exactly into harbor. How?”

“Magic?”

“l thought so, but when I asked the captain he laughed and pointed to three
flags rising from the tops of buildings far inland. ‘What are they?’ I asked. ‘The
range,” he said, and he explained that a sailor lost at sea, if he watches those flags
and keeps them in line, will be on a secure course to his anchorage.”

The two men sat silent while bugs, attracted by the lamp, whirred in the night
and snores came from filthy mattings where exhausted slaves were sleeping. Then
Hoopoe said, “The other day...” He stopped, considered his words and started over.
“I stood on the north wall by the postern gate. I could see where the well was. And
looking up the mountainside I could see a spot at which we could put a flag...” He
paused. “No, we’d need two flags.”

He had scarcely spoken the word two when Meshab caught his wrist. “We’d



have a range. We could see the flags from inside the walls and they’d control our
direction.”

Excitedly Hoopoe placed his clay lamp on the ground and tried to clear away a
small area on which to spread his leather, but even the earth was contaminated,
so Meshab, with a bold swipe of his right arm laid bare an area, and in flickering
light Hoopoe showed his slave the well, and the mountain behind. Poking his
finger at a spot halfway up the slope he said, “If we put our first flag here, and our
second here...”

“Our third, our fourth...” With great jabs of his finger Meshab indicated the fifth
and sixth flags, placing the last on the roof of the governor’s quarters. “It would
work! We’d have a range!”

“You have seen into my mind,” Hoopoe said in a solemn whisper, and the two
men were so tantalized with the project that they could not wait till morning and
wanted to climb the mountain that night to check their theory, but at the gate
leading from the camp, guards stopped them, warning Hoopoe that Meshab was a
dangerous prisoner who must not leave the compound.

“He is my foreman, and I need him,” Hoopoe replied.

“He has killed many men,” the guard said, but Hoopoe took him through the
gates on his own recognizance and they entered the moonless night.

They crossed the road to the walls of Makor but did not enter the zigzag gate.
Instead, they circled to the north where the waterwall made a small circle,
indicating that the well lay beneath. Climbing to the roof they stuck there a small
cloth which would be visible from a distance. They then left the well and started to
climb the mountain of Baal, halting now and then to look behind them, and when
they reached a spot which put them well above the level of the town they stopped
to review their position, and the Moabite said, “Here we put our first flag. Let’s
wait a little and the moon will rise.”

They sat in darkness and studied as much of the town as they could see in the
flickering lights which burned in some areas like distant stars on a murky night.
The slave was much larger than Hoopoe, more powerful, and he could easily have
killed the engineer and fled westward to Phoenicia; instead, he sat beside his
friend and said, “Now that we’ve seen the town from here I'm convinced we can do
it.”

When the three-quarter moon rose over the Galilean hills, the water-wall stood
out clearly, a sharp, straight line leading from the postern gate to the well, and the
two planners maneuvered themselves until they stood in a direct line with that
wall. Hoopoe said, “See how the line projects itself across the town till it intersects
the roof of the governor’s house.”

“That’s where we’ll put the sixth flag,” Meshab said, and he could visualize that
unfaltering range which the engineers would use to maintain their orientation
when digging the first deep shaft, but he could also visualize himself at the bottom
of that shaft, about to start the tunnel toward the unseen, unknown well. “There’s
the hard part,” he growled. “From the bottom of the shaft, how can we see the
range?”

“That’s my job,” Hoopoe said and he was about to lead the way back to the slave
camp when he saw, coming down the mountain, a chain of people bearing torches.
They had spent the night on the high place, worshiping Baal in the old manner,



and since this god had been so generous to the engineers that night, Meshab
suggested, “Perhaps I too should go to the high place to worship Baal?” And
Jabaal said, “I shall go with you,” and the two men crossed the mountainside until
they came to the footpath which the pilgrims had descended, and this they
climbed to the sanctuary which had been the site of worship for more than a
thousand years.

At the crest of the mountain they found the monolith, long sacred to Baal, at
whose feet lay the familiar signs of a placid nature worship: some flowers, a dead
pigeon. Makor no longer worshiped a fiery god who consumed children; there were
no public prostitutes administering to Astarte, for such practices the Hebrews
suppressed. But the quiet worship of Baal they had been powerless to eliminate
because it was the Hebrew farmer as well as the Canaanite merchant who felt the
need of this vital deity; even King Saul had paid his homage to Baal by naming his
sons after the kindly god. Occasionally the Hebrew rulers of Makor discussed
outlawing the Canaanite god, but pressures from the people kept the deity alive.
Now in King David’s reign directives had come from Jerusalem suggesting that the
time had come when the worship of Baal must be forbidden, but governors of the
recently conquered northern regions, with large Canaanite minorities, had always
cautioned against precipitate action which might later be regretted. In this way
Makor kept its ancient deity, and citizens climbed regularly to the mountain
seeking assistance from the one god they knew personally—the god who had
always insured the prosperity of their fields.

Meshab the Moabite knelt before the monolith, repeated prayers he had learned
in the southern desert, then rose prepared to accept once more the stinking slave
camp to which Baal had temporarily assigned him, but before he could start his
march down the path, Hoopoe asked, “Why aren’t you sensible? Why not accept
Yahweh and become a freedman?”

Then Meshab voiced the difference between himself and Hoopoe. “I live and die
with Baal,” he said quietly, and it had been this intransigent answer thrown at
King David after his capture in Moab that had prevented him from now being a
Hebrew general.

“Wait,” Hoopoe said, drawing the big man onto a rock from which they could see
both Aecho and Makor in the moonlight. “My family used to be like you,
contemptuous of the Hebrew god. For centuries out of mind we worshiped Baal.
But gradually we came to see that the Hebrews ...”

“Aren’t you a Hebrew?”

“l am now. But not long ago my people were Canaanites.”

“How could that be?” Meshab’s own family had died rather than surrender their
god.

“We lived in Makor side by side with the Hebrews in an easy friendship,” Hoopoe
explained. “One of my ancestors named Zibeon made believe he was a Hebrew,
and once or twice he fell into trouble. But in the end the Hebrews discovered that
they needed Baal and we found that we needed Yahweh. And we’ve all prospered
ever since.”

“How could you be false to your god?” Meshab asked suspiciously.

Hoopoe looked down at the walled town of his ancestors, the scene of the
struggle between the two great deities, and it was difficult for him to explain the



power that Yahweh had come to exercise upon the minds of Canaanites who had
sought the truth. “All I can tell you, Meshab, is the legend I learned as a boy. Our
people lived in the town with Baal, and from the desert came the Hebrews on
donkeys bearing their god El-Shaddai. They camped outside the walls and a great
battle developed between the two gods for the possession of the mountaintop. Baal
triumphed of course, so in revenge El-Shaddai burned the town and gave the
ruins to the Hebrews. For many years El-Shaddai ruled down in the valleys and
Baal ruled up here. But after some centuries an agreement was reached, and the
Canaanites accepted the new god Yahweh and the Hebrews accepted the old god
Baal, and we have lived in contentment ever since.”

“You say that Yahweh is a new god?”

“Yes. Another group of Hebrews went down into Egypt, where they were treated
rather badly, and the god they had taken with them developed into a most
powerful deity, capable of striking his enemies with terror. This new god, Yahweh,
brought forth the man Moses, who led the Hebrews out of Egypt and guided them
for forty years in the desert, where Yahweh became more and more powerful ...
unlike any god ever known before. Under Yahweh and Moses the Hebrews became
a driving force ...”

“We knew Moses,” the Moabite interrupted. “He tried to enter our land, but we
drove him off.”

“We Canaanites were not able to do so,” Hoopoe said. “So now Yahweh rules us
all.”

With some accuracy Hoopoe’s legend reflected history. Centuries before old
Zadok had brought his clan to Makor, other patriarchs had wandered into Egypt
bearing with them an ordinary desert god little different from El-Shaddai, but
during the vicissitudes suffered in Egypt and Sinai this god had matured into a
supreme concept, notably superior to any deity developed by lesser groups of
Hebrews who had stayed behind, so that when the tribes which had coalesced
around Moses returned to Canaan, the superiority of their god Yahweh was
manifest to all. This maturing of Yahweh was another instance in which a
challenge had produced an illumination which an easy acceptance could not have.
The complaisant town of Makor with its amiable gods could never have produced
Yahweh; that transformation required the captivity in Egypt, the conflict with the
Pharaohs, the exodus, the years of hunger and thirst in the desert, the longing for
a settled home and the spiritual yearning for a known god ... these were the things
required for the forging of Yahweh.

Yet even in his hour of triumph over the lesser gods of the Hebrew tribes,
Yahweh remained only the god of those Hebrews. The time had not yet come, in
these years of Saul and Solomon, when the people of Israel would openly propose
that their god should rule universally; such extension would not take place for
several centuries. But now in the time of David, Yahweh was acknowledged as the
god of all the Hebrews, from north to south, and the various covenants which he
had concluded with his chosen people from the time of Abraham were recognized
as binding even in remote spots like Makor. The various Els—the Elohims, the
Elyons and the El-Shaddais—were now happily merged into the great successor.

But as Yahweh grew more powerful he also grew more remote, so that it was no
longer possible to walk with him in the olive grove; it had been four hundred and



fifty years since the last Hebrew of Makor had spoken with his god directly. That
last conversation had involved General Epher after the destruction of Canaanite
Makor. When the temptation to worship Baal had become too alluring, the red-
headed general decided to move his Hebrews to some cleaner spot, but on the eve
of departure El-Shaddai had appeared for the last time, saying, “Have I not
brought you to this town and delivered it to you after manifold difficulties? Is it not
your responsibility to accept it as it is and to make of it something good?” So
Epher had built a new town upon the ruins of the old and it had prospered and
influenced the countryside. Thus, in later years, when the unified Hebrews of
Moses had come across the Jordan from the east, they had found in many obscure
corners of Canaan little settlements like Makor prepared to accept Yahweh.

But the remoteness of Yahweh, his stern invisibility, made it inevitable that
many Hebrews would cling to lesser deities who provided them with the personal
warmth that Yahweh no longer did. Baal still flourished throughout most of King
David’s empire. Astarte was worshiped in many places and fire gods who
consumed children were being revived; it sometimes seemed that across the land
there were local altars under every verdant tree.

As Hoopoe and the Moabite talked of these things, they saw in the moonlight
two Hebrew women climbing the hill. They were coming to worship Baal and they
did not see the men sitting off to one side, for the women were concerned with
domestic worries which only Baal could solve. Climbing, out of breath, to the high
point, the women prostrated themselves before the monolith and after a while
Hoopoe heard one praying, in short gasps, “Baal... let my husband Jerubbaal
come safely home from the sea... let the Phoenicians not molest him... in Aecho
protect him... great Baal... bring my man home safely.”

The two women prayed for some minutes, re-establishing their friendly
relationship with the ancient god, and as they rose to place their frugal offerings
before the monolith, one happened to see Meshab in the moonlight, and she
screamed. Hoopoe ran to her, and when she recognized who he was she laughed
nervously. “I saw that one,” she said, “and I thought the slave had come to kill
me.”

“He kills no one,” Hoopoe assured her.

He recognized the women as Leah and Miriam, two housewives who depended
upon Yahweh to guide them on essential matters but who also needed Baal to
reassure them on family affairs.

“Why are you praying, Miriam?” Hoopoe asked the second woman.

“My son is going to Jerusalem, and I pray that King David will look upon him
favorably and find a place for him in the army.”

“He will,” Hoopoe promised, and she sighed, but when the women were gone
back down the hill Hoopoe said to Meshab, “You shall sit here while I pray,” and
he went alone to the ancient monolith and prostrated himself before Baal, bringing
before that god the domestic problem from which he had retreated: “Dear Baal, my
wife Kerith yearns to live in Jerusalem, there with the god of her father. My home
is Makor, here with you. But let it be that I shall build my tunnel well and that
King David shall see it and call me to Jerusalem to build the things he needs for
the glory of Yahweh.” He pressed his face into his hands and with powerful
fingertips tried to crush his own skull in a gesture of humility before his god.



When the pain in his temples became acute he relaxed his fingers and ended:
“Baal, it is not for myself that I ask this thing, for I am content to live with you.
But my wife Kerith must go to Jerusalem. Her god is there. Her heart is there.
Great Baal, send us to Jerusalem.”

Never before had he dared to voice this confession, either to himself or to his
wife, but now he shared it with Baal, and saw nothing contradictory in what he
was doing: praying to Baal that he might be summoned to Jerusalem, where he
would build temples in honor of Yahweh. Meshab, the stern Moabite, could he
have heard the contradictory prayer, would have been filled with disdain; a man
should cling to his own god.

For the next two weeks Hoopoe accomplished nothing in his scheme for digging
a water system, and he was taxed to find other work for his slaves: the wall was
done, the temple court was paved, and soon the silos would be dug. Unless he
could think of something soon, his efficient team would be scattered through the
kingdom, so he tried anew to enlist the governor’s interest in his shaft-and-tunnel
idea, but that official remained unable to comprehend the possibilities and Hoopoe
was overcome by gloom, which was not relieved when his wife chanced to question
him about their future.

It was a warm spring day, the kind that made the Galilee seem one vast flower
garden, and she had gone into the olive grove to pick bouquets with which she
adorned the house. Then, because she was tired from the work, she bathed and
chose for her dress, by whim and not by design, the costume which her husband
loved best: her gray woolen robe with yellow borders at hem and cuff, plus the
amber pendant shining like the late afternoon sun. At the door she kissed Hoopoe
and cried, “Look at the flowers!” And as he looked she said, for no apparent
reason, “I'll miss the Galilee when we’re gone.”

He tensed, then asked, “Where are we going?” And before she spoke he knew the
answer.

“Your work’s done here. We’ll go where they need builders. Jerusalem.”

He took her hands and drew her to him, kissing her again. “Desperately I want
to take you there, Kerith. But I wonder...”

“If they’d have you?” She laughed gaily at his fears and told him, “Jabaal, you’re
the best builder in the empire. They know.” And for a moment they stood in silent
hesitation at the threshold of a discussion which could have brought them
understanding; but the stolid engineer was afraid to speak about his fears
regarding Jerusalem, and Kerith had not yet formulated those profound moral and
philosophical problems which had begun to haunt her. So the golden moment
when the pollen of ideas was in the air vanished and she said prosaically,
“Something will happen.” And that was all they said that day about Jerusalem.

But in the middle of the month of Ziv, when wheat was in the grain and barley
in the bag, Kerith was visiting the governor’s wife when she heard news that
seemed to have been created especially for her. “General Amram is coming north
to inspect Megiddo,” the governor said, “and he’s promised to visit Makor. Wants
to see our new fortifications.”

“Who is General Amram?” Kerith asked.

“He’s in charge of fortifications for King David.”

Kerith clenched her hands to keep from crying out with excitement, but through



her being hammered a mighty drum thundering one word, “Jerusalem,
Jerusalem!” Finally, when she had gained control, she asked the governor, “May I
be excused?”

“You want to tell Hoopoe? More holes for him to dig?” He flashed his head up
and down, and Kerith knew she was supposed to smile.

“If 1 may. Please.” And at the gate she asked the guards, “Have you seen
Jabaal?”

“Who?”

“The Hoopoe.” She said this without showing her distaste for the name.

“He’s at the slave camp.”

And she crossed over to the olive grove from which she had recently picked
flowers, but this time she passed through it and came to the walled compound
where the slaves were kept, and even before she entered that noisome place she
was revolted by the smell. She asked the guards, “Where is Jabaal?” and when
they did not know she had to explain with some embarrassment, “The one you call
Hoopoe.”

“Follow me,” and without noticing what he was leading Kerith into, the guard
walked nonchalantly through the filthy outer circle of hovels: rats ran in the road
and sunlight fell on piles of straw so rancid that each had its colonies of bugs and
lice. The water standing in clay jars was covered with scum, and in the few spots
where some slave had tried to beautify the place where he would die, the neatness
looked obscene. “Almighty Yahweh!” Kerith whispered. “You let men live here?”

But then the guard opened the inner gate and led her to the walled section
where dangerous prisoners were kept, and here not even the sun was allowed:
dismal huts with floors still muddy from the rains of spring were marked with
piles of rotting straw and shreds of cloth. Broken bowls and food pots gray with
filth stood in corners, while the section reserved for the privy was unspeakable. A
slave captured on some desert raid, now too old to work, shuffled by unable to
stand erect, while young men who would have been tall in their homeland
orchards north of Tyre moved glassy-eyed to their death.

“Yahweh, Yahweh!” she whispered, and the thought that this hell existed in the
same land with Jerusalem was almost more than she could bear and she felt faint.
And then she passed into the meanest hovel of all, and there she saw her husband
talking with a man she had not noticed before, the slave Meshab, and something
in his controlled, resourceful manner as he bent over the hide filled with drawings
gave the place a dignity she could not have believed.

After nodding to the slave she said, “Husband, General Amram is coming to
inspect your walls.”

The effect of this information upon the two men was striking. Hoopoe leaped to
his feet, not afraid to show his pleasure. “At last we’ll have a man who
understands.” But Meshab drew back toward a corner, not through fear, Kerith
thought, but in response to some instinctive prudence; and it was obvious that he
had known General Amram before, perhaps on a battlefield, for to the Moabites
the Hebrew generals had brought much destruction and Kerith could see that
Meshab had no desire to meet this particular general again.

However, when Hoopoe in his enthusiasm turned to the slave for confirmation of
his feelings, Meshab said, “Amram is one who will understand.”



Kerith now suggested that Hoopoe come home with her to discuss other aspects
of this exciting news, so with some reluctance the builder accompanied his wife
back through the filth, after which they climbed the ramp to Makor. But at the
gate Kerith turned to look at the slave camp and asked, “How can you allow men,
humans like yourself, to live down there?”

“They live as long as they do only because of what Pm able to do for them.”

Inside the gates Kerith said softly, “Oh, Jabaal, General Amram is bringing us
our freedom.”

“I hope he likes the walls.”

“And if he does,” she suggested shyly, “don’t be afraid to let him know that you
were the one who made the decisions.”

As if they did not want to reach home, where the basic reasons for their
excitement might have to be explored, they loitered before the wine shop opposite
the temple, and there Kerith said hesitantly, “Above all, Jabaal, you must mention
Jerusalem.” The little engineer said nothing. “You must ask him to take you to
Jerusalem. Now.”

In the spring sunlight Hoopoe swallowed, shifted his feet and said, “No, Kerith.
What I must do is explain to him my water system.”

Kerith gave a little cry, as if she had been wounded, then looked about to see if
any loungers at the wine shop had heard her. “Dear Jabaal,” she whispered. “Have
you lost all reason?” Then seeking to be fair she asked, “If he did approve your
tunnel? How long would it take?”

“About three years.”

She bit her knuckles. Three years! Three years more in exile from Jerusalem!
Then, giving her husband a smile of love and compassion, she said, “All right. If
that’s your dream, I'll wait three years.” But the prospect, stated in her own words,
was frightening and she caught his hands. “What if your tunnel fails?”

“It’s my job to see it doesn’t fail,” he said.

And then she said a word of great significance, not ushered forth by her own
will but by her longing: “You’re being a fool.” Never before had she used this word,
for she loved her husband and appreciated the tenderness he showed her; but
gradually she had been forced to admit that the substantial men of the town, like
the governor, had come to look upon her husband as merely an amusing person,
running about the streets and poking his sharp nose into cisterns and silos like a
true hoopoe bird. Indeed, he was a foolish man. But this sense of disappointment
she could have tolerated, like any average woman approaching thirty who saw her
husband as he was destined to be for the remainder of their lives together, except
that in her case a special dimension had intruded: the holy city of Jerusalem. It
had been as a girl in mourning that she had first seen the hilltop fortress recently
captured by King David from the Jebusites and her emotions that day were so
entangled as to have produced an everlasting effect. It was in the winter that her
mother died, and her father had gone up to Jerusalem to pray, and as they
climbed out of the flat lands they saw upon a crest of hills a city covered with
snow, as pure and white as a stork in spring, and involuntarily she had cried, “Oh,
the City of David!” By that name it was known to Hebrews, but in Makor the old
Canaanite name of Jerusalem persisted, which was proper, since the city had been
Hebrew for only a few years. As Kerith and her father stood looking up through the



cold air she had intuitively known that Jerusalem would become famous not for
its growth or its fortress walls, but because of the fact that here Yahweh would
take his spiritual residence; and from the first moment she saw Jerusalem she
longed to be a part of it, to grow with it into its new functions and to share the
radiance which was certain to envelop it. From this city the nature of Hebrew life
would be determined.

Her father had sensed this when he said, as they continued to stare at the
snowy battlements, “Before I die we shall see the temple at Makor abandoned, for
in Jerusalem will stand the everlasting temple of Yahweh.” She asked him if he
would feel regret at the passing of their little temple, and he replied without
hesitation, “Just as our bodies must climb to reach Jerusalem, so will our souls
have to climb their spiritual hills to reach Yahweh. It’s time we started.” But he
had died before he could lead his people to the new understanding of religion as
symbolized by Jerusalem, and the Makor priests who had succeeded him had
lacked his vision and had clung jealously to their trivial prerogatives. It was
therefore partly in furtherance of her father’s vision that Kerith longed to make her
permanent ascent to Jerusalem; but if she had been asked for one simple reason
why she yearned for the royal city she would have said honestly, “Because there
Yahweh will make himself known.”

Her longing placed her in sharp contrast to her husband. He would go to
Jerusalem, but only because it was a city where building was to be done. Because
he loved Kerith he was willing to help her gain something she so keenly desired,
but her preoccupation with Yahweh he only half comprehended; as a man of Ur he
knew that Baal governed the earth of Makor and he was content to build here on
the old familiar site. Where he worked and on what was of little importance, for
like a good engineer he accepted whatever commissions reached his hands and he
never inquired too closely as to their origins. He would have been as happy to
build a new slave camp as he would have been to reconstruct the small temple of
Makor, for he would have seen in the former job a chance to keep the slaves alive
for a longer time, which was a sensible ambition.

So Jabaal the engineer committed to Baal, and Kerith the mystic dedicated to
Yahweh came to their home at the end of the street and to that confrontation
which would often be repeated within the walls of Makor during its long history:
the conscious choice between gods. Like many people faced with this ultimate
decision of which god they will worship and in what way, they shied away from
direct dialogue, hoping that time would solve the problem and make the decision
for them. Kerith started to point out that when General Amram arrived... but
Hoopoe did not hear her, for he was already constructing imaginary plans. He
rolled up his sheet of leather, collected his drawing materials and returned to the
slave camp, where he directed a group of his men to build a rough table at which
he and the Moabite could work in the critical days ahead.

On the roll of leather, made from a calf’s skin whose hairy side had been
scraped smooth, and using a reed pen and an ink made from soot, vinegar and
olive oil, Hoopoe finished the details of the master plan for his water system, and
Meshab noticed that he took much care to insure that the diagonal of the shaft
followed the range established by the six flags, and he asked why. Pointing to the
diagonal, Hoopoe said, “It’s this that will make the tunnel possible.”



Saying no more, he began to impress into soft clay tablets sectional drawings of
the various kinds of work that would have to be done, some forty-five tablets in all,
and when these were finished Meshab hauled them off to a kiln for baking into
permanent form, so that on the evening before General Amram’s arrival the two
men had their data complete: a large roll of leather which the general could use for
explanations in Jerusalem and the series of indestructible tablets to govern the
work in Makor.

Next morning, on a bright day at the end of the month of Ziv, when flowering
trees made the Galilee a land of singing beauty, when pistachio bushes sent forth
red budlets and pomegranate leaves were a tender green, General Amram and his
company rode in from Megiddo upon horses, which were rarely seen in Makor.
Children ran along the road to greet the visitors, while at the gates of the city the
governor waited with clay pitchers of wine and lavers filled with cold water, which
the soldiers sloshed over themselves, drying their heads with cloths supplied by
women of the town, among whom was Kerith, who had volunteered to serve the
general.

Amram was the typical military leader of the Hebrew empire, nearing fifty, hard
and spare, with a close-clipped beard and stubby red hair. He had blue eyes, deep
wrinkles across his brow and a short scar along his left cheek; he was relaxed and
thoughtful, attentive to the life about him and able to judge it with a detached
shrewdness. In these first minutes he saw that Kerith was a beautiful woman of
the age he preferred, not entirely happy in Makor, who wanted to impress him
with her husband’s accomplishments, and he suspected that if he responded he
might have an enjoyable time in this provincial town. So when Kerith handed him
a cloth he took it slowly and smiled, showing between his hairy lips white teeth
that were widely spaced.

“Your name is?”

“Kerith,” she replied, adding hastily, “wife of Jabaal, who built these
fortifications,”

“From the approaches they looked strong.”

Before she could assure him that they were, the governor interrupted to
announce that the visitors were invited to his quarters for the speeches of
welcome, but after two were offered General Amram said, “I've come to inspect the
new walls and I wish to do so.” Brusquely he left the ceremony and entered upon
the walls, pleased to see that Kerith was staying at his side.

“These are strong walls that we have built,” the governor said unctuously, and
Hoopoe, following at the rear, thought: For a whole year I had to fight him for
permission to build them, and now theyre his walls. Condescendingly the
governor added, “They were built by this man, whom we call Hoopoe,” and he
bobbed his head up and down like a hoopoe bird. General Amram’s men laughed,
but the general thought: They call him Hoopoe, which infuriates his pretty wife,
but he does look fairly stupid.

In his various inspection tours General Amram had often been involved in
similar situations and he now saw what he must do in this one: Flatter the
husband before his superiors, get him out of the way, and then see what his lovely
wife wished to do. Accordingly, he said, “Jabaal, since you’re the one who built the
walls, let’s climb that hill in back of town and see how good they are.”



“I’ll bring the wine,” the governor volunteered, but Amram cut him off.

“We’ll go alone,” he snapped, striding off with such vigor that Hoopoe’s fat legs
had difficulty keeping up.

For more than an hour the two men circled the town, checking various points,
then climbed halfway up the mountain to study the fortifications methodically.
“Those slopes of earth leading to the wall,” Amram asked. “Have you thought of
protecting them in some way?”

“We've considered two possibilities. We could pave the present slopes, which
would take much rock. Or we could cut away two cubits of earth all around, which
would lay bare the old Hyksos glacis which is paved and in good condition. Which
would the general suggest?”

“Neither,” Amram said. “Take too many slaves. And in the end you wouldn’t be a
lot better off than you are now. But one thing I would do.” He pointed to a section
of wail where private houses were encroaching upon the battlements, using the
town wall for one side of the house and continuing it upward, with windows cut
into the upper wall. “I'd get rid of those windows right away. Remember how
Rahab let down the ropes for our spies at Jericho?”

“What would the general suggest?”

“Brick them up, today. While you still have some slaves.”

Twice General Amram had referred to Hoopoe’s slaves. “Are you going to take
away my slaves?” the little man asked.

“When the work’s finished here we can use trained builders in Jerusalem. And it
looks as if you were about finished.” He was a gruff man, long in the field, and
although he had begun by feeling contempt for Hoopoe, an inspection of the man’s
work forced him to recognize it as a superior job. Placing his arm about the little
engineer he said, “And I shall tell the king that it was work well done.”

Hoopoe mumbled his thanks, then muttered a silent prayer to Baal and tackled
the bigger problem. “General Amram, the new fortifications mean nothing so long
as the water supply is vulnerable.”

“From here that waterwall looks strong.”

“It’s been patched. It’s stronger than it was. But we both know that even one of
your lesser armies could knock it down.”

The general had to like this honest builder. In Amram’s first minutes on the
mountainside he had spotted the fatal weakness of Makor, but he had said
nothing, realizing that the town was a frontier settlement which might have to be
sacrificed. If the Phoenicians ever decided to assault it, he knew they could
puncture the waterwall and strangle the town, but the loss need not be crucial to
the empire. Nevertheless, he was impressed that Hoopoe understood the tactical
situation.

“But there is a way that Makor could be made so strong that no enemy could
capture it,” Hoopoe said, trying to make himself sound convincing.

“How?”

In a few crisp sentences Hoopoe explained that a shaft could be dug in the
middle of town and connected by a tunnel to the well. Glancing nervously, he was
pleased to see that General Amram understood. “Then we tear down the waterwall,
erase all marks that it had ever been there, roof over the well with large stones and
bury it in thirty feet of earth. No one would ever see our well again except from the



inside of the tunnel.” He became inspired by the concept, and suddenly words
spouted from his mouth. He was a poet, a general, compelling in his logic and
command of detail. He spoke of the security that Makor would know, a security
which the empire would share for centuries to come. “Against this town,” he cried,
“the Phoenicians could thunder for fifteen months on end, while your garrison,
General, would rest secure inside. Jerusalem would be safe.”

Against his will—for he was not a man prone to enthusiasm—Amram became
infected by Hoopoe’s excitement and he was seduced into visualizing Makor as a
permanent bulwark of the western frontier. As Hoopoe continued, the little town
began to look different: the ramparts became stronger, the fatal waterwall
vanished and he saw Phoenician mercenaries beating against the town in futility.
Hoopoe stopped speaking and waited.

“What would it require?” Amram asked bluntly.

“The slaves I have. Plus fifty more.”

“Have you plans?” He was sure the enthusiastic little man did.

“Come to my house,” Hoopoe said quietly, afraid lest he appear too eager, and
as they re-entered the main gate he called to one of the guards, “Fetch me Meshab
the Moabite.”

“Who?” Amram asked.

“My foreman. He has the clay tablets.”

Waiting in the governor’s house Kerith heard that General Amram and her
husband had gone directly to her home, and she ran through minor alleys hoping
to reach there first so as to receive them properly, but when she ran up, out of
breath, the men were already there, lying flat on the floor, studying Jabaal’s
leather roll of the water system. “Oh no!” she whispered to herself. “My foolish
husband is bothering that great man with such nonsense,” She brought them cool
drinks, but they took no notice of her, so she sat where she could watch the
general and where finally he found time to watch her while Hoopoe continued to
draw imaginary tunnels with his finger.

The three remained thus for some time, when the big Moabite appeared, led by
one of the guards. The tall southerner had barely entered the room with his clay
tablets when General Amram saw him, leaped to his feet and cried, “What is this
one doing here?”

“He is Meshab, my foreman,” Hoopoe explained. “Show General Amram...”

But before the Moabite could lay out the detailed drawings Amram turned his
back and said, “Take him away.”

“Sir,” Hoopoe protested, “he’s our best workman.”

“l know who he is,” Amram snapped. “He killed my brother.”

“He was sent to us some years ago.”

“l know when he was sent. I sent him.”

Meshab remained silent as General Amram recalled King David’s struggle
against the Moabites. In strict fact, the Hebrews had never really defeated the
desert kingdom, for Meshab and a few like him had conducted a brilliant strike-
and-run defense, but in the end Moab had been reduced to a kind of vassaldom:
“As peace was being discussed, this one struck at our camp and slew my brother.
When he was captured I wanted to kill him with my own hands.”

He turned away and silence in the room became embarrassing, but Kerith said,



“Place the tablets here, slave, and return to camp.” Her command reminded
everyone that Meshab was now only a slave and the tension eased. General
Amram thought: That woman’s clever.

At the feasts prepared by the governor, the general had additional opportunity
to observe the superiority of this woman, and she, guessing at some of the ideas
going through his mind, took pains to present herself appealingly: when he wished
dates or honey he received them from her, and by the end of the second day it was
apparent to General Amram that Hoopoe’s wife wished to be alone with him.

Hoopoe, preoccupied with the chance of gaining authorization for his water
system, overlooked his wife but continued to press upon Amram arguments in
favor of the tunnel, so on the third day Amram said, “Hoopoe, why don’t you take
your Moabite slave and go up the mountain and see if you can lay out the line of
flags you've been talking about?”

“We've already tried,” Hoopoe said. “We’re sure the plan will work.”

General Amram was irritated. “I'll tell you what to do. You go up on the hill
while he stays here, and you can actually erect the flags.”

A flush of joy came over the bearded face of the fat builder. “Does this mean
that you are going to authorize the tunnel?”

“Well...” General Amram had about decided not to waste the effort on Makor,
but he could now see, standing behind the builder, his lovely waiting wife and
something must be done to get rid of the foolish fellow. “Go ahead,” he said on the
spur of the moment. “Dig the tunnel.”

“Ill bring the governor!” Hoopoe cried, and before either Kerith or General
Amram could halt him he appeared with the governor, and the authorization for
the tunnel was made official. “Now I'll go on the mountain and locate the flags,” he
cried, and with the joy of a child he ran through the streets, calling for the guards
to send him Meshab from the slave camp.

When he was safely gone, when the pompous governor had returned in
bewilderment to his quarters, wondering how Hoopoe had persuaded General
Amram to authorize the water system, the general suggested to Kerith, “Perhaps
the slave girls would like to take the children for a walk,” and when the servants
were gone he relaxed easily in Hoopoe’s wooden chair and speculated upon what
was to happen next.

General Amram was a man with much experience and three wives, two of whom
he had taken from other men, and he fancied this lovely Makor woman. Certainly
she had given him cause to arrange this meeting and he could guess the reason
why: She’s annoyed with her fat little husband who can do nothing but dig holes
in the ground. She thinks of anyone from Jerusalem as a man bringing adventure.
He had other clever explanations in which he figured large, but none came close to
the problem that Kerith now placed before him.

“l wanted to talk to you so much,” she said, sitting primly on a three-legged
stool some distance away.

“About what?” he asked with grand condescension.

“l must get to Jerusalem,” she said in a burst of words. “My husband can build
so much there. You've seen his work. And I...”

“What about you?” the general asked, leaning forward and showing his wide-
spaced teeth.



“I want to be where the worship of Yahweh is pure,” she said softly.

“You what?”

“My father was priest here in Makor, and his father before him as far back as we
can remember.”

“What’s that got to do with going to Jerusalem?”

And she told him. For the first time in his life General Amram heard the
complaint that was going to echo throughout Israel for many centuries: “In Makor
we are far from the sources of Yahweh, but in Jerusalem we could live near the
sanctuaries of his holiness. In Makor we share the world with Baal; but in
Jerusalem, Yahweh alone reigns. In our little town the great kings are not; but in
Jerusalem, David lives, and to be near him is to be near the sun.”

“There are many ways you could get to Jerusalem,” the general said, starting to
come toward her, but in innocence she misunderstood his purpose and rose to
greet him as if he were a travel-weary member of her family.

“You must be very tired,” she said, leading him to a room where tubs of cool
water stood. “May I pour the buckets over your head, and then you can sleep.” She
made him take off his upper tunic and bend over a drain, while she washed his
head as she would have done her father’s. Then she roughened his hair and chest
with a heavy cloth and gave him a robe to throw about his shoulders. She led him
to a bed and promised to call him if he slept too long, and as she closed the
curtains she happened to see her husband on the mountainside. “He’s still up
there,” she said, “waving his arms and making silly signals.”

“l intended him to be there... for some time.”

Kerith looked down at the relaxed general, so close to sleep and in such
unexpected circumstances, and asked, “How shall we get to Jerusalem, General
Amram?”

The warrior looked up at the enticing woman and smiled. “Help him to build his
tunnel. When it’s finished the king will surely hear of it.” And before he fell asleep
he pictured Hoopoe on the hill, waving his arms.

Hoopoe’s plan was simple. On a spot above the town, but in line with the
waterwall, he had planted the first red flag which for the next three years would
serve as the standard marker for the job, since it was visible from all parts of the
town. Next he had climbed higher and planted a second flag, establishing a range
which passed through the first flag, the well and the middle of the waterwall.
Whenever the slaves had these two flags in line they could be sure they were
properly oriented for digging the tunnel. This completed, he had begun doing what
his wife had described to General Amram as “making silly signals.”

On four different roofs in Makor, Hoopoe had stationed slaves with poles to
which red flags had been tied, and by means of prearranged signals he was now
moving his slaves back and forth until all were in line with the range he had
already staked out on the mountainside. When each man was in position he
waved a white cloth, and the slaves began fixing their flags in the permanent line
that would be used for digging the main shalft.

Meshab the Moabite had been assigned the roof of the governor’s house, for this
rose higher than the others and thus formed a prominent landmark; but as the
slave walked back and forth among drying seeds to position the important sixth
flag which would anchor the range, he annoyed the governor, who left his quarters



to cry, “Who is on my roof?”

A crowd collected as the official began ranting at the slave and there might have
been trouble, for the Moabite was loath to take down his needed flag, but just as
the governor was becoming ugly, General Amram appeared, washed and relaxed,
and he could see the desirability of keeping the flag in its present position. He
joined Meshab on the roof to study the range of flags, then summoned everyone
including Hoopoe to a council below. “The governor is right,” he announced. “The
last flag should not be on his roof.” Hoopoe started to protest, but before he could
do so the general added, “But since the flag is essential, why not place it on the
wall?”

The crowd murmured its approval of this wise decision, but Hoopoe said, “From
the wall the stick will be too short for the flag to be seen.”

“I've thought about that,” General Amram said, “and what you must do
tomorrow is go into the forest and find a young tree that will be tall enough.”

So the naive little engineer disappeared into the forest while General Amram
returned to the house by the west wall, where he spent the afternoon with Kerith.
Meshab the Moabite, working on the wall, saw the trick that the clever general was
playing and was incensed. When on successive afternoons Amram devised new
ways to keep the fat engineer occupied, the big slave felt a growing bitterness; but
his suspicions of what transpired in Hoopoe’s house were not justified. General
Amram, at ease in the engineer’s chair, was finding Kerith even more complicated
than he had taken her to be on their first afternoon together. She tended her
famous visitor as if he were her father, bringing him cold drinks and comforts like
a slave, yet rebuffing with charming innocence his attempts to seduce her. Had he
been younger he might have wrestled with her; as a man nearing fifty he was
amused by the faithful wife and tried to penetrate her reasoning, discovering that
she really believed that if she were kind to him he might take her husband to
Jerusalem.

“Why are you so dissatisfied with this pretty town?” he asked one afternoon,
clutching at the hem of her gray robe as she went past.

Like a dancer from the desert she twisted and her skirt flew out in rhythmic
swirls, passing over his hand and leaving an enticing fragrance in the air. He
laughed, then listened as she said, “I feel corrupted, living in a town like Makor,
where Yahweh and Baal are both worshiped.”

“I've found Makor attractive,” he said. “Not as much so as I had hoped.”

She ignored his response and asked, “When you waken in the morning in
Jerusalem, doesn’t it thrill you to be at the center of the earth? Where Yahweh
dwells?”

General Amram coughed. Kerith was being either naive or taunting, and in
either case he was growing bored. Seeing no reason to prolong evasions he said
frankly, “To tell you the truth, I'm loyal to Dagon.”

“Dagon!” Kerith cried, appalled at the idea.

“Yes. I served with King David when he was hired by the Philistines, and I grew
to like them. Theyre good warriors and Dagon is a powerful god. Oh, I suppose
Yahweh is satisfactory too. I know the king worships him, but I'm a fighting man
and I keep to simple tastes.”

Kerith stepped back. This man, this famous general, saying without fear that he



was loyal to a god made of stone like Dagon. “I’'m surprised Yahweh doesn’t...”

“Strike me dead?” Amram laughed. “Oh, I pay homage to Yahweh, too. As a
soldier you mustn’t overlook anything that may help your side. But my personal
loyalty...”

“Is to Dagon?”

“Yes.” He rubbed his stubbled head, pulled himself out of Hoopoe’s chair, and to
Kerith’s surprise caught her by the waist and embraced her with chuckling good
humor. “You’re a dear wife, Kerith.” He kissed her. “And some day you’ll reach
Jerusalem.” He kissed her again, holding her arms to prevent her struggling. “And
Yahweh will be waiting.” He kissed her farewell and left the house, laughing to
himself. She stood alone in the room, defiled, not by his kisses—which she
understood—but by his blasphemy. Slowly she knelt beside her husband’s chair
and prayed.

“Yahweh, let me ascend to your city. Let me come singing to your gates,
Jerusalem.”

That night at the final dinner General Amram was astonished when Hoopoe
announced, “Governor, I'm leaving my house by the west wall.”

Kerith gave a cry of joy. “Jerusalem?”

“No,” Hoopoe said. “Tomorrow we start digging the main shaft, and I'm going to
build myself a new house along the edge.” The guests reacted noisily, and he
added, “The work is so important that I'll need to be on hand.”

“Good idea!” Amram said. “We’ll start tonight.” And with a spurious gaiety he led
the party out of the governor’s house and along the curving street, past the silent
shops and to a spot near the postern gate where Hoopoe showed him the location
of the shaft. Pouring a glass of red wine onto the ground, the general made a
short, sardonic speech: “It has been a long time since I have visited so charming a
country town and met such charming country people.” He bowed toward the
governor and Kerith. “In my travels I have seen no fortifications superior to these
built by the man you call Hoopoe.” The crowd began to cheer this gracious
compliment, but Amram spoiled the effect by bobbing his head up and down like a
hoopoe bird, and there were giggles. “I feel sure,” he concluded, “that the new
water system, if it is ever completed, will be the marvel of the north.” Kerith
realized that he was mocking both Hoopoe and Makor, and that sense of
disillusionment set in which would lead to her final judgment of the general; she
felt pity for him, that he should live in Jerusalem so close to Yahweh and King
David without having discovered the inner significance of either the city, the god or
the king.

When the mock ceremony ended he smiled at Kerith condescendingly and said,
“Go home now and help your little man build his little tunnel, and maybe some
day you’ll both get to Jerusalem.” She was humiliated, yet in the morning she
stood in the crowd that lined the town walls to cheer the general on his way back
to Megiddo, and as he disappeared toward the swamp she thought how strange it
was that he who appreciated Jerusalem so little should be allowed to reside in that
city, while she who longed so desperately for Yahweh should be denied this boon.
She resented the basic unfairness of life, and tears came to her eyes, but as she
climbed down from the wall she caught Meshab staring at her with undisguised
contempt, and she wondered what had occasioned this reaction.



She went home with Hoopoe, who now became so absorbed in launching both
the water system and his new house that she was increasingly left alone in the
old, to which the general had brought a fragrance of Jerusalem, and staying there
with her two children she was able to see with unemotional accuracy what she
must do: as carefully as her husband planned his punctures of the earth, she
planned how she would reach Jerusalem, that citadel of the one true god. The next
three years would be tedious, and she knew it, but she suspected that General
Amram’s cynical advice was accurate: “Rely on your husband’s completion of the
tunnel.” This she would do and with the compassion and love she had formerly felt
for him, for she could not ignore the respect General Amram had shown for Jabaal
the engineer, even while laughing at Hoopoe the man.

She therefore dedicated herself to helping him attain his ambition, trusting that
if she did so she would gain access to Jerusalem. She helped him transfer his
headquarters into the new house, then listened with understanding as he
discussed the various difficulties he was encountering. In all outward respects she
became a woman content with her life in Makor, attentive to her husband’s
problems and respectful of the local gods; but never for one moment of one day did
she submerge her longing for the presence of Yahweh and the reality of Jerusalem.
When some months later word reached Makor that King David’s general of the
eastern forces, Amram, had been slain in an expedition against the rebellious
Moabites, she felt a personal involvement and went back to the old house and
stood alone in the room where the robust general had sat. She remembered him
now principally as the conniving, self-opinionated man who had spoken arrogantly
of Yahweh and King David, and she was amazed that so insensitive a person had
progressed so far in a spiritual city like Jerusalem, and when at table Hoopoe
eulogized him she remained silent. “He was the author of our good fortune,” the
little builder said, “and what is more important, when he promised me fifty new
slaves he sent them.” He was deeply moved by the general’s death, for he had
imagined that when the water system was finished and he went to Jerusalem,
Amram would adopt him as a kind of protégé, but now the first man to have
championed the tunnel was dead, and Hoopoe felt abandoned.

The excavation of the various holes that would unite to form the water system
required, as Hoopoe had predicted, a full three years. The first seventeen months
were spent sinking the square main shaft, whose diagonal, twenty-nine feet
across, Hoopoe took pains to keep aligned with the flags. In the beginning the
great hole had to pass through the accumulated rubble of the mound, and the
diggers uncovered relics first of the bronze age when the Hebrews were bringing
El-Shaddai to the site, then of the earlier copper age when Canaanites were
erecting monoliths to Baal, and finally of the stone age when the Family of Ur was
first erecting its menhir to El. In the digging Hoopoe occasionally found some
article of interest which he took to his wife, so that the main room of their home
became lined with small shelves on which he placed old statues and bits of metal.
It was his opinion—not shared by others—that down along the sides of the hole
one could detect signs of many towns that had vanished, and he was particularly
impressed with one solid band of black soot that reached across the entire area
some eight feet under the surface. “I think that at this point Makor must have
been burned away,” he told Meshab, and he recalled the poems and legends kept



alive in his family regarding the fight between Baal and El-Shaddai which had
ended in a general fire, but others were sure that if a town had burned so long ago
its ashes would have washed away in the rain. They proved their argument by
lighting a fire, making ash, and then washing it completely away with a bowl of
water. Long after the experiment Hoopoe found the answer: “Of course you can
wash away a little ash. It goes from here to there. But suppose everything is ash?
Both here and there? Where then does it go?” But by that time the slaves were
digging into solid rock.

It was here that Meshab the Moabite became so valuable. The rock of this area
was a semi-soft limestone which when soaked with water could be worked like a
hard clay. Iron-edged tools could be driven into it and huge chunks broken away,
square-edged to be used in building houses later. It was Meshab who discovered
the proper sequence for working the limestone: slant the floor of the hole in one
direction so that water could seep into stony crevices, then excavate the portions
over which the water had been standing, tilting the floor in the opposite direction.
He also rigged the thick ropes that hauled out the quarried stone and built the two
circular inclines that would take one set of women down to the well on one set of
stairs while their sisters climbed up another flight that did not interfere with the
first. Meshab became more than a foreman; in every respect he was Hoopoe’s
second in command, and it was Hoopoe who finally suggested that he leave the
slave camp and move into a small room at the rear of the new house so that he
could be available throughout the night in case of emergency. At first Kerith did
not like the idea of having a murderous slave so near at hand, but when she
remembered the hovel in which he had been living she consented. The governor
objected, but Hoopoe insisted that the project was too big and too important to go
unguarded by the man who knew it best, so the tall Moabite took up his residence
in the rear of the house. One night, as the two builders studied the gaping hole
they had chopped into the earth, Hoopoe said, “Next week we start the tunnel. You
go in from here. I'll go in from the well and somewhere down there we’ll meet. At
that moment, Meshab, I shall embrace you as a freed-man.” The slave said
nothing, for he was wondering how he could keep his tunnel headed straight
through the darkness, through the concentrations of solid rock. How could two
men, starting from opposite directions, find each other in the bowels of the earth?

When the shaft was completed Hoopoe and Meshab stood at the bottom and
looked upward at the small square of sky which showed its blue impartially by
yielding no hint of direction, and Meshab said, “From here no range is visible. The
well might lie in any direction,” and Hoopoe replied, “Would I have brought you so
far if I did not have a secret?” And he led Meshab out of the well and out of the
town to a spot far in the hills where tall trees grew, and he asked the slave, “How
high is that one?” and Meshab judged the tall tree to be at least thirty cubits. “It
will do,” Hoopoe said confidently and he sat down to wait while Meshab returned
to Makor for a gang of slaves to chop down the tree; but when the Moabite was
gone Hoopoe lost his sense of assurance and humbled himself before the tree,
clutching its trunk with his hands and praying, “Baal-of-this-Tree, I depend on
you to help us find our way.” And for the better part of an hour he prayed, an
engineer seeking guidance from the tool he was about to use.

When the tree was felled and its branches trimmed away, the slaves began



hauling it back to town, and when it was brought through the postern gate Hoopoe
said, “Take it to the square shaft at once”; and there he placed it diagonally across
the gaping square so that its direction duplicated the range established by the six
flags; and since the range now passed directly along the tree, any tunnel that
followed the line of the tree would have to intersect the well.

“Your job is to follow the tree,” Hoopoe told the Moabite.

“And how will I do that after the first day, when I can no longer see the tree
above me?”

Then the genius of Hoopoe manifested itself, for he disclosed the secret he had
been perfecting over the last two years. He asked for a ball of strong white cord, to
one end of which he fastened a heavy stone. Then, going to the point where the
tree formed the southern end of the diagonal, he tied the free end of the cord
about the trunk and slowly allowed the rock to fall till it just touched the bottom of
the shaft. Next he went to the northern end of the diagonal and repeated the
process, so that now he had at the bottom of the shaft two rocks holding taut two
perpendicular strings so placed that a line between them would exactly reproduce
the line of the tree and therefore the range of the six flags. And now Hoopoe’s care
in orienting his diagonal so precisely bore fruit, for by this device he had insured
that the two strings would be as far apart as possible and thus give maximum
protection against error. If Meshab could keep these two strings in line as he dug,
he must find the well.

The Moabite, with a shout of joy—such as a hunter utters when he sees a deer,
or a sea captain when he sees the harbor—cried, “It can be done!” And when he
hurried down to the bottom of the shaft and saw what a clean, hard line the two
taut strings provided, he said, “At night we can place two lamps at the foot of the
strings, and we can see our way into the heart of the earth, no matter how dark it
gets.” And he looked at the engineer, so like the hoopoe bird when he walked, and
felt an inexpressible admiration for the intelligence of this man.

And so on a bright sunny morning in Ethanim of the second year—when
summer had ended and only the major rivers found enough water to stay alive and
when men waited for rain so they could plow their fields and sow their winter’s
wheat—Meshab the Moabite hammered the first iron wedge into the limestone
barrier separating the bottom of the shaft from the well, and for twelve months
thereafter he would keep his men working away at the rock, digging a tunnel that
slanted downward. At the first sledge blow Hoopoe prayed, “Baal, lead us through
this darkness,” and aloft at the edge of the pit Kerith prayed, “Yahweh, bring him
success that he may take me up to Jerusalem.”

Now Hoopoe moved to the well end, and there his problem was more difficult.
Originally Makor had obtained its water from a spring which bubbled freely from
the earth, but as the millennia passed two changes occurred: the earth about the
lip of the spring grew upward year by year because of accumulated rubble; and
during each century the chopping down of trees in the area—not many yet, but
each year more and more—caused the actual water level to be drawn downward.
These two agencies working in contrary directions meant that the surface of the
spring sank lower and lower into the earth, so that by the time the first walls were
built about the mound the spring had already become a well whose sides had to
be dug constantly deeper and walled with stone.



Since it was essential that his workmen see the range flags, Hoopoe ripped away
the roof of the waterwall. He also demolished the circular wall around the well,
and when the area was cleared he began sinking a narrow shaft straight down to
water level. But when he approached the surface of the well he found an old cave
that had been inhabited by men more than two hundred thousand years before. In
the days when his forefather Ur had been worried about the cultivation of wheat,
this earlier cave was already two thousand centuries old, buried and forgotten.
Now Hoopoe walled it up again and continued his way down to the water level, and
when he reached the desired spot he ordered his slaves to dig out a considerable
hollow, providing a floor space from which his men could work and on which
women seeking water in future years could rest their jars. Then across the upper
opening of the shaft he placed a tree in line with the range of flags, and again he
dropped two weighted lines to the well, and these showed the intended direction;
but since the diameter of this temporary shaft was so much less than the diagonal
of Meshab’s main shaft, the strings could not be far apart nor the accuracy of his
range so precise, and the reason he had chosen to work from the well was because
there the responsibility was greater. Eight and nine times a day he would lie on his
stomach to check the range, satisfy himself that he must be headed right, then
study the clay tablets to determine the upward pitch his slaves must follow. After
that he had to trust that sooner or later his men digging on their upward slant
would meet Meshab’s as they worked downward.

When these problems of direction and slant were solved there remained another
of even greater difficulty. Hoopoe had always intended his water system to
accommodate many women passing to and fro with jugs on their heads, and this
required the tunnel to be about ten feet high and six feet across, and no matter
how skillfully Meshab dug downward from the shaft and Hoopoe upward from the
well, if they dug massive full-sized tunnels it would be a miracle if they met
exactly. “I'd never find you down there,” Hoopoe confessed. “You might be digging
on that level, I on this, and we’d go right past one another. We’d waste years.”

Meshab agreed: “If we did happen to meet it would be pure luck.”

“But what we can do,” Hoopoe reasoned, “is to start with very small holes. Just
big enough for the diggers to work in. We'll penetrate until we can hear each other
through the rock. Then we’ll join the small holes. Yours may be above mine or off
to one side, but that won’t matter. Because we can go back and dig our tunnels
the proper size, making whatever corrections are necessary.” Meshab had agreed
to the plan, and now in the month of Abib, at the beginning of the third year, when
in the fields above the spring rain came down and brewers sought the new barley,
the two men drove at each other through little tunnels barely four feet high and
only two feet wide. For hours at a time a skilled slave would work in cramped
position, hardly able to swing his hammer. When he had finished chopping away
the rock, other slaves would crawl in to pass along the debris until it reached the
well, and then a fresh cutter would move to the face of the rock; twenty-four hours
a day the work continued, since the presence of daylight was of no consequence.
But each evening, when sunset colored the town a shimmering bronze, came the
most exciting moment of the excavation. The slaves would withdraw from their
little tunnels and Meshab the Moabite would descend the main shaft and crawl
with a sledge to the end of his tunnel, while Hoopoe would climb down into the



well and lug his sledge to the face of his. On the town wall between the two
entrances a slave would stand holding a long pole bearing a white flag. When other
slaves at the two openings signaled that the men with the sledges were in place,
the slave on the wall would wave his flag ceremoniously, then dip it sharply
toward, the town. Slaves stationed in the main shaft would shout down the
echoing deep, “Meshab, Meshab! It is your turn.” At the entrance to the downward
tunnel other slaves would cry, “Meshab, Meshab! It is your turn.” And at the face
of his tunnel Meshab the Moabite would hammer the solid rock nine times in slow,
steady rhythm, hoping that somewhere in the earth his partner Hoopoe might
hear.

At the end of the ninth blow Meshab would call back that he had finished, and
the signal would pass to the shaft and up to the slave on the wall. With a flourish
he would drop his flag toward the well outside the walls, and there other slaves
would echo, “Hoopoe, Hoopoe! It is your turn,” and in the darkness of his tunnel
the master engineer would strike his wall nine times in stately rhythm while
Meshab listened; but always the mass of rock between the two men absorbed the
sound.

Each dusk the men sent nine signals nine times, then crawled out of their holes
and met to discuss what was happening. Since they could measure with cords
how far each had penetrated into the earth, and since they could lay off those
measurements along the line of the water-wall, they could see from the ground
approximately where the ends of the tunnels must be, and as night came they
would stand on the surface where the cords lay and deduce how far apart they
were.

They were now separated by some sixty feet and were reaching the point at
which it ought to be possible for sounds to be carried through limestone, and they
began to hope that at the next sunset they would hear each other, but even when
they didn’t they felt a growing sense of assurance that they must be on the right
headings. Their work was an act of faith so intense that of itself it had sustained
them during the first two years, and they went each morning to the tunnels
refreshed. Perhaps this would be the day when the first sound would be heard.
But when the month of Abib passed and Ziv came again, when men coming out of
the dark tunnels looked with whatever joy slaves can know at the new flowers, the
two leaders began to lose courage because of the failure of their signals to
penetrate the rock. Could something be wrong? Could they be so wide of each
other, or so ill placed vertically, that they were missing by a large margin?

Patiently they reconstructed the operation, confronting each possible source of
error honestly like men well trained. “You go to the mountain this time,” Hoopoe
suggested, “and check the range I laid out.” The Moabite left the town while
Hoopoe climbed the walls and the various houses, making signals with a flag, and
Meshab satisfied himself that all was in order. He came back to report, “The range
is right.” They then checked to see if the poles across the two openings conformed
to the range, and they did. Next came the critical part of the work. Did the lines
dropping down into the holes accurately reproduce the range established above?
At the main shaft this was relatively easy to check, for the diagonal was adequate,
permitting the two cords to stand relatively far apart, and this insured a secure
heading. “This end has got to be right,” Hoopoe said, but when they went to the



well, where the opening was small and where the critical cords could not be far
apart, it was apparent that error might have crept in.

With the greatest care the two men checked and rechecked the orientation at
the well and they had to conclude that it was impossible to be sure. “It could be a
little more to the north,” Meshab said honestly, and even a small error at the
beginning would yield a tragic error when the length of the tunnel was so great. It
was at this moment that Jabaal spoke like a true engineer. He was lying prone
near the well while Meshab stood by the strings, and from this position he said,
“This tunnel has got to be right. There can be no error and we must meet. But if
we do not, it is because I have failed. My eye has erred and the fault is on me.”

Disconsolate, he left the slaves and climbed out of the well, a tired, perplexed
man. Turning his back pn the tunnels, on the flags that hung limp in the humid
heat, he climbed the mountain seeking the high place where Baal lived, and there
alone he lay face downward before the god of this earth, these rocks, these dark
burrowings in the ground that seemed to have gone wrong. “Baal, show me the
way,” he pleaded humbly. “I am lost in the deep earth like a pitiful mole and my
eyes are blinded. Great Baal, guide me through the darkness.”

He stayed for many hours talking with the ancient god from whom his ancestors
had derived much consolation, and as the night progressed on the high place, the
stars moving across the heavens as Baal had long ago appointed them to move,
Jabaal the Hoopoe felt his confidence returning, and he intensified his prayers;
and as dawn came it seemed to him that Baal was giving his blessing. Then, as he
started down the mountain, morning broke out of the eastern hills and its
radiance filled the valleys of Galilee, showing the olive trees gray and beautiful, the
birds winging from the tall oaks and the little town snug within its walls, with red
flags fluttering slightly in the morning breeze, and the glory of that day was so
profound that Jabaal fell to his knees and cried, “Yahweh, Yahweh! I am your
child, your instrument. Use me as you will. Drive my head through the earth like a
battering ram to accomplish your purposes, great Yahweh, who has given me this
day.”

And he left the high place where he had talked with his gods, and he went to the
cave of the well and once more laid himself flat in the tunnel to study the critical
strings on which so much depended; and again he cried, “It has got to be right! It
can be no other!” And he drove his slaves all day, working often at the rock face
himself, and that evening when the slave on the wall signaled and the slaves in the
well cried, “Hoopoe, Hoopoe! It is your turn,” he slammed his sledge against the
rock nine times, but before he had finished there came from the other side,
through feet upon feet of primeval rock, the unplanned hammering of another
sledge, and the two captains beat upon the rocks, ignoring signals and hearing
each other through the solid darkness. Men began to cheer, first in the well and
then from the shaft and then all across the town, and flags were waved from the
walls and after a while Meshab and Hoopoe met in the open field where the cords
were approaching each other, and they knew where they were, and it was exactly
as they had planned so long ago.

That night Hoopoe walked with the Moabite to their house by the edge of the
shaft, and he bade the southern slave good night. He entered his portion of the
house, where he bathed; he came into the room where Kerith had a fine meal



waiting, but he was not hungry. “We have done it!” he told her with quiet
exultation. “In a few weeks we shall meet.”

“I heard the shouting and ran to the shaft. Even the governor came and we were
very proud.” And as she kissed him she whispered, “Today Jerusalem is closer,”
and she begged him to eat. But he could not eat that night, and after a while he
took his fair wife to bed, where he was soon the happiest man in Makor.

By sound testings Hoopoe and Meshab corrected their headings and set their
teams to work on the final push that would unite the two test tunnels, but work
was slowed by the fact that the iron tools required for chopping out the rock had
been overused and were no longer effective. The two men decided that new tools
were required, and to obtain them it was necessary that someone go into the
Phoenician seaport of Aecho, which was the only source for iron tools in the area.
Because bargaining for a just price was important, Hoopoe felt that he must go,
and at first it was his intention to take Meshab along—as an earned reward for
having dug his end of the tunnel properly—but the governor dissuaded him from
this by pointing out that now more than ever it was essential to have skilled help
on hand to supervise what seemed to him the critical stages of the work. Hoopoe
was tempted to point out that the true critical stages had occurred seven months
ago when he and the Moabite had studied their strings and had oriented their
tunnels properly. “Anyone who can listen to sounds can finish the work now,” he
said to his wife, but she supported the governor, and so when he started out for
Aecho he was forced to go alone.

To have seen Hoopoe set forth on his exciting journey one would have thought
that he was heading for some distant territory: even though the hot season was
approaching he dressed in a long robe, wore a dagger, climbed on a donkey and
waited while the caravan of two groats merchants formed up around him. He
waved good-bye to Kerith as if he did not expect to see her for some years, called
instructions to the Moabite, who stood on the wall, and saluted the governor. He
kicked his donkey, gathered his robes about his knees and was off.

Aecho lay eight miles west of Makor, along an easy road that caravans had been
traveling for thousands of years, but it was a mark of this land that throughout
history Aecho and Makor were rarely held by the same nation. In most ages Makor
marked the westward terminal of some inland people; in all conditions of the land
strangers usually occupied the seaport. This year after long negotiation it
happened to be Hebrew in Makor, Phoenician in Aecho; in other years it would be
other combinations, for control of the sea was so vital that tribes and nations
would fight to retain Aecho, whereas they usually lost heart when called upon to
besiege Makor for even ten or eleven months; so that over a period of several
thousand years, to go from Makor to Aecho was usually a trip of magnitude, an
exploration into unknown ways and alien tongues.

Two miles west of Makor the caravan of the groats merchants came to a border
guard, where Phoenician soldiers wearing iron shields inspected them, took away
Hoopoe’s dagger, gave him a clay tablet receipt and grudgingly allowed him to
pass. After a few more miles customs officials checked his possessions, noted the
amount of gold he was carrying and gave him another clay tablet, which when
presented on his return trip would insure his right to depart. The Phoenicians
were polite but they seemed like powerful men who would tolerate no nonsense



from strangers, and Hoopoe treated them with deference.

Soon he saw on the horizon the walled city of Aecho, rising from the plains at
the point where the River Belus entered the sea. It was even then, in the years
before it was moved westward to the hooked promontory where it would become
famous in history, an enticing city, for ships from many parts of the
Mediterranean came to its harbor and its shops contained a variety of goods
matched only in the bazaars of Tyre and Ashkelon. It was through this port that
the iron smelted in distant forges reached the Hebrews, and in the shops of Aecho,
Hoopoe expected to find the tools his slaves needed.

At the gate to the city he was stopped for the third time, and the receipts given
him by the outlying inspectors were filed against the day of his departure. He was
warned that he must not get drunk; for the Phoenicians had found that whereas
their men could drink copious amounts of beer with little damaging effect, visiting
Hebrews after a few jugfuls were apt to become riotous. Hoopoe promised to
behave and was allowed to enter the exciting world of Aecho.

He went first to the waterfront, which had charmed him as a child, and there he
stayed for some time fascinated as before by the concept of a floating house that
was able to drift across an open sea yet put into port whenever its sailors directed.
He still could not understand the principle of the sail and wondered how sailors
could slow the craft down when it approached land; he was delighted with the
ships and the multitude of strange faces that looked down at him from the decks,
and he was pleased to see that one of the boats was unloading a cargo of iron.

How varied were the men who climbed half naked up the gangways leading from
the dock! He could recognize the Egyptians, the Africans, the Canaanites and the
Phoenicians, but there were half a dozen other types, stalwart men with enormous
shoulders whom he had not seen before. They must have come from Cyprus and
the distant islands, and they spoke languages which he did not understand. In
those years Aecho was an international seaport, and it took a rural Hebrew from
Makor to appreciate the wonder of the place.

He left the docks and wandered along the main thoroughfares, looking into
shops whose richness was strange to him: one jeweler who dispatched camels to
various parts of the east had turquoise from Arabia, alabaster from Crete,
amethyst and carnelian from Greek traders and chalcedony from Punt. He had
faience and enamel from Egypt and from the workshops of Aecho one of the
loveliest things Hoopoe had ever seen: a short length of glass rope braided from
eighteen strands of different-colored glass. Across the face it had been cut on a
diagonal, which was then polished, so that from any angle the intricate
interweavings were resplendent. “I would like that for my wife,” he said hesitantly
to the shopkeeper, not knowing whether he would be understood or not, but the
jeweler could speak in half a dozen languages—poorly but enough for trade—and
the bargaining began. Hoopoe feared that the cost might be prohibitive, for the
glass rope was more appealing to him than turquoise, and he was surprised at
how little it cost. “We make it here,” the jeweler said, and he showed Hoopoe his
courtyard where slaves were blowing the colored glass, spinning it out like
cobwebs.

Finally he came to the ironmonger’s, where he entered with reverence, for it had
been with iron that the Phoenicians and their southern neighbors had conquered



the land of Israel. King David, in his years as mercenary for the Philistines, had
learned the use of iron and in the end had accumulated enough of the metal to
turn it against them and win back much of the land; but dark iron, in many ways
more mysterious than gold, remained a monopoly of cities like Aecho and it still
accounted for Phoenician superiority along the seacoast.

The ironmonger stared at Hoopoe with suspicion, for the Hebrew was obviously
a wanderer and it was forbidden to sell iron carelessly, but Hoopoe was able to
present a signed clay tablet granting him permission to purchase iron tools
“providing none be weapons such as soldiers use.” The Phoenician shopkeeper
could not read, but he understood the restrictions and indicated the portion of the
shop from which the stranger was free to choose. With his arms akimbo he stood
protecting the other area where spearheads, sword blades and pikes were stacked
along with other weapons whose use Hoopoe could not fathom. The Phoenicians
wanted their visitors to see this arsenal, so that when they returned to the
hinterland they would repeat its awesome character; and Hoopoe, properly
impressed, muttered a small prayer to Baal: “Help us finish the water system
before these men of iron decide to attack again.”

From among the permitted items Hoopoe identified the chisels, hammers and
wedges he needed for finishing the tunnel, but when the time came for him to
place them in a pile, an amusing impasse took place which the Phoenician had
anticipated by inviting several of his neighboring shopkeepers in to watch. Iron
was so precious that as soon as any was cast and sharpened, it was covered with
animal fat to prevent rusting, and now Hoopoe grasped the first of his implements.
The fat stuck to his fingers and he drew his hand away, staring at the greasy
substance.

“That’s right,” the ironmonger said. “It’s pork.”

Even in those days the Hebrews were forbidden to eat pork, which they had
learned from sorrowful experience could cause death if improperly cooked, and to
them the entire body of the hog was repugnant. Phoenicians, of course, and the
other seacoast peoples who knew how to prepare the meat, liked the tasty food
and enjoyed laying little traps to embarrass the Hebrews—which the ironmonger
was now doing.

“It’s pork fat,” he repeated, and Hoopoe backed away, but when he saw the
precious tools he could not refrain from grasping them and placing them in his
pile. His hands became covered with pork fat, which at the end he smeared back
onto the implements lest they suffer. At the end the Phoenicians laughed and
helped the little engineer, providing him with a cloth for cleaning his hands.

“Pork fat never hurt a man who likes iron,” the storekeeper said. “I'll watch the
tools till you bring your donkeys around.”

Hoopoe left the ironmonger’s to inspect the interior of the city and was met by a
guard from his caravan, who advised him where they would be sleeping, for he
was not concerned about hurrying home; a sensible man could have left Makor
that morning, been in Aecho before noon, completed his business and been home
again by nightfall, but the opportunity to visit a Phoenician city came so seldom to
any Hebrew that Hoopoe intended to stretch it out as long as possible. Beside the
waterfront he found an inn, where he sat at ease eating strange fish and looking
with increasing thirst at an Egyptian merchant who was attended by two attractive



girls who served him jugs of beer. Some of the brown liquid spilled along the
corners of the man’s mouth and as it wasted itself on the pavement Hoopoe
became increasingly fascinated by the bubbles it formed. They seemed like the
essence of liquid, water intensified and wine improved upon.

Remembering the warning that Hebrews must not drink beer in Aecho, he
turned away from the Egyptian and attended to his fried fish, but it had been so
richly salted that his thirst increased. Bad luck brought an Aramaean to the
eating place, and he ordered beer, which he drank in four huge draughts,
throwing the last inch of liquid onto the pavement in front of Hoopoe.

“They don'’t strain the husks out,” the Aramaean said, ordering a second jug.

“No, they don’t,” Hoopoe echoed, professionally. He picked up one of the barley
husks and tasted it.

“You like to have a beer?” the Aramaean asked.

“l think I would,” Hoopoe said, and the Phoenician beer man brought him a
large jug of the cool beverage.

“Tastes good with fish?” the Aramaean asked. When Hoopoe nodded without
taking the jug from his lips, the man said, “You know, in these places they put
extra salt on the fish to make you want their beer.”

At midnight Hoopoe was still at the inn, drinking beer and singing Egyptian
songs with some sailors. He was loud but not boisterous, and the Phoenician
guards did not molest him, even though they knew that he was not supposed to be
there at that hour. It would have been difficult for them to explain why they did
not arrest him, but primarily it was because he was a happy-looking man, visibly
free of mean intentions. They supposed he had been working hard on some farm
and was enjoying himself. At the one-o’clock watch he was singing noisily but
stopped to explain to bystanders, “I do love a song. Listen to how that Cypriot
sings. I tell you, a man who can sing like that is very close to Yahweh.” No sooner
had he mentioned his god’s name among the unbelieving Phoenicians than he
clamped his hand over his mouth in apology, but when he did so he began to
giggle. “You mustn’t mind me,” he told the guards. “At home they call me Hoopoe.”
And he left the table and walked unsteadily up and down, bobbing his head this
way and that as his fat bottom weaved in the moonlight. “I’'m a hoopoe bird,” he
said.

“Would you like to visit the girls?” the Cypriot singer asked.

“Me? I'm married,” and he began to describe his wife while the innkeeper and
the guards listened. “She is about this tall and more gentle than a breeze blowing
in from the sea. All things that are beautiful she cherishes, so today I bought her
this.” With fumbling fingers he unwrapped the length of braided glass and in the
flickering light the eighteen multicolored strands were as beautiful as the woman
for whom they were intended.

“I have the best wife in the world,” he said with maudlin sentiment, “and the
best friend, too, even though he is a Moabite. And let me tell you this! A lot of you
people say unkind things about Moabites. They fight. They’re hard to govern. They
attack you when you’re not... But let me tell you this. I trust my Moabite so much
that on the day...”

The two groats merchants from Makor came looking for him, and the
Phoenicians said, “Better take the little fellow home.” And the Hebrews steadied



him while he tried to straighten his legs.

As the merchants walked him along the waterfront where ships rode at anchor
in the bay, Hoopoe looked with poorly focusing eyes and knew only that the night
was beautiful. “I was digging in that tunnel a long time,” he mumbled to the
merchants, and he began to resent the fact that Meshab the Moabite had not been
allowed to visit Aecho with him. “He should be here,” he began to shout. “He did
more than half the work.” He was willing to defend the merit of all Moabites, but
his knees crumpled and he spoke no more.

During the week that Hoopoe lingered in Aecho work in the tunnels progressed,
and in some ways, Meshab thought, it was providential that the fat little builder
was absent, for Meshab could now go first to his own rock face and listen for
sounds from the well end, then around to the well, where he was free to enter
Hoopoe’s tunnel and listen to echoes coming from the shaft, and because the
sounds grew stronger he was able to determine his location exactly and to modify
slightly the direction of Hoopoe’s tunnel so that the two would meet as planned.
Had Hoopoe been present it might have been embarrassing when it was discovered
that his tunnel was definitely off target. However, when the Moabite saw again the
short distance between the guide strings at Hoopoe’s end, he marveled that the
Hebrew had been able to orient his tunnel at all. “The man’s a little genius,”
Meshab told the crew. “He must be able to smell his way through rock.” And each
day the sounds from one tunnel to the other became more distinct and the sense
of excitement in the dark spaces increased.

It had been Meshab’s custom, when his day’s work was done, to climb out of the
shaft, check the tree to be sure it was still in line, flick the two strings to see that
they hung freely, then climb the parapets to inspect the waterwall, which would
soon be torn down when the silent tunnel that lay beneath was functioning. Then
he would wipe his face and go to the house of Jabaal the Hoopoe that stood beside
the shaft. There, in a rear room separated from the rest of the building, he would
wash away the dirt and put on a robe which he had salvaged from the disaster in
Moab. In heavy sandals he would sit for a while, contemplating the day when the
tunnel would be finished and he would leave it a freedman. The years of his
captivity had been tedious, but he had discharged them with dignity, remaining
loyal to his god and dedicated to the future of his people. Often, when night was
upon the town, he would walk in his Moabite robe slowly through the streets, out
the gate and across the road to the slave camp, where he shared the noisome
scraps served his men, trying by his example to keep the slaves inspirited; but on
the morning Hoopoe had left for Aecho, the little engineer had said, “Meshab, I
want you to take your evening meals with Kerith,” but this the slave was unwilling
to do, lest it bring Hoopoe in ridicule, and on the first evening he ate in the slave
camp.

On the second evening a slave girl came knocking on Meshab’s door, with the
message: “The mistress has more food than she can consume and wonders if you
would care for some.” Putting on his Moabite robe he went forward to the main
part of the house, where Kerith greeted him kindly and they shared the evening
meal.

In Moab he had been a man of some importance, owning fields and wine
presses. “In not too many months I shall be back with my own people,” he told



Kerith.

“How much more digging is there to do?” she asked.

“The little tunnels should meet... this month perhaps. We’'ll see how they match
up and then enlarge them into the real tunnel”—he showed her how their system
would permit adjustments in any necessary direction, up, down or sideways—
“unless we’re too far apart in some direction, and I don’t think we are.”

“It’s very clever,” she said.

“Your husband is the clever one,” Meshab informed her. “I could go elsewhere
now and dig another tunnel like this one, but I could never have foreseen the
many little problems...”He laughed. “I'm telling you things you don’t need to
know,” he added.

“When you go back to Moab, will your family...” She hesitated.

“My wife and children were killed during a Hebrew raid. That’s why I fought so
desperately. In a way, I'm surprised that your people let me live. Do you remember
when General Amram saw me...” He noticed that she blushed shyly at the name of
the Hebrew general and he recalled the contempt he had felt when he thought her
involved in some way with the visitor, but he said nothing. He was forty-eight
years old now and had seen much of life. He had learned that among the hot-
blooded Hebrews it was a rare family that did not in the course of years experience
some violent cascade of emotion; the stories men told at night of how their
ancestors had lived, or of what King Saul or King David had done in his youth
summarized the Hebrews. They were a mercurial people, running through a man’s
hand like quicksilver, never fully to be grasped, and if Hoopoe’s pretty wife had
been somehow engaged with General Amram, that was her problem. Hoopoe and
Kerith were contented now, and he liked them both.

“Do you think that when the tunnel is finished...” Kerith interrupted herself.
“Well, you'll be a free man then and you can go back to Moab. But Hoopoe... Do
you think he might be invited to Jerusalem?”

So that was it! Now Meshab understood what had happened. Kerith had longed
to go to the capital. Why? Was it because Jerusalem was where decisions were
made and where men and women of importance gathered? She had ingratiated
herself with General Amram in hopes that he would further her wish, and the man
had been killed in battle, ending that approach. The big Moabite smiled. It was
nothing very serious when a woman wanted to be where she wasn’t, nor was it
permanently reprehensible if she tried to further her own and her husband’s
ambitions in the one practical way she had at her disposal. He had always liked
this good-looking Hebrew woman, and now he appreciated her even more—but
with a touch of amused condescension.

“Why are you smiling?” she asked.

“You remind me so much of myself,” he said.

“I?”

“As a boy I longed to see other lands. The deserts of Moab were quite dull and I
used to dream about Egypt or the sea or Jerusalem, the Jebusite capital. Finally I
got to see Jerusalem.”

“You did?” Kerith asked eagerly, bending forward across the low table.

“Yes. On a rainy day I was marched up a steep hill with a yoke about my neck,
and if the king had recognized who I was, I would have been killed. I saw



Jerusalem. Kerith, be careful you don’t see it at the same expense.”

“Are you saying that I ought not to long for such things?”

“I'm saying that after I had seen Jerusalem with a yoke about my neck I realized
that if the second part of my dream had come true, my wish to be on the sea, it
would have come only if I were a slave chained to some Phoenician ship. A man
can see Jerusalem any time he wishes. It depends upon the kind of yoke he’s
willing to accept.”

“I will see it. On my terms,” she said.

On the third night Meshab was again invited to have his supper in the front part
of the house, and on each succeeding night. He and Kerith discussed many things
and he awakened to the fact that she was an exceedingly intelligent woman. Some
of her chance remarks about General Amram—his arrogance, his vanity regarding
victories over tribes that had owned few weapons—led him to believe that she was
now able to assess her former actions, whatever they had been, rather honestly.
But he also discovered that if any stranger were now to enter Makor with a more
visionary attitude toward life, he could surely win this woman, for in a sad and
passive kind of way she was weary of Makor and he guessed that she was weary of
her good-natured husband, too.

“If Bathsheba succeeds in making Solomon your next king,” he told her on the
fourth night, “it’s supposed that he’ll try to build Jerusalem into a rival of Tyre and
Nineveh. I'm sure that if that’s the case, a builder as diligent as Hoopoe will find a
welcome.”

“Are you?” she pleaded, and after a while she turned the conversation to Moab,
asking Meshab if life there was similar to Makor’s, and he described the beautiful
upland valleys that lay to the east of the Dead Sea.

“We always fought with the Hebrews,” he explained, “and I'm sure we always
will.” He told her the enchanting story of his countrywoman Ruth, who had left
Moab to become the wife of a Hebrew. “This made her the great-grandmother of
your King David,” he added.

“I didn’t know that!” Kerith said, leaning her head back as she tried to visualize
this unlikely story.

“So David’s really a Moabite,” Meshab said, “and at the same time our most
cruel enemy.”

“David? Cruel?” A slave had spoken disparagingly of her king and she felt
insulted.

“Have you not heard? When he first conquered the Moabites he caused all
prisoners to kneel before him on the battlefield and we were numbered One, Two,
Three, each man with one of those numbers.”

“Then what?”

“Then David sent his soldiers among us, unarmed as we were, and all prisoners
numbered One and Two were slain.”

In the silence Kerith asked in a kind of fascinated horror, “And you were Three?”

“No, I was Two, but as the soldiers were about to slay me David stopped them
and asked, Ts this not Meshab the leader of the Moabites?’” And when he found
that I was, he said, ‘He shall not be slain. He is brave and shall become my
general,” and he asked me, ‘Will you accept Yahweh and become a freedman?’ and
I said, T live and die with Baal.” His face grew dark with rage and I thought he



would kill me then, but he ground his teeth and cried, ‘No matter. He’s a brave
man. Set him free.” And with my freedom I rallied my defeated people and during
an honorable foray I tried to overwhelm the tents of the Hebrew generals. It was
then I killed the brother of Amram.”

“That first day Amram said he had wanted to destroy you with his own hands.
Why didn’t he?”

“Because David had once offered me sanctuary. Instead of death, Amram gave
me slavery.”

She sighed and turned to other matters. “The other day the governor said that
David might come north to see the water system. Tell me, is there a chance he
would take Hoopoe south with him?”

“Possibly.” The Moabite wished he could say something that would calm this
impatient woman, but all he could think of was, “Jerusalem with a yoke around
your neck is nothing to yearn for.”

“I shall not be going with such a yoke,” she said firmly.

“You’re burdened with it already,” he said. “A far heavier one than I wore that
day.”

On the fifth and sixth nights they met again, talking till the middle watch, and
the big Moabite again felt a desire to remove the hunger that was endangering
Hoopoe’s wife, and on the last night he said, “Kerith, is it possible that you fail to
see what a great man your husband is, no matter whether he stays here or goes to
Jerusalem?”

“No one thinks of Hoopoe as a great man,” she replied.

“l do. When it looked as if our tunnels were not going to meet, he took the blame
upon himself. Even though he was the master and I the slave.”

“He’s honest,” she granted. “But his name Hoopoe tells the story.” She laughed
pleasantly, and not in derision. “He’s a dear man, and we all love him. I, too,” she
added. “But in the past three years I have discovered that he is not the kind of
man kings call to Jerusalem. And I am afraid.”

“Remember the story of what your god Yahweh said not far from here? ‘Look not
on his countenance, or on the height of his stature. Yahweh seeth not as man
seeth, for man looketh on the outward appearance, but Yahweh looketh on the
heart.”

Kerith accepted the rebuke but did not respond to it, for the slave’s mention of
Yahweh diverted her attention and caused her to ask, “Meshab, why not accept
Yahweh now and become a freedman?”

“l will not turn my back on Baal of the Moabites,” the slave said, and this
reiteration of faith, evoking in Kerith’s mind the misery of the slave camp, had a
profound effect upon her and she asked in a hushed voice, “You would endure
that camp?” She shivered at her recollection of it. “For how many years?”

“Seven.”

She bowed her head in recognition of a man who would accept such humiliation
and filth rather than deny his god, but next evening toward sundown her thoughts
were brought back to Hoopoe, for he came stumbling home at the end of a six-day
drunk. He had walked the distance from Aecho and was unkempt, dusty and
chuckling to himself, He had walked because the Phoenician officials had become
so attached to him that when he left Aecho they gave him not only all the iron



tools he had paid for but another portion as well, and he had deemed it preferable
that the donkey haul these tools rather than himself. At the guard post he had
forgotten to reclaim his dagger, for there he and the guards had finished his last
jug of beer and had sung songs from Sidon, but in its place he had a beautiful
Cypriot sword, given him by the governor of Aecho, and two iron spearheads. He
was relaxed and happy, and when he pushed his donkey through the gate he
dumped off the cargo in front of the governor’s quarters, bowed to that official and
staggered home to his wife. But as soon as he had washed up and cleared his
head he called for Meshab, and the two men climbed down the shaft, where
Hoopoe scrambled into the face of the rock to hear with startling clarity the night
crew at the other facing, and he looked back at the Moabite with joy showing
across his bearded face.

“You were on the exact heading!” he said with generous approval, but when they
climbed down into the well and started into that tunnel he saw at once the sharp
correction Meshab had made in his absence. He crawled to the facing rock,
listened to the hammers in the other tunnel and realized how far off course he had
been and how Meshab’s intervention had protected him from what would have
been a conspicuous error. He embraced the Moabite and said, “As we broaden the
tunnel we can smooth out the bump and no one will ever know,” and when they
had retreated back to the well he pledged his gratitude: “When your chisel
penetrates that last rock, you’re a free man.” And he scrambled out of the well and
ran home to tell Kerith, pointing to one of the baked tablets and saying, “What we
scratched on clay three years ago we’ve dug in solid rock.” Pushing the tablet aside
he hugged Kerith and cried with sheer joy, “Jerusalem is yours.” He kissed her
many times and whispered, “It was for you I dug the tunnel.” He was about to lead
her to their bedroom when he thought of an important responsibility, and he
banged on the wall to attract Meshab’s attention.

“Let’s take the new tools down to the men right now. That’s why I went to
Aecho,” and before he went to bed he saw to it that his slaves got the sharp new
tools for cutting away the last of the intervening rock.

Late in the month of Ethanim, at the end of the hot season in the third year,
when early rains began and plowing and sowing were possible, it became obvious
that within a few days the two teams would meet, but the relative positions of the
approaching tunnels could not yet be determined; almost certainly one would be
higher than the other, or off to one side, but there seemed little doubt that at least
part of the two openings would coincide and that subsequent corrections could be
easily made. Excitement grew and even the governor got into old sandals and
crawled along the little tunnel, gaining for himself a sense of the wonder that had
been accomplished: each man had dug for nearly a hundred and forty feet through
solid rock, relying upon the most primitive surveying equipment, and were about
to meet as planned, within a tolerance of two feet in any direction.

On what would be the last day Hoopoe tried to mask his excitement, and he
refused to be the man at the facing when the puncture was made. He chose an
ordinary slave who had done good work and sent him crawling in with his sledge
while he remained in the well cave, looking at the sweet water which would bubble
quietly to the surface for the next two thousand years as women came along with
their water jars. His work had made the future existence of Makor possible; and



since he was deep in the earth, working with the earth, he prayed to the god who
controlled that earth: “Sweet Baal, you have brought me face to face with my
friend Meshab. Hidden from the eyes of others, you have brought us together, and
the triumph is yours.”

“Hoopoe!” the men in the tunnel began calling. Shouts of joy echoed through the
cave and reverberated across the surface of the water. “Hoopoe!” The voices
became confused and men backed out of the tunnel, their eyes filled with tears.

“You must go in!” the slaves shouted, and they pushed their master into the
tunnel. On his knees he crawled through those difficult first cuttings which had
determined the success of the venture, past the bulge that Meshab had corrected
for him, and to the longed-for spot where he saw a lamp shining through the rock.
The men on the other side were waiting for him and he heard a slave saying,
“When he puts his hand through, shout!” And when he reached the small opening
he could see Meshab the Moabite and he said, “You are my brother. This moment
you are free to leave.”

“Ill finish the tunnel with you,” the Moabite promised; and at that glowing
instant when they met in the darkness of the earth, a slim, exhausted man with a
black beard was painfully climbing the ramp to enter the town, and when the
guards at the gate stopped him he said that he was Gershom, seeking sanctuary,
and he carried with him a small kinnor, called a lyre.

The Tell

Vered Bar-El had been in Chicago only a short time giving her lectures on the
Candlestick of Death when a withering example of the “fifty days” drifted in with
searing winds from the desert, making work at the dig almost impossible. These
days were now called khamsin, from the Arabic word for fifty, but they were as
enervating as they had always been. During khamsin only the Moroccans made
any attempt to keep digging, and even they preferred the bottom of the trenches,
where they could hide in shadows and pick at the rubble with their fingers.

In this impossible weather John Cullinane often sat on the back porch of the
headquarters building, watching the amusing little hoopoe birds as they hurried
about, probing into sandy holes, and he remembered Vered’s lilting voice as she
once said, “The hoopoe bird ought to be the world symbol for archaeologists. We
also go furiously about, poking our noses into the earth.” He missed Vered even
more than he had expected, and hoped she would soon return; at his desk he
sometimes blew at the skirted figurine of Astarte and convinced himself that he
was going to take both the clay goddess and the living back to Chicago. In fact, he
was pleased that she was having a chance to see the city which was to be her
future home.

When the lingering khamsin continued to make digging impractical, he resumed
work on his progress report, but even here Vered’s lovely figure haunted him, for
when he wrote of ceramics he could see her darting back and forth to her washing
troughs with basketfuls of fragments, and he recalled with affection the phrases
that so often appeared in the prefaces to archaeological reports: “I am especially



indebted to Miss Pamela Mockridge (later Mrs. Peter Hanbury)” and a few lines
farther on one would discover that Mr. Peter Hanbury had been the expedition’s
architect. Few presentable girls could survive two seasons of digging in the Holy
Land without getting married, and Cullinane thought how saucy it would be to
include in his preface: “We are all indebted to our brilliant ceramicist, Mrs. Vered
Bar-El (later Mrs. John Cullinane).” He chuckled. “Let ’em figure out what
happened on that dig.”

But when he submitted his provisional draft to Eliav and Tabari he ran into
trouble, for they feared that in his section covering Level XII at Makor he had been
too much influenced by what had happened at collateral sites elsewhere. Eliav
warned, “Your guesses are too derivative.”

“What he means,” Tabari interpreted. “You’d be a lot smarter if you were a lot
dumber.”

“Forget what happened at Megiddo and Gezer,” Eliav advised. “Trust your own
eyes.”

“We don’t work in a vacuum,” Cullinane said defensively. “Don’t you suppose
the men at Gezer and Megiddo faced the same problems our fellows did?”

Tabari evaded the question. “We want you to take a little trip with us, John,”
and as the three men climbed into the jeep the Arab said, “It’s the year 3000 C.E.
and we’re archaeologists coming to excavate four sites, all of which perished in
some great cataclysm in 1964.”

“Let’s just use our eyes,” Eliav said, “and decide what kind of report we’d write.”

They drove to a bright new suburb of Akko, where Tabari stopped at the home
of a friend to show Cullinane and Eliav a modern house, whose components he
ticked off: “Age of electricity, refrigerator, stove, air-conditioning, wiring in all
rooms. Accessible to a lively foreign trade, because the rug’s from Britain, the
radio from Germany. Where’d you get the chair, Otto?”

“Italy.”

Eliav continued the analysis: “And if we found fragments of these books we
could state that the family had attained a high culture with works in German,
French, English, Hebrew, Arabic and something I don’t recognize.”

“Hungarian,” Otto explained.

“We could go on through the rest of the house,” Eliav said, “with eyeglasses as
proof of medical skill, the wine bottle linked with France. So let’s agree that this is
the norm for Level XLV.”

“And a very high norm it is,” Cullinane said amiably to the owner.

“We’ve worked since we got out of Hungary,” he replied.

They drove to a village not far away, where Tabari sought permission to enter a
house, which was granted by a group of recent oriental immigrants who as yet
spoke no Hebrew. “Look at the contents here,” he said. “No electricity. Practically
no objects dating since 1920. Very few signs of cultural attainment. Different
cooking methods, different mode of life altogether.” He gave the owners some
cigarettes and thanked them for their kindness.

“But the real jolt to our archaeologists in 3000 C.E. will be when they dig up
this next house,” and he led the way to an Arab village north of Makor, where he
shouted to a man standing in the unpaved road, asking him if they could visit his
house. The villager nodded, and standing amid chickens, Tabari pointed out,



“Completely different architecture. No electricity, no stove. Clay pots such as were
used two thousand years ago. No books, one picture with Arabic writing, a manner
of dress centuries old. But what I want you to see especially is this mill for
grinding wheat. It’s all wood, but tell me—what are those little things sticking out
to grind the grain?”

Cullinane got on his hands and knees to inspect the ancient grinding system
from whose upper section small points projected. “Are they what I think they are?”
he asked.

“They’re not metal,” Tabari said.

“They’re flints,” Cullinane said. “Where’d they get flints in this age?”

“Where the people of Makor got them ten thousand years ago,” Tabari replied. In
Arabic he checked with the owner of the mill. “That’s right. Nodules from the wadi
bed.”

The three scientists returned to the jeep, where Tabari said, “Now before you tell
me how you’re going to date that Arab hut when we dig it up, let’s look at item
four.” He drove to a ravine up whose sides they climbed on foot until they came to
the mouth of a cave, at whose entrance they called. From the dark depths came a
petulant voice, and they crept in to find an old man who lived alone with his goats.
Eliav whispered, “This cave’s been occupied like this for at least thirty thousand
years, and the only thing that I can see that would tell us it’s the twentieth
century is the plastic buttons on the old man’s shirt.”

“You’re wrong,” Cullinane said as he probed into the area where the goats slept.
“Here’s a Danish beer bottle.”

“Suppose you dug that up,” Tabari continued. “You’d swear it was an
inappropriate intrusion.” He gave the old man three pounds and said, “Get
yourself some more beer.”

As they descended to the jeep Eliav said, “This is what we meant about your
report, John. Within a few miles in modern Israel we find a 1964 house, a 1920, a
1300, and a cave dating back to who knows when? Yet side by side they exist, and
it takes all four to represent our civilization. Don’t you think that in King David’s
time Makor must have been equally varied?”

“I'm not sure your reasoning’s good,” Cullinane said cautiously. “Today we have
so many more levels that might be held over from the past. After all, King David
could have seen houses from only four or five different levels at most.”

“Granted. But the homogeneity you write about probably didn’t exist.”

“Point’s made,” Cullinane admitted. Standing in the road he tried to summarize
the trip. “In Akko, the new house ...”

Tabari interrupted. “On our first day you oriented yourself by pointing west to
Akko. Do you always start that way?”

The Irishman considered this for a moment, then said, “In Israel, yes.”

“Why?” Tabari asked.

“l don’t know,” Cullinane replied. After a moment he offered tentatively, “As a
child I'd heard a good deal about Jesus,” and he pointed back over his shoulder to
Galilee. “But the Holy Land never became real for me until I read about the
Crusades. For weeks I went around making believe I was in the boat that brought
Richard the Lion Heart to Acre.”

“Interesting,” Tabari said. “You visualized yourself coming ashore to save the



Holy Land, so you've always moved from west to east.”

“For me, that’s the way Israel is.”

“Most curious,” Eliav said with restrained enthusiasm. “I've always seen it lying
north to south. I'm Abraham wandering out of the north and seeing this
marvelous land for the first time. Or I'm a Jew of King Solomon’s age, stationed up
here and looking south toward Jerusalem.” He hesitated, then added, “I first saw
Israel from the north, and its wonderful hills invited me southward as they must
have done Abraham. It never occurred to me until just now that you could
visualize it any other way.”

Tabari said, “During the War of 1948 [ met an Arab from across the Jordan and
he told me how excited he was when his unit invaded Palestine. Coming out of the
desert and seeing our explosive richness... the greenness. His company had
merely to march westward to the ocean and the land was theirs.”

“How do you see it?” Cullinane asked.

“Me?” Tabari asked in surprise. He had never considered the question before.
Cautiously he continued, “I see it as if it had always been here, with me standing
on it. No west, no east, no south. Just the land as far back as my family can
remember. I could probably live in any of the four spots we’ve been in today and
be reasonably happy.”

“Even in the cave?” Cullinane asked.

“I"'d get rid of the goats.”

And the three scientists, each with such a different view of the land they were
excavating, returned to Makor.

* * * * *

Gershom was a singer of the hills, a man who had tended his father-in-law’s
sheep in the upland valleys where he had killed a man and had fled, leaving his
family and his wife behind. He wore the plain sheepskin garment of a countryman
and he arrived in Makor with no trade, no spare clothing, no tools and no money.
He carried a small seven-stringed lyre made of fir wood trimmed with antique
bronze and strung with twisted sheep’s gut, which now hung slack across the
sounding board. He came seeking sanctuary from the brothers of the man he had
slain and it had been his hope to reach the anonymity of Aecho, but his strength
had given out and his pursuers were bearing down upon him, for they rode
donkeys while he had to make his way on foot.

He stumbled past the guards, gasping merely, “Sanctuary.” They pointed toward
where the temple lay, then ran to inform the governor, who appeared in time to see
the shepherd hurrying down the main street. As he disappeared to the left three
dusty men on donkeys rode up the ramp and demanded entrance. “If you’re
looking for the other one,” the governor said, “he reached the temple.”

The men were disgusted, and their sense of urgency vanished. Stiffly they
dismounted, kicked their donkeys free to find their own shade, and followed the
governor as he showed them the way to the temple. The building was intentionally
kept small to avoid giving the priestly leadership of Jerusalem competition; it was
built of a reddish uncut field stone and was quite plain, lacking even columns or
imposing steps. Its two doors were of olive wood—thin strips nailed together with
little art—and when the governor pushed them aside their stone hinges groaned.



Inside was darkness, for the temple held no blazing windows or perpetual fires,
but a few simple oil lamps did show the built-up levels, one after the other,
terminating in a raised section upon which stood an altar of black basalt, well
carved and decorated with the head of a bull which represented the sacrifices that
were traditionally associated with such altars, though no animals had been offered
in Makor for many years, that function being reserved for Jerusalem. The
outstanding feature of the altar was a series of four horns which projected upward
from each corner; through the centuries these had undergone such modification
that except for their name, few in Makor would have known they represented
horns, for they had become merely rounded corners of rock, but they had always
held a special significance, and now as the murderer knelt on the topmost
platform, his sheepskin falling carelessly about him and his kin-nor thrown to one
side, he clutched two of these horns.

“He’s taken sanctuary,” the governor said, pointing to the altar.

“We’ll wait,” the brothers said.

“We’re obligated to feed him,” the governor warned. “As long as he stays by the
altar.”

“We’ll wait,” the brothers repeated.

“Not here,” the governor ordered.

“We’ll go outside.”

“Not within fifty cubits. King David established the law, not me.”

The three brothers said they understood and left the temple without speaking to
the man who had murdered their brother. When they were gone the governor
asked the fugitive what crime had been committed, and the man with the lyre
replied casually, “Angry words... over nothing.”

“For that you killed a man?”

The kneeling man dropped one hand from the altar and pointed to a scar across
his neck, a long, livid welt that had not yet healed. “For that I killed a man,” he
repeated.

“What will you do?” the governor asked, indicating the three watchers outside.
They had retired the stipulated fifty cubits and were asking townspeople for water.

“They’re hot-tempered,” the murderer said. “If they could catch me now, theyd
kill me. In three days they’ll see how foolish this is and go home.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“They saw their brother cut me. I think they may even be pleased that I found
sanctuary. Gives them the excuse they need.”

The governor was surprised at the cynical realism of the exhausted man, and
with some doubts stationed four guards at the temple, charging them with the
preservation of the fugitive’s life so long as he could grasp even one horn of the
altar. This was a custom which the Hebrews of the desert had had to adopt when
they moved into settled land, for blood feuds had ravaged the tribes, continuing
through generations and causing the loss of many men who were needed as
herdsmen and husbands. Moses himself had proposed a system whereby cities of
refuge would be established to which accidental murderers could flee, achieving
sanctuary merely by entering the city gates, but nothing had so far been
accomplished in this respect. In the meantime, in any town, refuge was assured
those who succeeded in grasping the horns of the altar, as Gershom now did.



“Feed him,” the governor directed the guards, and he was about to consult with
the brothers concerning the fugitive’s story when shouts came from the northern
wall of the town, and excited figures started running toward the governmental
quarters. “What’s happened?” the governor called, and the messengers turned in
their running to cry, “The tunnels have met!”

He hurried to the main shaft, at whose base he heard the shouting of the slaves,
and excited hands wanted to lead him down the steep stairs so that he might see
the penetration, but he was satisfied with their report. After a while Meshab the
Moabite climbed out, exulting, and the governor greeted him as an equal. “Hoopoe
told me that when this happened you would be a freedman,” the governor said.

“lam.”

“Are you returning to Moab?”

“I promised Hoopoe I'd help round out the tunnel.”

“That will please him. How did the two ends meet?”

Using his forefingers Meshab started with his elbows wide apart and slowly
brought the fingertips toward each other. Even without words the gesture was
dramatic, and the governor could sense the blind probing that had been involved.
“At this point we could each hear the other side, and Hoopoe’s tunnel was slightly
off line, but right in elevation. Mine was a little high.” He brought his fingertips
together, not perfectly but showing his tunnel a little high and Hoopoe’s skewed to
the north. Only a quarter of the two faces had met, and the nearness of the miss
demonstrated what a miracle had occurred.

“We were fortunate,” the governor said, appreciating the drama.

“Hoopoe did it,” the Moabite replied, and the governor realized that this was not
flattery.

“What do we do next?” he asked. During the months when it looked as if the
project might fail he had shown no interest in the slaves burrowing under his
town, but now that success was assured he was clever enough to see that it could
be used to bring him to the attention of Jerusalem. Henceforth it would be “our
tunnel.”

“The rest is easy,” the Moabite said, but before he could explain, Hoopoe came
through the postern gate, dirty and happy, and Meshab deserted the governor,
running to Hoopoe and embracing him as a brother, after which the governor
called in to Hoopoe’s house, “Kerith, come and greet the victor!” She appeared in a
shimmering blue robe which her husband had brought her from Aecho, which it
had reached by boat from Greece, and as a pendant she wore the braided glass
rope. She understood the happiness of the two men and kissed her husband
warmly, whereupon he directed her, “You must also kiss my brother Meshab, who
is today a freedman.” Gravely Kerith kissed the former slave, and he had to bite
his lip to keep his face from trembling, or perhaps even from showing tears. He
grasped the hands of his two good friends and said, “You are indeed of my family.”

To Hoopoe the governor said, “Tomorrow we start paying him a salary,” but to
Meshab he said, “Why not accept circumcision and become one of us?” As the
governor spoke he gestured toward the temple with his right hand, and to those
who were watching, the movement was a subtle invitation, for his hand indicated
the many different peoples who had come to make up the Hebrew population of
Makor: the men from Cyprus, who had accepted circumcision in order to marry



local girls; the Hittites, who had made a secure place for themselves after years of
slavery; the Babylonian refugees; the clever Egyptians, who had stayed behind
with local families when their empire crumbled; the dark-skinned Africans and the
red-headed Edomites. All were now legally Hebrews and there was no reason why
a Moabite should not join them.

Affected by the moment, Meshab took the governor’s hand and kissed it. “I have
seen the greatness of Yahweh, but [ am a man of Baal.”

“You could be both,” the governor reminded him, pointing out that foreign wives
of the royal family were not only permitted to retain their ancient gods but were
encouraged to do so. “Jerusalem contains many private temples to Egyptian and
Philistine gods, and you could have the same here.” He indicated the mountain
and concluded, “Baal will remain there for you.”

Meshab bowed his head and looked at the ground. “I belong to Baal of the
Moabites,” he insisted, and the governor tried no more to contest his dedication.
As Kerith watched with admiration he congratulated Meshab on his freedom and
departed, pausing to look again at the three grim-faced men who stood guard at
the temple, waiting till the murderer tried to escape. It was not necessary, the
governor thought, to post his soldiers to protect the temple where the man had
taken sanctuary, for this sacred privilege had not been violated in hundreds of
years; there was little likelihood that the brothers would want to set an ugly
precedent and the governor was satisfied that after a few days of waiting, which
blood-feuds required, they would, as the murdered man had predicted, climb on
their donkeys and go home.

In the days that followed, the presence of the fugitive in the temple became a
matter of general interest, for it had been a generation since a murderer had
sought sanctuary in this town, and children begged then-mothers to be allowed to
take him his food. Of course, the Levites, those assigned to tend the temple, were
required to provide him with water and privy accommodations, which they did by
means of clay pots, but townspeople were responsible for the feeding, and so a
stream of children filed in and out bearing gifts. And when the prisoner had eaten,
the children stayed to hear him tune his lyre and lean against a wall and sing old
songs of the mountains and new ones that he had composed while tending sheep
in the valleys:

“I shall sing a new song to Yahweh,
A song of the hills,
From whence comes my redemption,
From whence comes my salvation
And my sustenance.”

The children were surprised that from his slight body could come so strong a
voice and they brought their parents to hear him, and the older people noticed
what the children had not: that no matter how impassioned the man’s songs
became, he always kept himself in position to grasp the altar horns should the
watchers suddenly burst into the temple to catch him unawares. He was wise to
take this precaution, for often one of the brothers would push open the door with
his sword to ascertain where Gershom might be at that moment.



On the third day it fell on the house of Hoopoe to feed the murderer, and since
Hoopoe was occupied at the tunnel Kerith gathered together some food and took
the pots herself to the temple, where she heard for the first time the sweet singer
of the hills. He was seated in the shadows, his dirty, sand-stained sheepskin
about him and his matted beard hiding his thin face. His lyre was tuned and he
was strumming it for some children, so that when she entered he did not see her
but continued singing idly, and she remained by the door waiting both with food
and the exciting news that would set him free. And as he sang she listened:

“Yahweh is my abode forever,

His palace is the firmament,

The pathway of the heavens.
He is the joy of morning

And the consolation of the rising moon.

Him I worship with song

And the cry of seven strings,

For he is my salvation and the song of my heart.”

When he finished with the latter phrase he drifted his fingers across the strings
and smiled at the children crowding in upon him, but as he did so he saw Kerith
standing by the door, and as they stared at each other he plucked the strings with
one finger. He did not stop playing but he did stop singing so that he might watch
her as she came across the temple to bring him her gift of food, and as she
approached him she said, “They have gone away.”

“The three?” he asked.

“They have gone,” she assured him, and he played a joyous song.

This was the month of Bui—when wheat was harvested for sale to the groats
maker and grapes were hauled to the vintner—and Hoopoe and Meshab spent
many hours in the earth, spurring the slaves to complete the routing out of the
little tunnels into one large one ten feet high by six feet across. The original joining
had produced a common hole less than two feet high by one across, and at the
meeting point the planners had put their men to work excavating the first full-size
cross section, calculating in the abstract how the enlarged hole must stand so as
to provide when extended an even rate of fall from the bottom of the shaft to the
level of the well, and they had done their calculations so neatly that when the
dimensions of the first ten-by-six cut were extended in each direction the finished
tunnel would be uniform, of predetermined incline and with no marks remaining
to show where the join had been made or where Hoopoe had lost his bearings for a
while. Only the two friends could appreciate what a marvel of accuracy the Makor
water tunnel was.

As the two men worked, during the last part of the third year, Hoopoe’s wife
Kerith had many occasions to hear the stranger Gershom sing his plaintive songs
of the shepherd’s country and his exultant accounts of Yahweh’s triumphs. When
the necessity for his staying close to the horns of the altar passed, he found a job
with a man who kept a shop across from the temple, where surplus wool was
bought for shipment to Aecho, and he became a popular figure with younger
people, sitting in the wintry sunlight before the temple and singing to them. There



was a wine shop next door where olive oil was also sold, and it was frequently
filled with yellow-stained workers from the dye vats, men who enjoyed hearing
Gershom sing of ways of life they had not known:

“Yahweh is my protector when the serpent strikes,
Yea, my shield in time of anguish.
He saves the lamb in the thorn,
Yea, the bullock struck with pain,
Yahweh is my food, my wine, my meat in the desert,
Yea, my sustenance in the lonely places,
My joy when I am alone in the night.
He is my song, my cry of thanks,
My exultation at the rising of the sun.”

Gershom himself could not have known that this ancient song had originally
been sung by Canaanites more than a thousand years before, when they accorded
their baals the same attributes that he now gave Yahweh, but the song as
Gershom had modified it was a true hymn of praise to whatever god guided the
movement of the heavens and the sure return of the seasons, bringing with them
the blessings that men require.

Often, as Gershom sang outside the wine shop, Kerith came for wine or olive
oil—a task which she had formerly assigned her slave girls—and she listened with
increasing pleasure to the singing of the fugitive. His name, she learned, meant “a
stranger among us,” and the brothers of the slain man had told the people of
Makor that the story of the murder was not quite so simple as Gershom had
represented it. They explained that he had arrived in their village without a
genealogy but had talked himself into marriage with the daughter of a man whose
sheep he had subsequently stolen. The wound across his neck had not come from
their murdered brother; his father-in-law had slashed him while trying to regain
his stolen sheep. As for the murder, without reason Gershom had ambushed their
brother at dusk. “How did he become an outcast in the first place?” the people of
Makor asked, and the brothers replied, “Of his past we know nothing.”

“He told us he was of the family of Levi,” a boy said. But the brothers shrugged
their shoulders. “Maybe,” they said.

At first Kerith wondered what the truth might be, but when the people of Makor
began to accept him, she ignored his shadowy antecedents and began listening to
his songs, and one day when she heard him outside the wine shop singing to a
group of children, his song was such a devout cry of thanksgiving that she was
held captive, as if the stranger were grasping not the horn of the altar but the hem
of her gown:

“Thorns clutched at my ankles,
Yea, rocks bruised my heel,

But Yahweh watched my progress from on high.
He guided my steps and I came to cool waters.
Men pursued me through the night,

Yea, on donkeys and camels they pursued me



And I was afraid.
But Yahweh saw me dying in the dark places,
In the lonely place he saw me
And with his love he led me to his altar.”

It was a song which assumed a personal relationship with Yahweh, who stood
forth as the culmination of all preceding gods. Its words had a special effect upon
Kerith, for they constituted a logical extension of the ideals her father had taught
her as a child. In Gershom’s songs Yahweh not only controlled the heavens of
heaven, he also had time to watch with pity a man whose ankle was pierced by
thorns; and this dual capacity was critical, for although Kerith had never felt the
need of Baal, she did realize that Yahweh had not brought her the close personal
consolation that her neighbors had found in Baal. Now Gershom was stating that
Yahweh was the kind of god she had longed for: he was at hand and could be
known. It was this lyric rapture that had up to now been missing in the religion of
the Hebrews, as practiced in Makor, and it was the revelation of this new Yahweh,
disclosed through the agency of an uncertain stranger, that struck her with
disrupting force.

Her visits to the wine shop grew more frequent, until it became apparent even to
the loungers from the dye vats that she was buying more olive oil than the
demands of her simple kitchen would have dictated. She lingered by the entrance
to the shop, staring at the man with the seven-stringed lyre, and many in Makor
began to speculate that she had fallen in love with the stranger, and before long
Meshab the Moabite heard the gossip.

He went straight to Hoopoe, finding him in a section of the tunnel where the
diggers were striking hard rock. It was in the month of Abib, when men were
harvesting barley for shipment to Aecho, where it would be brewed into beer, that
Meshab said, “Hoopoe, your wife is running like a lamb toward a cliff.”

The fat little engineer sat down. “What’s happened?” he asked.

“She’s fallen in love with Gershom.”

“Is he the man who plays the kinnor?”

Meshab looked with pity at his friend. “You must be the only man in Makor who
doesn’t know who he is. And Kerith is in love with him.”

Hoopoe swallowed, then licked his lips. “Where...”

The noise in the tunnel was too great for conversation, so the Moabite led
Hoopoe back to the bottom of the main shaft, where in the coolness of the
shadows he said, “When you were in Aecho buying the iron I had a chance to
know Kerith. She’s a good woman, like my wife before she was killed. But she’s
hungry... the uncertainties...”

Hoopoe became excited. “I know exactly what you mean,” he said reassuringly,
as if it were Meshab who should be worried. “Kerith’s always dreamed of going to
Jerusalem. She says she’d be happier there. And I have the most exciting news.”
He was nervous with pleasure and cautioned, “You mustn’t tell anyone. I haven'’t
even told Kerith, because I didn’t want her to become overhopeful.” He dropped his
voice to a happy whisper. “But King David is going to visit the tunnel. He’s heard
about it even in Jerusalem.” The little engineer looked about and confided, “Of
course he’ll ask me to go up to Jerusalem with him.”



The Moabite shook his head in pity. “You’re placing all your hopes in that?” he
asked.

“Oh yes! And then Kerith will be contented. In Jerusalem, that is.”

“Dear friend, her trouble is now. In the wine shop... now.”

“I'm sure it’s exaggerated,” Hoopoe replied.

Meshab felt that he must stun his friend into reality, so he said bluntly, “Three
years ago, when General Amram came here...”

“Now, now! Don’t say anything against General Amram,” Hoopoe warned. “After
all, it was thanks to him that you’re now a freedman.”

Meshab was about to speak further when it occurred to him, for some reason he
could not have explained, that Hoopoe had known about General Amram’s
dalliance with his wife, and that the little engineer had been so determined to keep
working at some new job after the walls were finished that he didn’t really care
what yoke he would have to bear to win the next authorization. If Kerith could
obtain his permission only by being congenial with the general, if that was the way
it had to be achieved, there was nothing Hoopoe could do to alter the facts.
Meshab looked at his friend and wondered if Hoopoe had gone willingly on those
afternoon excursions which the general had invented.

To his surprise, Hoopoe volunteered the answer. “Did you think that I didn’t
know that General Amram was trying to make a fool of me? ‘Go here, Hoopoe. Go
there, Hoopoe.” And did you think that when I went on his meaningless missions
my wife was giving herself to him? Have you known Kerith so long without
discovering that she is a woman of great purity?” Sorely wounded by Meshab’s
conversation, he turned away but immediately came back to grab Meshab’s arm,
saying with disdain, “On the day Amram reached Makor he had one thing I
wanted, this tunnel, and I got it. I had “one thing he wanted, but he never came
close to winning her. That year who was the foolish man?” And Meshab said no
more.

At that moment Kerith was leaving the wine shop, for the third time that day,
and she was impelled to do something she had not done before: she stopped boldly
in front of the place where Gershom sat and for the first time spoke to him in the
open street. “Where did you learn your songs?” she asked.

“Some I wrote,” he replied.

“And the others?”

“The old songs of my people.”

“Who were your people?”

“Levite wanderers.”

“The story you told about the scar? It wasn’t true, was it?”

“l have the scar,” he replied, and at that moment she wished more than
anything else to be alone with this singer and with a laver of cool water to bathe
his scar. But Meshab was entirely wrong when he guessed that she was in love in
any physical sense with this stranger; she was not bedazzled by the lyrist, but she
was captivated by the concept of a man expressing the religious longings of all
men in song, and she responded to his music as if he had composed it for her
alone.

“Could I ask how you got the scar?” she said.

“You could ask,” he replied.



“Would you care to sing in my home?” she suggested. “My husband will be
arriving soon.”

“l would like to,” he replied, and although she was inclined to take the singer’s
hand and lead him through the streets, she refrained from doing so, but he
followed her casually and when she reached the shaft she asked one of the slaves,
“See if Jabaal can join us,” and the man answered, “He’s down there now, talking
with Meshab,” and she went to the rim and called into the deep hole, where her
voice reverberated softly against the perpendicular rocks: “Hoopoe! Hoopoe!
Hoopoe!” and on to a muted silence. It was the first time she had used this name
in public.

In the weeks that followed, Gershom was frequently in the home of the engineer,
most often when Hoopoe was there, but occasionally when only Kerith was free to
listen to the singing. He showed himself an intense but gentle man, not forthright
about his own history but unequivocal where his testimony concerning Yahweh
was concerned. On the hills he had undergone some deep personal experience
with his god and this took precedence over any personal problems. He had pretty
well forgotten his wife and the man he had murdered. These were incidents that
no longer concerned him, as were the conditions of his parents and his brothers.
His songs of faith encompassed all these matters and in a sense explained them
away; even Hoopoe and Meshab grew to enjoy the stranger’s singing, sitting for
long spells in the evening as he told them, accompanied by his lyre, of the
actuality of Yahweh:

“He is in the whimper of the lamb I seek at night,
Lo, he is in the stamping of the wild bull.”

And after Gershom had sung for some weeks, while the tunnel was being
finished, all in the house of Hoopoe were willing to accept him for what he had
offered himself to be: a man who had run away from everything but the pursuing
power of Yahweh.

At Hoopoe’s his listeners heard the songs from three different levels of
comprehension. The Moabite listened to statements about Yahweh as he would
have listened to a Philistine chanting about Dagon or a Babylonian singing of
Tammuz. Since Baal was not involved, he was not involved; he respected Yahweh
as the Hebrew god—mno better, no worse than the others—and that was all.
Hoopoe, on the other hand, was confused. Even his name Jabaal bore testimony
to the fact that Yahweh took precedence over Baal, and Hoopoe was therefore
inclined to accept the message of Gershom’s songs. But he also knew, as a
practical engineer, that Baal continued to be far more real than this stranger cared
to admit. “Let him dig a tunnel through rock,” Hoopoe whispered to Meshab, “and
he won’t dismiss Baal so easily.”

Kerith exhibited a more complex reaction, evoked partly by the songs
themselves but mostly by her maturing personal experiences. As for the songs, she
was still gratified to hear in them a definition of Yahweh that included both
austerity and lyric joy. As for herself, even before Gershom’s arrival she had been
groping toward a more purified spiritual experience, as many in Israel would do in
the centuries ahead, for the disappointments and contradictions of her life had
proved that men and women required some central force to cling to. She had
almost decided that for no man could this force operate effectively if it were shared



between two different kinds of god: there could not be Yahweh and Baal. Reason
told her that the time had come to accept one unifying entity who would absorb all
lesser deities and she longed for identification with that all-embracing god.
Personally she had long since abandoned Baal, but she was now prepared to
condemn those who refused to do likewise, and these ideas she had nurtured by
herself. To a minor degree they were an outgrowth of her longing for Jerusalem,
but to a major degree they had generated that longing. She saw that Makor was
merely a frontier settlement concerned with things that could be felt and touched,
such as walls, olive presses and dye vats, and it was only logical that the town
should insist upon holding on to its practical gods like Baal; but she had faith that
in Jerusalem ideas were more important than things—the relationship of god to
man, justice, the nature of worship—and she was convinced that in Jerusalem
there must be many who thought as she did.

Then Gershom had arrived, empty-handed and without a history except for the
charge of murder, and in simple words that soared through the dimly lit white-
walled rooms and through the narrow alleys of the town itself he had stated that
all she had been dreaming of was true. There was one god of unlimited power who
could evoke joy in the human heart and security among nations. She had spent
more than six years preparing herself for the seven strings of this chance lyre, and
its music reverberated in her heart as if she were an echoing cave constructed for
just such melodies. In the long days that she talked with the outcast she never
allowed him to touch her, nor when he was gone did she wish he had done so. He
had brought her a message from the mountains, and one does not embrace
messengers; one listens to them. For his part, he had understood Kerith in those
first few moments when she had brought him the food in the temple: she was a
woman hungry for the higher world, for the more complete song, and in Makor she
was miserable, tied down to its uninspiring syncretism of ritual for Yahweh and
worship of Baal. He respected her and found joy in singing for her, since she
grasped what he was saying.

As for his personal life, he kept one small, dirty room at the rear of the wool
merchant’s. He worked as little as he could and still earn his pay. He ate wherever
there was free food and drank what he could beg or steal in the wine shop. Among
the slave girls of the town there were several who were pleased to entertain him,
and he became expert in climbing walls. Whenever possible he picked up bits of
silver which he passed along to the guards at the gate, so that they might warn
him if the brothers of the dead man tried to creep back unexpectedly and murder
him before he could reach the horns of the altar; in fact, wherever he was in
Makor he marked the shortest way back to the temple, against that day when he
might have to flee once more to its sanctuary.

In the month of Ziv in the fourth year of the digging—when thistles bloomed in
the valleys and yellow tulips along the edges of the marsh, when storks had flown
to the north and bee eaters were seen darting above red poppies—Hoopoe and
Meshab went to the quarry on the other side of the mountain and selected six
great lengths of stone, cut in eighteen-foot sections and squared on the ends like
timbers for use in building some gigantic temple. They sent slaves in great
numbers to drag these six huge monoliths to the well, and during the days when
the stones were being transported they directed other slaves to clean out all



rubbish from the tunnel and haul it for the last time up through the opening at
the well. The water system was now complete except for the final precaution which
Hoopoe was about to take, the hiding of the well itself under such depth of rock
that no invader could find it or uncover it if he did.

When the rocks reached the well on sledges that ran on saplings thrown under
the wooden runners, Hoopoe directed his slaves to dig three pairs of slots running
north and south above the well, and when these cuts were straight and deep,
three of the large stones were lowered into position, forming a grid over the well.
When this was completed, big rocks from the waterwall were thrown in, followed
by smaller stones, pebbles and earth, until all was covered. Then three more cuts
were made running from east to west, and when these were dug the remaining
three long stones were dropped into position, forming a second grid running
crisscross to the first, and this too was covered until the surface of the earth was
reached.

“Now tear down the old waterwall,” Hoopoe commanded, and the slaves
attacked the Canaanite wall with pleasure, knocking it to pieces. The stones were
taken inside the town for the building of new houses, and on a bright day when
daisies covered the hills back of town, Hoopoe and Meshab climbed to their
observation point to see if anything remained that might betray the existence of
the well to a besieging army.

“The lines of the old waterwall stand out too clearly,” Hoopoe said
apprehensively.

“Grass and weeds will take care of that,” Meshab said, “but there’s something
else that would tell me the secret. Do you see it?”

Hoopoe studied the town and saw the flags. “We’ll take them down tonight.”

“l don’t mean the flags. I mean that line of mortar along the wall. It says in a
clear voice that some construction used to be attached there.”

“Of course!” Hoopoe agreed. It stood out like a signal, darker rocks that had
been protected from sunlight by the waterwall, standing beside lighter ones that
had weathered in the sun. The men considered what might be done to obliterate
this telltale line and it was the Moabite who found the solution.

“We could build a small tower. As if it were protecting the postern gate.”

“That would do it,” Hoopoe agreed and he asked Meshab to remain the short
time required for such a task.

“No, I must go home,” the former slave replied.

But when Kerith heard that Meshab was determined to leave she wept and
kissed him as Gershom watched. “Stay with us a little longer,” she pleaded, and to
Hoopoe and Gershom she said, “In a dark period of my life this man was greater
than a brother.” So against his better judgment Meshab consented to build the
tower at the postern gate.

One morning as work progressed Hoopoe came from the governor’s quarters
with the news that his wife had been anticipating for three years: King David was
at last coming north from Shunem to inspect the water system and to dedicate it
as the David Tunnel. When Kerith heard the report she retired to her room and
prayed, “Yahweh, you alone brought him to these walls. You alone shall take us to
your city Jerusalem.”

At the end of the month of Ziv squadrons of riders appeared at the gate to



inform the governor that King David was approaching along the Damascus road,
and trumpets were blown, while priests in the temple blew rams’ horns in flurries
of provocative sound. All the citizens of Makor lined the walls or stood upon
housetops looking eastward, as they did when siege was threatened, and after
some time they saw men on donkeys and then a few on horses and finally a
palanquin carried by slaves, and this was treated with such deference that all
knew the king must be therein.

The procession came to the great gate, where the men on donkeys sounded their
trumpets, which were answered from the wall, and the king’s palanquin was borne
inside and set carefully before the governor’s house where all the trumpets
sounded many times, after which the curtains parted, showing not King David,
but one of the most beautiful young women in Israel. “It’s Abishag,” the women of
Makor whispered, and all watched in wonder as she stepped forth to greet the
governor.

She was the marvel of these last years of King David’s reign, a peasant girl
found in the remote village of Shunem after a nation-wide search for some gentle
child to live with the old king in his declining years, “a girl to sleep with him on
cold nights,” the counselors had explained when they were searching for her, and
unlikely as it had seemed at the time, they had found the perfect maiden for the
task, an almost flawless girl who served the king with compassion and made his
terminal years endurable. A brief time from now, when David was dead, his sons
would quarrel more over this radiant concubine than they would over his
kingdom, and Adonijah, fleeing the rage of his half-brother Solomon, would be
slain because of her, the most desirable woman in Israel.

Now she reached into the palanquin and gave her hand to a frail old man
nearing seventy, with white beard and half-trembling hands, and when she
brought him before his subjects as if he were a child, Kerith whispered, “Can that
be David?” But then the old man heard the adoring cry of the multitude, “David!
David!” and he seemed to straighten; sunlight fell across his beard, showing a few
strands which still retained the red coloring of his youth. He put Abishag aside
and slowly turned his head, nodding his acceptance of the people’s homage, and
there could be no question as to who in that assembly was king. His luminous
eyes, set deep in their sockets, gleamed as the cheers continued, and his
shoulders threw off their weight of age. His body moved with regal grace, and
when twoscore trumpets sounded and drums rolled, he became once more the
great king, the slayer of Goliath, the extender of boundaries, the builder of empire,
the sweet singer of Israel, the sage, the judge, the generous, David of the Hebrews,
in all the world the king nonpareil.

Kerith, staring at him as if he were more than king, saw that his beard was
trimmed and his garments carefully arranged, for he was vain of his appearance.
He wore heavy sandals with golden thongs clasping his ankles, a garment shot
through with gold and emerald, and a brocaded cap protecting his white hair. He
walked through the crowd with such noble grace that none could have envisaged
the emotional wars he had known with Michal, daughter of Saul, and Bathsheba,
wife of Uriah. His passionate friendship for Jonathan, son of Saul, was now only
an aching memory, and he gave the impression of a man who had finally subdued
the violent impulses of his young manhood.



Then suddenly the posture ended, and he replaced his hand in Abishag’s. The
last trumpet echoed on the wall. The drums beat no more. And he allowed her to
lead him quietly on, hearing nothing, seeing nothing, a man aloof from the world
he had created. “He’s turning the kingdom over to Solomon,” a Phoenician
whispered. “He no longer cares about the principalities of this world.” For Kerith it
was a moment of exquisite pain, seeing the old king thus, and she knelt in the
path that he must cross and grasped his hand and cried, “In Jerusalem you
danced in the streets for us when you rescued the ark.” He looked at her and for a
moment the fires returned to his eyes; then he smiled and said, “That was a long
time ago.”

Kerith, looking up at the tired, white face as it passed on, was tempted to think
that the great man’s vitality had fled, but later in the governor’s quarters she
realized her error when he divested himself of his outer robes and sat at ease in a
large chair, holding Abishag by his side. Then Kerith saw that his body was still
strong and free of lazy fat and she heard him utter words that made her heart
leap: “The walls of the city are excellent. Fetch me the builder.”

“Here is the man,” the governor volunteered, and he pushed Hoopoe forward.
But the little engineer stopped to reach for Kerith and together they bowed before
the king.

“Are you also the builder of the water tunnel?” David asked.

“l am he,” Hoopoe said with another bow.

“I should like to see it,” the king announced.

“When you are rested,” the governor suggested, but the king said that he would
go now to the tunnel, and with hammering excitement Kerith joined the procession
to the shaft, where the governor surprised everyone by making a secretly
rehearsed speech which ended flamboyantly: “And we of Makor, who have worked
so hard to dig this tunnel, hereby dedicate it to be the David Tunnel.” The crowd
cheered, but Kerith noticed that the king paid no attention, while Hoopoe saw that
the one man who should have shared in the celebration was not there: Meshab
had no intention of paying homage to King David.

A cordon of special ropes, festooned with flowers, had been strung down the
stairs; but when David reached the opening he refused to descend and merely
looked down into the gaping hole.

“And where does the tunnel run?” he asked.

“You'll see when you reach the bottom,” Hoopoe explained, but the king said
that he did not wish to see the bottom.

“Which direction?” he asked impatiently.

Hoopoe was too stunned to respond. It was inconceivable that a king would
come so far to see a tunnel and then not explore it. The governor nudged Hoopoe,
who still could not reply, so the governor said, “It runs over there, Your Majesty,”
and he led David to the top of the northern wall to show him where the well lay;
but with the removal of the water-wall and the clever masking of the former lines,
the fumbling governor could not discern where the well lay hidden, and there was
a moment of embarrassment, after which he called for Meshab, but the big
Moabite had hidden himself and was not available.

“Where’s the well?” the governor snapped at Hoopoe.

Kerith nudged her husband and finally he came to the wall, pointing in a



confused manner toward a slope which looked like any other. He might have said,
“Your Majesty, we have hidden the well so cleverly that not even the townspeople
remember where it is. How could an enemy find it?” Instead he mumbled, “It’s
down there.”

“I see,” said David, seeing nothing. In some irritation he left the wall and asked,
“The slaves? What will they be doing now?”

The governor looked at Hoopoe, who had nothing to say, so Kerith volunteered,
“They can be sent to Jerusalem.”

“We need them there,” the king grunted. At this point Abishag indicated that
David must return for his rest, but he was in a difficult mood and refused to
comply. “I have been told that you have in Makor a singer who plays on the lyre.”

The governor looked about to see who this might be, and Kerith said to the king,
“There is a fine singer. Shall I fetch him to my house?”

“Ill go to his,” David said, and not one of the officials knew where Gershom
lived, but Kerith did, and she led the king to the temple, then to the wine shop,
then to the wool merchant’s, and finally to the small room in back where Gershom
lay sleeping beside a jug of wine. The place was dark and smelled of rancid
sheepskins, and the governor started to drag the king away, but David insisted
upon entering the room, where he stood with Abishag on one side and Kerith on
the other, looking down at the sleeping man.

“It’s the king,” Kerith whispered, shaking him.

Gershom looked up, thinking that children had come upon him as they often
did, and he saw that the king had lifted his lyre and was trying the seven strings,
which were slack upon the pegs. Gershom brushed his hair back, adjusted his
dirty garment and pulled himself to his feet. “It’s a good lyre,” the young man said.

“And I've been told that you’re a good singer,” the king replied. He handed the
young man the instrument and waited. Gershom reached down, took a swig of
wine, washed it about his mouth and spat it into the street. He indicated a broken
chair, which Abishag brought for the king, but he paid no attention to Kerith or
the king’s beautiful attendant. He sat on a pile of wool which had not yet been
combed and spent some time adjusting himself and tuning the strings. It was a
quiet moment, with men in the alleyway pressing against the door as the governor
warned them to be silent. It was an apprehensive moment when no one should
speak, but Kerith said quietly, “Sing of the lamb and the bull.”

Gershom looked at her in surprise, as if she were an intruder, but the king
asked, “Is that a fine song?”

“It is one you would like,” Kerith said, and the king nodded.

Gershom was now finished with tuning his lyre, and he played random music
until, unexpectedly, he struck a series of harsh, commanding chords which
seemed to please the king. Then, in a powerful cry, he called:

“Oh, who among us can speak of Yahweh?
Who knows his mysterious ways?
He is in the whimper of the lamb I seek at night,
Lo, he is in the stamping of the wild bull.”

And the manner in which he changed from the initial cry of longing to the



simplicity of the night scene, then to the vigor of the bull’s actions pleased the
king, and he sat back in the solitary chair, listening to the artistry of the young
man, and after more than an hour of songs the old king took the lyre himself and
let his fingers fall across the strings, but he did not try to sing. Tears came to his
eyes and he sat for some time with the lyre, until Abishag said quietly, “Now we
must retire,” and he followed her like an obedient child.

That night there was singing in the governor’s house, which marked the first
time that Gershom had been invited into that august center, and on succeeding
days the king repeatedly asked the young man to sing for him; and the time came
when David was prepared to take the lyre himself and to sing some of the glorious
compositions which he had offered Yahweh in the young years when he was loved
as the sweet singer of Israel, and the two psalmists sang together for many hours.
On the fourth day, when the king had not yet seen more of the tunnel than the
mouth of the square shaft, he concluded a singing session by stating firmly,
“When I return to Jerusalem this young man shall accompany me,” and he put his
arm about Gershom as though the latter were his son.

When King David uttered this command Kerith was sitting beside him and the
words reached her with climactic force. The visit of the king had been like a series
of hammer blows, coming at the end of six years of metaphysical turmoil: she had
witnessed the humiliation of her husband and had seen the low regard in which a
man like King David held the mere digging of a tunnel; she had also seen the
clarity of judgment with which he had selected Gershom as the one talent in
Makor worth taking to the capital. All that King David did placed the abstract
wisdom of Jerusalem athwart the pragmatic values of Makor, for without knowing
it the king had acted as if he wished to prove her tentative conclusions correct. For
a brief spell following the departure of General Amram she had allowed Jabaal and
Meshab to divert her attention from Jerusalem and she had begun to doubt her
own conclusions; but now King David and Gershom fortified them and she would
never again be deterred from doing what she had long ago decided was right. She
was ready to take the decisive steps that would lead her to the City of David.

When the singing ended she walked boldly with Gershom to his hovel, and at
the doorway she said quietly, “When you go with the king to Jerusalem, I shall go
with you.”

He was in the act of throwing his lyre onto a pile of wool and he did not bother
even to break the rhythm of his arm. “I want you to,” he said, without looking at
her.

“Tonight I will stay here,” she said, but even with those words they were afraid
to embrace.

Slowly she walked home, considering what she must tell Hoopoe, but when she
entered the house by the shaft that had accomplished so little she said simply, “I
am going to Jerusalem. With Gershom. I shall live with him the rest of my life.”

Later she recalled that as she said these words her fat little husband looked just
like a hoopoe bird, twisting his neck this way and that, as if he were seeking a hole
in which to sink his foolish, his lovable, his laughable head. “You mustn’t,” he
pleaded, following her from room to room as she packed a few belongings. When
they reached the room where they had spent their passionate nights he said, “You
can take the rope of glass,” but she left it behind, not willing to hurt him by saying



that it was gaudy Phoenician ware; but the chunk of amber set in Persian silver
she took.

At the door of the house, standing by the great empty shaft that had mocked
her plans, she said good-bye to the pathetic little engineer, and when he tried in
trembling voice to ask why this wrong thing was happening, she said at last, “Stay
with Makor and the old gods, I cannot.” And she was gone.

In his desolation, alone with two children that his wife had deserted and the
tunnel that the king did not want, Hoopoe sought the one man who could give him
counsel. In the gray and somber twilight he went to the postern gate where
Meshab was finishing the tower that would hide the telltale marks and there in his
perplexity he asked the Moabite to reason with Kerith, but to his surprise Meshab
refused to leave the tower. “I shall keep hidden until King David leaves,” he
explained.

“But why?” Hoopoe asked. All that was happening confused him.

“King David bears deep hatred for my people.”

“But he’s part Moabite himself,” Hoopoe protested, and his need for help was so
obvious that Meshab, in spite of what he knew might happen, laid down his
trowel, washed his hands and consented to talk with Kerith; but as the two men
left the wall, one of King David’s captains spotted the Moabite and ran crying
through the streets, “The assassin of Moab is among us.” At first Meshab tried to
run back to the wall, but gleaming spears cut off that escape, so he did what he
had long planned to do if trapped as he now was. He ran past the shaft, along the
curving street that led from the postern gate and into the temple, where he threw
himself upon the altar, clutching the stone horns.

Hoopoe had scarcely reached him in the sanctuary when soldiers appeared at
the door, only to draw back when they saw what action the Moabite had taken,
but shortly King David himself, unattended by Abishag, alone and old and white
with fury, strode to the altar. “Are you the Meshab whose life I spared in Moab?”

“The same. I seek your sanctuary.”

“Did you not kill Jerebash, the brother of Amram?”

“In battle, yes.”

“And throw down the temple to Yahweh?”

“In siege, yes.”

“You have no sanctuary.”

“I plead the sanctuary you ordained.”

“l refuse it!” David thundered. “I saved you once and you warred against me.
Guards! Seize him!”

A shocking fight marred the silence of the temple, for Meshab had no intention
of being taken alive, and the struggle became more violent when Hoopoe sprang to
the defense of his friend and shouted at the king, “He is a freedman claiming
sanctuary.”

“He defied Yahweh!” David cried, half insane.

Spurred on by the king the guards knocked Hoopoe aside, but even as he fell to
the floor he shouted once more, “David! Don’t defile your own sanctuary.” Then a
guard kicked him in the mouth, bringing blood that choked him.

The guards were now free to concentrate on the Moabite, but he defended
himself with mighty strength until ten dragged him from the altar, causing it to



crash to the floor, where it broke into two pieces, and the sight of this shattered
altar infuriated David even more: he was a man capable of nursing terrible
enmities and he cried, “Slay him!” And seven came at the former slave with spears,
and his powerful arms gathered them to his chest as flint sickles once gathered
wheat, and he fell at the feet of the king, where he was stabbed many times until
his blood flowed across the temple floor to where Hoopoe lay. A priest, reveling in
the horror, chanted, “Yahweh is revenged. Thus Yahweh strikes those who oppose
him.”

Finally the young girl Abishag found her king in the bloodstained temple and
took him by the hand and led him to his couch. Then he had time to reflect upon
the vengeful thing he had done, and he beat his forehead with his fist and
repented this latest in a long chain of sudden passions that had scarred his life.
He found that he could not banish from his mind the figure of the Moabite
freedman clutching at the altar, nor from hearing the pleas for sanctuary. The
execution had been an impulsive, ugly outburst and already David was haunted
by regret.

In deepening repentance he asked for the young lyrist, whose consolation he
needed, and messengers went to the small room at the back of the wool store,
where they found not only Gershom but Kerith, kneeling over a small bundle of
clothes which she had brought from her husband’s house; and when the
messenger told Gershom that he must bring his kinnor to comfort the king, the
psalmist said, “I must bring Kerith, too. I cannot leave her here.” And when he
passed through the streets to serve his king, Kerith walked behind, wearing a
gold-colored robe and an amber amulet.

They found King David huddled in a corner of the governor’s quarters, Abishag
at his side and holding his left hand. He was ashen with remorse, an old man
tormented by ghosts—the latest less than an hour old. “I have betrayed my own
law,” he mumbled and he would have confessed more, but Gershom took a stool
by the door and as Kerith sat on the floor beside his feet he began playing some of
his songs, and he kept to those the king had already heard. And as he plucked the
seven-stringed lyre, bringing from it sounds like the wind and the movement of
lambs across the fields in spring, the old king lost his bitterness and he closed his
eyes as if he were asleep, but the fear of loneliness with which he clutched the
hand of Abishag proved that he was well awake and listening with great longing to
the words of the young singer.

After Gershom had reviewed songs which the king knew, he was inspired, for
some reason that he could never thereafter explain, to launch into a song which
he had composed some years before on a day in the mountains when he had been
wondering what things the ideal king would do; and his words echoed across that
white room as the conversation between the people of Israel and their king:

“Rejoice in Yahweh, you righteous men,
For praise becomes the upright.

Give thanks to Yahweh with the lyre,
Sing praises with a psaltery of ten strings.
Sing to him a new song.

Play skillfully with shouts of joy.



For the word of Yahweh is upright.
His works are established in truth,
And he loveth righteousness and justice.”

The last three lines of the poem were but the preface to ideas of the kingly state,
but they struck the guilty king with such vigor that without opening his eyes he
signaled with his right hand that the music was to stop. He rose, and still self-
blinded groped his way a few steps across the room, then fell on the floor, on his
knees and elbows, from which position he beat his head several times on the floor
until Abishag rescued him and forced him to open his eyes and make his way back
to his chair.

“l have betrayed Yahweh,” the old man wept. “All my life I have done those
things that Yahweh has condemned. At whose hand was the Moabite slain but
mine? At whose altar but mine?” He shivered with the memory of the profanation
and pleaded, “Tell me of the Moabite.”

And Kerith, still seated on the floor, said, “He was a just man. In darkness he
built the David Tunnel to save your town. When my husband was absent it was
the Moabite who protected me. When he was freed from slavery he remained with
us to finish the king’s tunnel. Meshab was a man that I shall remember with tears
the rest of my life.”

The simple words were exactly those that King David wished to hear, the eulogy
for a brave warrior and a good man. “Sit on my right hand,” he said to Kerith, and
she took the position that she would often know in the king’s dying years; and to
her David said, “The Moabite was valiant in battle, and I slew him. He was a
vigorous defender of his gods, and I caused him to be slain. What have I done this
day?”

The white-haired old man rocked back and forth between the two women who
guarded him, and at last he said to Abishag, “Fetch me the kinnor,” but when he
took the instrument which long ago he had played before King Saul he did not
play it in the ordinary sense, as Gershom had been doing; he allowed his tired
hands to fall across the strings in aimless fashion, building chords of no pattern
and with no rhythm, and when the music had taken for him a form that the others
could not hear, he chanted a psalm which he had composed many years before
and which he often remembered in these late years:

“O Yahweh, do not rebuke me in your anger,
And do not chastise me in your wrath.
Have mercy upon me, for I am weak,
Heal me, for my bones tremble.

I tremble very much.

But you, O Yahweh, how long?

Return, O Yahweh, save me.
Deliver me in accord with your reliability.
If I die I cannot sing to you,

For who in the grave can give you praises?
I am weary of my groaning.”



He continued his lament for human weakness, referring to the anguish he had
known so often throughout his turbulent life, and those four who sat in that room,
those misfit four who had gathered to converse with Yahweh—the white-haired
king who had committed both adultery and murder, the exquisite child who had
been cynically chosen to be an old man’s comfort and his last bedfellow, the loyal
wife who was about to betray one of the truly good men of Israel, and the stranger
whose crimes were not spelled out—that night those four seekers after Yahweh
represented the future generations of the world who would respond to the cry of
grief as they now did. The Judaism that King David had inherited was often a cold
religion, rigorous and even forbidding, but it was saved by this outcry of human
passion which David was now uttering and which Gershom had uttered on the
hills. Remote and removed, there was Yahweh; here in the actuality of the white
room there was a human heart approaching the end of its allotted seventy years;
and between the two there was a passionate dialogue expressed in song:

“Each night I make my bed swim.
I drench my couch with my tears.
My eye has wasted away from grief...
O evildoers, go away from me,
For Yahweh has heard the sound of my weeping.”

Thus David lamented, and the listeners in the night accepted the heartbreak of
the vengeful old king as part of their own experience. Fully as much as the
rigorous laws, his cry would become a part of Judaism.

Kerith saw Hoopoe no more. She spent that night in the hovel at the wool
merchant’s, and in the morning when the royal procession turned southward to
Megiddo and thence to Jerusalem she was lost somewhere in the motley, marching
to the city she had been so determined to see. It was the transformation of
Gershom the outcast that was the more spectacular, for he became in Jerusalem
the keeper of the king’s music, directing the scribes as they collected on clay
tablets many of the poems written by the king, and in the compilation appeared
not a few written by Gershom himself. In time they passed into the liturgy of
Judaism; they were sung in plain chant throughout the Presbyterian churches of
Scotland; they became the hymns of Australia and the church music of South
Africa; they were sung to many different tunes in many different religions, for
wherever the words were read they were recognized as part of the authentic cry of
man seeking his god, for Gershom was a singer, a man who could formulate words
into patterns, and his words would live forever.

Hoopoe experienced a different transformation. When King David departed for
Jerusalem, having ignored the tunnel, the heartbroken engineer climbed to the
town walls like a farmer from the countryside or a yellow-stained Phoenician from
the dye vats, and there he joined the mob as it shouted farewell to the great king.
Hoopoe tried vainly to see where Kerith was, but she kept herself hidden. Nor was
the king visible, nor Abishag nor Gershom: the four vanished from his life like
ghosts that had come to wreak horror during a windy night and had fled with the
dawn.

For some time he could not believe either that they had come or that they had



gone. The governor, remembering that Hoopoe had abused the king at the death of
the Moabite, thereafter refused to speak with the little man. With his slaves gone
to Jerusalem, no further commissions of any importance were found for him.
Townspeople, recounting the story of how his wife had run away with Gershom,
made ballads of the affair to which they added the earlier escapade with General
Amram, so that one of the most contradictory women who had ever lived in Makor
was debased into a simple slut, and sometimes even Hoopoe heard men at the
wine shop singing of her.

“They don’t understand,” he muttered to himself. In the house by the shaft he
was left with two children who were destined to preserve the Family of Ur for
future generations, but they took no interest in the shaft where women walked up
and down, year after year, bringing into the city the sweet water from the hidden
well. In Hoopoe’s lifetime the defenses of Makor—all due to his building genius—
were not put to the test, so the townspeople could not appreciate what a brilliant
thing he had accomplished; they began to take the well and the walls for granted,
and as Hoopoe grew older they remembered him only as a queer little man who
ran about the town poking his head into this hole or another, finding nothing.

“No man in Makor has a more appropriate name than Hoopoe,” they said, and
the older he grew the more pathetic he became in their eyes: a chubby little man
with no wife, no job, few friends. When Solomon became king and there was much
building in Jerusalem, with boats shuttling back and forth between Aecho and
Tyre, Hoopoe developed the illusion that he would soon be called to the capital to
help the resplendent king, but in the beautiful city his name was unknown, and
he was not sent for.

When he was an old man he disappeared for some time, and his unloving
children suspected, or perhaps even hoped, that he was dead; but he was in the
depths of the tunnel, that flawless piece of engineering which he alone had
conceived, and he had brought with him a hammer and chisel and a small wooden
scaffold from which he worked on the ceiling for several days. Young women
passing beneath brought him a little food and speculated upon what he was doing.

“Is the roof going to fall?” they inquired.

“Have rats gnawed a hole downward from the fields?” they teased, not even
knowing that it was he who had built the David Tunnel.

Hoopoe said nothing but kept chipping away, holding a blanket on the scaffold
lest bits of stone fall on the heads of the patient women who walked back and
forth. Finally he finished, and although he could not be aware of the fact, walked
for the last time through his beautiful construction. At the well the great
crisscross tiers of rock protected the roof from any trespass and would remain in
position—a part of the earth—for three thousand years. The deep caves of
antiquity were sealed and hidden. The well itself was cold and sweet and secure,
sending forth as much water as the people needed, and the clean, fair tunnel
climbed at its preordained pace to the foot of the shaft, which rose with its two
lovely, twisting pairs of stairways into the sunlight.

As he climbed out of the shaft for the last time he went through the postern gate
to the cemetery beside which, years ago, he had buried Meshab the Moabite when
no others would touch him, and there he sat on the grave recalling their good days
of friendship and shared work, perhaps the only thing an engineer remembers. It



was a spring day and he was inspired to climb the mountain where Baal resided,
for he would like to be with his old god once more; but it was a steep path and as
he rose from the Moabite’s grave a sudden dizziness overtook him, and he sensed
that death was at hand, and he sat down again.

“Almighty Yahweh,” he prayed, “accept me at the end of my days.” And he was
dead.

Of Gershom the Psalmist, his words echoed to the end of the world. Of Hoopoe
the Builder, his great square shaft was ultimately filled with rubble, and his
tunnel forgotten. For the poet, regardless of the expense in human lives, had
glimpsed the true face of Yahweh and had dedicated himself to the one god. But
the builder had early found himself trapped between Baal, whom he knew to exist
in the earth, and Yahweh, whom he was willing to accept as the unseen deity; and
it is impossible for any man to vacillate between two gods: if he tries he is slowly
eroded. On the afternoon of his death Hoopoe recognized these facts and wished
that he had had the clear understanding of King David and Gershom and his
beloved wife Kerith. But their understanding had been denied him and he died a
useless old man, trapped by his gods.

But in the autumn of 1964, in the month of Bul—when rain clouds make their
first tentative appearance over the Carmel and farmers gather wood for winter
fires—a descendant of the great Family of Ur stumbled upon the long-forgotten
tunnel, and shortly it was excavated, with photographs of the notable work
becoming common throughout the world. Engineers hailed it as a masterpiece of
construction, “one of the first great surveying feats,” and in an age that
appreciated science many words were written on the timeless message which the
unknown engineer of Makor had sent the world; a French philosopher claimed
that “this mute genius of the Makor water system speaks to modern man more
cogently than those who wrote the Psalms, for he exemplified in work that portion
of the divine spirit which has always prized acts as much as words. His tunnel is a
psalm in fact, the song of those who accomplish God’s work.”

And then one day the American archaeologist John Cullinane would discover
the real psalm of Tell Makor. Each part of the tunnel would by then have been
investigated by experts, who would cleverly deduce how the unknown builder
must have operated: they would reason that he had punched two small tunnels
through the rock, joining them somewhere near the middle, then broadening them
out to absorb the error, but they would not be able to guess how he had
established his pitch and headings underground, for age and lichen had dimmed
the ceiling so that carvings which existed there were long overlooked. But on this
day Cullinane would be walking through the tunnel guided by a cheap flashlight
and his wandering eye would catch a kind of shadow on the rocks above. Calling
for a ladder he would examine the damp roof, then summon his assistants. With
infrared photography, with talcum powder and camel’s-hair brushes, the
archaeologists would lay bare a dedication whose effect upon scholarship would be
pronounced for several reasons. It would provide one of the earliest samples of
Hebrew writing; establish an anchor for a sure chronology; and evoke from the
past the figure of a real human being wrestling with problems. The same French
philosopher would title this inscription The Psalm of the Tunnel Builder, under
which title it would serve to summarize the age:



Jabaal of Makor built this David Tunnel. Using six flags he found the
secret. Using white cords he probed the earth. Using iron from Aecho he cut
the rock. But without Meshab the Moabite nothing. Jabaal worked from the
well and wandered. Meshab from the shaft and true. For Meshab was his
brother and is now dead, slain by King David. From the heavens Yahweh
directed. From the earth Baal. Praise to the gods who sustain us.

LEVEL XI

The Voice of Gomer

‘Illustration:\
Babylonian armament]

Babylonian armament. Left: Iron spearhead cast in the city of Urartu (Ararat)
on the northern shore of Lake Van in Asia Minor, 684 B.C.E., and traded
southward to Babylonia in exchange for woven fabrics. Originally fitted to the
end of a four-foot cedar stave imported from Tyre. Right: Helmet in the Assyrian
style, made of hammered bronze fitted with bronze rivets, made in 653 B.C.E.
in the city of Shushan (Susa), capital of Elam on the border between Babylonia
and Persia and traditionally antagonistic to the former. Deposited at Makor in
late summer, 605 B.C.E.
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These were the generations when Yahweh smote his Hebrews, for still he found
them a stiff-necked people.

To punish them he used the Assyrians. In 733 B.C.E. he unleashed Tiglath-
pileser III from Nineveh, and of his depredations the Bible says: “In the days of
Pekah king of Israel came Tiglath-pileser king of Assyria ... and took Hazor, and
Gilead, and Galilee, all the land of Naphtali, and carried them captive to Assyria.”
In this onslaught 185,000 people were slain and 591 towns were ravaged, but not
Makor, for the defenses erected by Jabaal the Hoopoe held off the invaders
through a formidable siege until an agreement of suzerainty was worked out. But
in 701 B.C.E. Sennacherib came out of the north, and of him the Bible says: “Now
in the fourteenth year of king Hezekiah did Sennacherib king of Assyria come up
against all the fenced cities of Judah, and took them.” Even against this scourge
Makor defended itself, protected by its David Tunnel, until at last the Assyrians
appealed for negotiation, whereupon the community opened its zigzag gate
voluntarily. At dawn Sennacherib entered the town; by noon he had assembled the
tribute; and at dusk there was not a single house standing. Makor, gutted and
burned, its walls thrown down in many places, had ceased to exist, and its Hebrew
inhabitants were led away in slavery to join those Ten Tribes of the north who
would henceforth be lost to history if not to legend: fanciful writers would try to
prove that these lost Jews found new existence as Britons, Etruscans, Hindus,
Japanese or Eskimos.

To castigate his Hebrews, Yahweh also used the Babylonians. In the year 612
B.C.E. this rising power humbled Nineveh, driving the Assyrians from the two



rivers, and in 605 the mighty Nebuchadrezzar led his troops into one of the
significant battles of history at Carchemish along the banks of the Euphrates. Of
him the Bible says: “For thus saith the Lord God; Behold, I will bring upon Tyrus
Nebuchadrezzar king of Babylon, a king of kings, from the north, with horses, and
with chariots, and with horsemen, and companies, and much people. He shall slay
with the sword thy daughters in the field: and he shall make a fort against thee,
and cast a mount against thee, and lift up the buckler against thee. And he shall
set engines of war against thy walls, and with his axes he shall break down thy
towers.” And these things Nebuchadrezzar did.

And invariably Yahweh used the Egyptians to accomplish his purposes,
throwing them sometimes against Assyria, sometimes against Babylonia, but
always against the Hebrews, so that during these dynastic struggles the armies of
Egypt were much seen in the Galilee; regardless of who the enemy was, the battles
were apt to be fought here. For example, in 609 B.C.E. Josiah, one of the wisest
kings the Hebrews were to produce, must have suffered a temporary derangement,
for he entered a pact of mutual support on the side of upstart Babylon against
established Egypt and Assyria. Of the pitiful battle that resulted the Bible says:
“Necho king of Egypt came up to fight against Carchemish by Euphrates: and
Judah went out against him.” The confrontation between Egyptian and Hebrew
took place at Megiddo, that recurring site of Armageddon, and the good king
Josiah was slain. Always the Egyptians were a threat.

During these turbulent years the stubborn Family of Ur managed to maintain
Makor as a minor outpost in no way comparable to its predecessors. Even the
town wall, built by Jabaal the Hoopoe in the reign of King David, existed only in
fragments, while the principal street, if it could be called such, ran from the main
gate to the postern past a miserable collection of buildings. Where a score of
enticing shops had once flourished, offering wares from all parts of the
Mediterranean, two now offered little. Citizens eked out a frugal existence, for the
luxury that had characterized the days of David and Solomon was no more.

At opposite ends of the Water Street stood two houses which summarized the
new Makor. By the main gate, in a low, poorly built establishment that rambled
over a considerable area and was kept to one floor because Makor could no longer
afford timber, lived Jeremoth, scion of the Family of Ur and willing to serve as
governor for whatever empire ruled the valleys. He was fifty-two years old, a
resolute and crafty man whose ancestors, by one trick or another, had kept the
town intact through the civil war that had destroyed the empire of King Solomon
and through two hundred years of unremitting Phoenician, Aramaean, Assyrian
and Egyptian pressures. In the mournful chaos of those years the Family of Ur
had trimmed its banners to each new conqueror marching up to the battered
walls. In siege, in pestilence and in terror the determined men of Ur had somehow
managed to hold on to their olive trees south of the town and to some kind of
governmental residence near the main gate.

Jeremoth, black-bearded, wiry and courageous beyond most of the men in his
town, was governed by one fixed idea: this continuity of occupation must be
preserved. If the erupting power of Babylon made war against Egypt inevitable,
there would have to be war, and Makor would again be trapped between the
armies; but if guile and persuasion could preserve the little town, then he was



prepared to temporize with anyone. He had five daughters, four of them married to
leading merchants and farmers, and he also had a group of brothers who were just
as tough as he. Like many families in Makor they had relapsed into being
Canaanites who worshiped Baal on the mountain back of the town, and as a well-
disciplined unit they relied on the hope there would always be some trick whereby
they could keep their holdings intact, diminished though they might be.

At the other end of the Water Street, cramped into a corner near the ruins of the
postern gate, stood a small one-room house made of unbaked clay bricks. It had
an earthen floor, no furniture, only one window, and the clinging smell of
meanness and poverty. It was the home of Gomer the widow, a tall, gaunt woman
of fifty-eight who had known a difficult life. An ugly girl, she had married late as
the third wife of a miserable man who had derided her in public for being childless
and who used her as a slave. After many years, and as the result of a scene she
had tried to erase from her memory—Egyptian soldiers rioting inside the walls—
she had become pregnant, and the wretched old man had suspected that the child
was not his. In public he was afraid to challenge her lest he himself look foolish,
but in the privacy of their mean home he had abused her; yet when he died it was
she and not his earlier wives who tended to his burial.

She had only this one child, a son whom she had named Rimmon, after the
pomegranate, hoping that like the seeds of that fruit he might have many children
to send her line forward, and Rimmon had grown into a handsome young man of
twenty-two whom the young girls of the town admired and who now held the job of
supervising Governor Jeremoth’s olive grove. He and his mother were staunch
supporters of Yahweh, the Hebrew god, but as a man who worked in the fields for
a Canaanite, Rimmon found it prudent to worship Baal as well—a fact which he
did not discuss with his mother.

Gomer was a gawky, forbidding woman. Her hair was not even a clean gray,
which would have brought her respect; it was a muddy gray. Her eyes were not
clear nor was her skin attractive. She had worked so hard that she walked with a
stoop which made her seem older than she was, and the only thing about her that
was appealing was her soft, quiet voice, hushed through half a century of obeying
first her father, then her abusive husband, and finally her handsome son. She
spoke quietly, as if she were still in the fields, living in the harvest booth with her
father as he guarded the barley and the vines. In her long life those were the only
days she remembered with affection, the happy days of harvest time when men
built booths so as to be near the produce of their lands.

Now, in the year 606 B.C.E., in the days before Ethanim, the month of feasts—
when heat from the desert spread over the land, when late grapes were ripening
for the wine presses, and when great Egypt and Babylonia were getting ready to
tear at each other while Greece gathered strength in the west—Gomer left her
mean house by the postern gate, balanced a clay jug on her head, and descended
the gaping shaft that cut into the earth not far from her home. By a considerable
margin she was the oldest woman lugging water, and her long spare figure in
tattered sackcloth looked out of place as she patiently went down the familiar
steps in the company of young wives and slave girls. But since she had no slave or
daughter-in-law to help her she was forced to fetch the water for herself.

She had descended to the well, had filled her jug and started her return



journey, when she came to a section of the David Tunnel where the oil lamp that
hung over the water could no longer be seen, yet where the daylight coming down
the shaft brought little illumination, and in this dark passage she heard a voice
saying to her, “Gomer, widow of Israel! Take your son up to Jerusalem, that he
may cast his eyes upon my city.” She looked around to find who had spoken, but
there was only darkness, and she thought that one of the younger women had
hidden to taunt her, for often they made fun of her; but again the voice
surrounded her, and this time she was certain that it could not belong to any
woman. It said, “Gomer, let your son see Jerusalem.”

Not in fear but in bewilderment she left the tunnel and climbed the shalft,
ignoring the calls of younger women who were descending by the other stairs, and
in a kind of trance she sought for her son, but he had already gone to the olive
press, so she put her jug down, went to the main gate and crossed the Damascus
road, entering the olive grove belonging to Governor Jeremoth. After a few
moments she saw her son working at the press, that ancient system of square
stone pits cut into the solid rock and connected by lead pipes so that the settled
oil could fall and filter of its own weight. Fortunately, she stopped before coming
upon her son, for he was kneeling by the press and she realized that he was
saying his morning prayers to Baal, pleading for a good run of oil. She waited until
he was finished, disturbed that he should be trafficking with Baal on this
particular morning, then went to him.

As always, when she came upon him suddenly, she was impressed anew with
what she could only call his radiance: like many of the Hebrews he was blond and
freckle-faced, tall and with a quick intelligence. As the son of a widow who was
almost a pauper, he had worked in the fields all his life and could neither read nor
write, but he had learned from his mother the cherished stories of his people,
particularly the steps whereby Yahweh had revealed himself to the Hebrews. At
twenty-two he was a young laborer in charge of the one operation which brought
surplus money into Makor, so he prayed to Yahweh for moral guidance in the
conduct of his life and to Baal for success in his daily work.

Under the fruitful trees Gomer asked, “Rimmon, have you made any plans for
going up to Jerusalem?”

“No.”

“Have you ever wanted to go?”

“No.”

She said no more. Returning home she went about her business of trying to
borrow some scraps of meat to make a lentil soup for the evening meal of her
hungry son, but there was scarcely any food, so at midday she walked along the
Water Street until she came to the rambling house in which Governor Jeremoth
lived, and there she appealed to the various women living in the house for any
sewing or mending jobs which they might have. None could be found, but the
governor’s wife took pity on her and said, “My daughter Mikal has been asking for
a new white robe in case she accompanies her father to Jerusalem for the feasts.”
And she summoned Mikal, a small, dark girl of eighteen, about whom there was
much speculation since she was not yet married. She was a lively girl, appreciated
by men and women alike, for she had a merry laughter and a birdlike way of tilting
her head to smile at whoever addressed her.



Mikal was pleased that the making of her new dress was to be turned over to
Gomer, for she had found the older woman pleasant to work with: Gomer was
never late, never unpleasant, never delinquent in getting the dress or the
undergarment finished as planned. In addition, she had a peasant’s dignity,
talking quietly of interesting matters as she worked, and on this fateful afternoon
Mikal and Gomer renewed their pleasant friendship.

But next morning as the widow came back through the David Tunnel, her jug
filled with water, she was halted as if a mighty hand were obstructing the
passageway and a voice said to her, “For the salvation of the world it is essential
that Rimmon see Jerusalem.”

Gomer tried to pass the barrier but could not; her feet were nailed to the tunnel
floor. “Are you Yahweh?” she asked.

“I am that I am,” the voice replied, echoing from all sides. “And I command you:
Take your son up to Jerusalem!/”

The invisible barrier was removed, and after a few hesitant steps Gomer could
see daylight coming from the shaft. She ran home and forced ail thoughts of the
tunnel from her mind. She worked upon Mikal’s white dress as if it were the sole
undertaking in the world, and her preoccupation was so complete that she was
able to bury all thought of Yahweh and Rimmon and Jerusalem. But in the
evening, when the voice of cattle came to the gate, and when she could no longer
see to thread the needle, she again asked her returning son if he wished to visit
Jerusalem.

“No. That’s for priests.”

“You have no desire to see the City of David?”

“You’ve never seen it. Why should I?”

“I've always wanted to,” she said in the darkness.

“Why didn’t you go?”

“Can a widow go to Jerusalem? At the Feast of Tabernacles? Who would build
her a booth?”

He could not see her face, but it had become transfused with yearning. Like
many Hebrews of her generation she longed for Jerusalem as bees long for spring
to open the flowers or as lions trapped in the valley hunger for the hills. It was the
golden city, the site of the temple, the focus of worship, the target of longing. No
other city in the world until the advent of Rome would have the profound effect
upon its adherents that Jerusalem had upon the Hebrews, and this in spite of the
evil days that had befallen the land. After the death of Solomon the vast empire of
King David had degenerated into civil war, splitting into two separate nations,
Israel on the north, with its capital at Samaria, and Judah in the south, with its
capital at Jerusalem. But with the conquests of Sennacherib the northern
kingdom was practically exterminated, as the Bible says: “Then the king of Assyria
came up throughout all the land, and went up to Samaria, and besieged it three
years. In the ninth year of Hoshea the king of Assyria took Samaria, and carried
Israel away into Assyria, and placed them in Halah and in Habor by the river of
Gozan, and in the cities of the Medes.” However, a remnant of Hebrews continued
to exist in towns like Makor, subservient to alien rulers and forbidden to make
pilgrimages to Jerusalem. Even so, faithful northerners like Gomer still
maintained the City of David as their earthly goal.



“For more than fifty years Jerusalem has been before my eyes,” Gomer said.

“I'm afraid you won'’t see it now,” her son replied, not mockingly.

“Suppose I said tonight, In the morning we shall go up to Jerusalem™”

Rimmon laughed. “We have no money. I must watch the olive press and you
must finish the garment.”

Those were Gomer’s ideas, too, and she sadly dismissed from her mind any
plans for going to Jerusalem; but next morning in the David Tunnel she was
stopped for the third time, and the voice said like the roar of a lion, “Gomer, widow
of Israel, for the third time, take your son and go up to Jerusalem, or the penalty
will rest upon your children’s children till the end of days.”

In the darkness she answered obediently, “I will take my son to Jerusalem, but
may I halt here until the white dress is finished?”

There was a silence, as if the presence were spending his time in judging this
humble request, and after a while the voice said, “You are a woman who earns her
bread by sewing. For you it is proper first to finish the work and then to leave for
Jerusalem.” And Yahweh bided his time.

It took Gomer two days of concentrated work to complete the dress, and when
she fitted it on the governor’s daughter that young woman seemed more beautiful
than ever. “I shall wear it at the dancing,” she said with excitement.

“Then you’re going to Jerusalem?” Gomer asked.

“Father has decided. It’s been four years, and as governor...” The girl grew
grave, with shadows across her youthful face. “Do you think the Egyptians will call
us to war again?”

“The Assyrians and the Babylonians and the Egyptians and the Phoenicians and
the Aramaeans,” Gomer recited as she cut the last threads, “they call us to war
perpetually. Your father has protected us well and I'm glad that he’s going to
Jerusalem to talk with the leaders of Judah.” She hesitated. “Would you please
ask him if he could pay me today?”

“Of course!” the young woman said, and she ran to find her father, but when he
heard of the widow’s unusual request he came into the sewing room, showing
displeasure.

“Have the people of Jeremoth’s house ever failed to pay?” he demanded.
Ordinarily a widow like Gomer would have been overawed by the governor, for he
could be a frightening man, with unsympathetic eyes that had gazed with equal
courage upon disaster and triumph. He had governed Makor under seven different
rulers and in doing so had developed a hardness that almost glittered.

But this was not an ordinary day nor was Gomer any longer an ordinary
woman: she had been commanded by Yahweh to perform an act upon which the
salvation of the world depended, and Governor Jeremoth did not cow her. In her
soft voice she said, “You have always paid, sir. But in the morning my son and I
must leave for Jerusalem...”

“What?”

“This year we shall build our booth in the holy city.”

“You?” the governor sputtered, then he asked, “Does Rimmon know of this?”

“Not yet, but...”

In amused contempt the governor turned away from Gomer and directed one of
his guards to summon Rimmon from the olive press, and when the young foreman



stood before him Jeremoth said, “Rimmon, your mother tells me that you’re going
up to Jerusalem tomorrow morning. Leaving my groves without permission.”

“Jerusalem?” the young man repeated in surprise. “I have no plans...”

Then came the moment of decision, that fragile moment which was to determine
so much of Makor’s history in the months ahead. Gomer, seeing the contempt of
the governor and her son’s unwillingness to oppose him, was briefly tempted to
abandon her plans, but when she tried to withdraw her statement she found
herself incapable of doing so. The words of retreat simply would not come from her
throat. Instead, she looked directly at the governor and said in a low, soft voice
marked by an intensity she had never shown before, “It is commanded that I take
my son to Jerusalem tomorrow.”

As soon as she said the words, she knew that she had evaded the one central
problem of this day: it had not been intended for her to say, “It is commanded”;
she should have said, “Yahweh commands.” But as a poor widow of humble
origins she had neither the courage nor the arrogance to use that dreadful
sentence. This day she avoided the issue and placed the responsibility upon an
anonymous force. “It is commanded,” she said.

But even that evasion was sufficient, for something transpired in the room that
Governor Jeremoth could not have explained. Somehow he knew who had done
the commanding; with the Hebrews these mysteries occasionally happened and he
avoided a confrontation in which he did not consider himself involved. A
Canaanite rather than a Hebrew, a man of Baal rather than of Yahweh, he was
nevertheless eager, as a practical politician, to avoid antagonizing any god at a
time when the shadows of Egypt and Babylon loomed so large across the Galilee,
and it was this that kept him from challenging Gomer. To his daughter’s surprise
and to Rimmon’s, too, he announced, “Very well, Gomer. Here’s your bag of
money. Build the best booth in Jerusalem.”

Rimmon tried to apologize, “Sir, I had nothing to do...” but the governor was
gone, glad to have escaped the onus of decision. Thus the first of the critical
challenges that would mark this pivotal age had occurred, although at the time
neither Gomer nor Jeremoth recognized it. And Gomer of the soft voice had
prevailed.

The journey up to Jerusalem in that hot month of Ethanim was, as Yahweh had
intended, an experience that Rimmon would never forget, although while
undergoing it he perceived it as a physical adventure rather than as a spiritual
ascent. It was a distance of more than ninety miles over difficult and wearing
terrain, to be finished in the hot time of autumn, so that the journey occupied
eight days. Mother and son left the zigzag gate at dawn, a tall pair dressed in the
cheapest clothes, shod in heavy sandals and carrying staves. On their backs they
carried a little food, in their purses a few pieces of silver, but Rimmon had with
him an additional item that would prove of considerable value: lengths of cord
with which to build his booth on the slopes leading up to Jerusalem’s walls.

Leading his gaunt mother, who had no idea as to where the city lay, Rimmon
started south through the olive grove, where he was minded to ask Baal to tend
the trees during his absence; but when he started to kneel by the olive press his
mother took him by the arm, saying, “There is no Baal, forevermore,” and her grip
was like the clutch of iron upon his muscles and turned him away. He led her



through the dark swamp, where insects tormented them, across the Kishon River
and up to the fortress city of Megiddo, where they wept for the good king who had
recently been slain in his futile war against the Egyptians.

From this mournful spot they dropped down to Samaria, the capital city of the
former kingdom of Israel, a strange place occupied by aliens forcibly settled there
by the father of Sennacherib, and through the years these strangers had perfected
a unique religion, borrowed from the Hebrews but a faith apart. Samaria both
fascinated and repelled the travelers, and they gladly left it to climb to Bethel,
where a problem of serious proportion confronted them, for this town had always
marked the southern outpost of Israel and had served as a kind of watchdog to
keep northerners from crossing the border in their attempts to visit Jerusalem.
Even now many in Bethel considered it disloyal for a man of fighting age like
Rimmon to leave the north, and certain fanatics tried to prevent him from doing
so. But soft-spoken Gomer countered their arguments, saying, “I am an old
woman who must see Jerusalem before I die,” and she led her son through the
taunting Bethelites until she reached the village Of Anathoth, where prophets
lived, and from there she and her son began the steep ascent to Jerusalem.

In the first hours they climbed without actually seeing the noble city, but they
were assured that they were on the right path by the hundreds of other pilgrims
streaming in from outlying regions to celebrate in Jerusalem the high holy days
which marked the beginning of each new year.

There were young priests from Dan and date farmers from the shores of Galilee
come down to pray for a bountiful harvest. There were Hebrew dyers who kept
their vats in the seaport city of Aecho, nestled among Aramaean and Cypriot
merchants. There were Hebrews from Samaria who had doggedly held to their own
religion amidst the enemy, and there were poor villagers from Shunem, where King
David had found his last and greatest concubine, the sweet child Abishag. Those
who could afford to do so led animals for sacrifice at the temple altars, and one
could hear the lowing of cattle and the cry of sheep. Others carried chickens
intended for their own consumption and some women had white doves captured in
cages made of reeds: these were for the temple. A few farmers rode donkeys, but
most came on foot to worship at the central shrine of the Hebrews, to see with
their own eyes the everlasting glory of Jerusalem.

Gomer and her son were struggling up the last steep, rocky path, surrounded
by barren hills and deep wadis, when they heard ahead of them the joyful chant of
people singing the traditional songs of the ascent:

“I rejoiced when they said unto me:
‘Let us go unto the house of Yahweh.’
Our feet are standing
Within your gates, O Jerusalem...
Whither the tribes go up, even the tribes of Yahweh.”

All joined in this song of delight, but never for long did this mood prevail, for
always some tormented voice, unable to believe that it was on the threshold of
Jerusalem, would cry in humble supplication:



“Out of the depths have I called upon you, Yahweh.
Yahweh, hear my voice.
Let your ears be attentive to the voice of my supplications.”

Most endeavored to suppress their own desires and to submit themselves to the
will of Yahweh, trusting as Gomer did that his guidance would sustain them:

“Yahweh, my heart is not haughty nor my eyes lofty;
Neither do I exercise myself in things too great,
Or in things too wonderful for me.”

And when they entered upon the last league they made a solemn promise that
they would march uninterruptedly to the holy city regardless of what impediments
they might encounter:

“Yahweh, let me remember David and his afflictions,
How he swore unto Yahweh

And vowed unto the god of Jacob.

Surely I will not come into the tent of my own house
Nor go up into the bed that is spread for me;
I will not give sleep to my eyes
Nor slumber to my eyelids
Until I find out a place for Yahweh,
A dwelling place for the mighty one.”

And then, when the day was very hot upon them, Gomer and Rimmon heard the
singers ahead suddenly cease, and everywhere there was silence as those behind
pushed forward, and at last the multitude looked south across bare hills and saw
rising before them a stout, high wall, a most massive thing built of enormous
stones that shone pink and gray and purple in the noonday sun; and from the
walls, rose towers marking a gate, and beyond it the majestic outlines of a temple,
heavy and monumental and brooding. Many fell to their knees, to think that they
had lived to see this city, but Gomer noticed that Rimmon stood apart, staring at
the extraordinary walls and the ineffable grace that invested the stones of this
sacred place. Watching her son absorb the wonder of Jerusalem she tried to guess
what divine need had brought him to this spot, but she knew not, and then she
found herself pulled to his side and her soft voice began whispering words and
ideas that she herself could not have conjured up: “Look not to the walls, Rimmon
son of Gomer. Look rather to the west to those slopes by the fullers’ field. A
hundred years ago did not Sennacherib, having crushed Makor, camp in that spot,
his army as thick as locusts in the seventh year? And did he not make
preparations to destroy Jerusalem”—of these matters Gomer knew nothing—“so
that the holy City of David lay powerless before him? The terrible Assyrian needed
only to press against those pink-gray walls, and Jerusalem was his that he might
crush the temple and destroy the sons of Judah forever. But at the middle of the
night [ moved among the tents of the Assyrians. More powerful than chariots was I
that night, more deadly than arrows tipped with iron, and in the morning death



was upon the host and it melted away.”

Rimmon noticed the peculiar use of the word I, and he realized that his mother
could not be the one who was speaking; she, regaining consciousness, experienced
for the first time the mystery of knowing that words had come from her mouth
which she had not uttered. Both were aware that an incident of tremendous
significance had occurred, but each was loath to investigate. Rimmon did not want
to believe that Yahweh was speaking to him, for he could not consider himself
worthy of such elevation, while Gomer knew that she was an ignorant woman who
could neither read nor write, with no more possessions than she could gather into
a large bag. In her life no man had loved her, and her son owned a father whose
name no scroll recorded. It was not to such persons that Yahweh spoke; he did not
choose people from the postern gate to represent him, and Gomer and her son
drew away from any assumption of prophecy.

Trying to be matter-of-fact Rimmon asked, “Didn’t Sennacherib destroy
Jerusalem? Like Makor?”

“l don’t think so,” his mother said in her own voice. Vaguely she remembered an
old fable of how the city had been saved. “The cohorts were ready to strike, but
they vanished.” And as two ordinary pilgrims they entered the city.

They came upon a scene that could not have been duplicated anywhere in the
contemporary world, neither in young Greece, where mysteries were practiced, nor
in old Egypt, where celebrations along the Nile were sumptuous. In Babylonia, of
course, there was grandeur and in Persia an awakening power, but only in
Jerusalem could one see the solemn passion of an entire people, coming to focus
on one splendid temple constructed centuries earlier by Solomon. It was to this
apex of Hebrew faith that Gomer had brought her son for a purpose which she
could never have comprehended, and before the temple they bowed.

Then Rimmon led his mother outside the walls to a mount of olives at whose
foot ran the Brook Kidron, rich with gardens and pomegranate trees and beds of
many vegetables. From the trees the young farmer cut boughs and four corner
poles, and with his cords built of them a booth in which he and Gomer would
sleep for eight nights: on the mount as far as one could see were these booths,
each with its branches so interlaced that a sleeping man could waken in the
middle of the night and see the stars. Thus the Hebrews remembered the lonely
decades in the desert when they were coming to know Yahweh in their ragged
tents: each year all men of Israel and Judah took to their booths as Gomer and
Rimmon did now.

In the morning they rose early and left the mount of olives, returning inside the
city, where they worshiped at the temple, Gomer standing outside with the women
while her son went into the sacred place to gaze at the holy of holies, to which only
a few priests were admitted. Later he joined his mother to observe the animal
sacrifices during which perfect bulls were led lowing to the altar, and here as the
solemn rite was concluded, with incense penetrating the brain, Rimmon caught an
understanding of man’s eternal submission to Yahweh; and as the sacrificial fires
twisted upward the significance of his faith was burned into his consciousness.
This city he would remember forever, and on the sixth day Gomer heard him
whispering, “O Jerusalem, if I forget you let my eyes be blinded, let my right hand
lose its cunning.”



But it was not only for these solemn moments that pilgrims made the long trek
to Jerusalem; for after the days of worship had ended, after the fields were gleaned
and the grapes were pressed, lyric celebrations occurred in which festivities as old
as the land of Canaan were re-enacted, and none was more compelling than the
night on which the unmarried maidens of Israel dressed themselves in white
gowns, newly made, to go out into the vineyards on the way to Bethlehem where
ceremonial grapes had been held in reserve, and there to nominate one of their
number to enter the wine press with her new dress clutched about her knees,
where she would dance upon these final grapes while her sisters sang in the most
ravishing tones the unharmonized plain chant of longing:

“Young men, young men of Jerusalem!
Lift up your eyes and see whom,
See whom, see whom,

You shall marry.

Look not for beauty,

Look not for smiles,
But look for a girl of good family,
A family that worships Yahweh.”

And as the girls danced about the wine press Rimmon watched with growing
wonder the freshness of the faces and the desirability of these laughing eyes as
they flashed past him in the torchlight, begging him to sample them, to see whom
he would marry.

But after a while the girl whose ankles were deep among the grapes grew weary,
and she signaled for a replacement, and by chance the girls of Jerusalem picked
as her successor a beautiful stranger from the north, Mikal the daughter of the
governor of Makor, and men swung her into the wine press. As she clutched her
new dress to keep it from being stained, Rimmon experienced the curious
sensation that the dress was in a sense his dress—it had come from his kitchen
and he had known it before even Mikal had known it—and it danced of itself, a
swirling, beautiful white robe; and he reached for his mother’s hand,
congratulating her upon having made such a garment.

Then his heart exploded with the love that would never leave it, for it was not
the dress that was dancing, but a girl twisting her head to the music, laughing,
trying vainly to keep the juices of the grape from staining her new dress, and
finally, when she saw that she could no longer protect it, dropping it and throwing
her hands in the air as the tempo of the music increased and she became stained
even to her face with the purple that in the end dripped from her chin as she tried
to taste it with her red tongue. It was a primitive moment that recalled the entire
history of the Hebrews from before the days when they knew Yahweh or the
Pharaohs, and Rimmon stood entranced, but when the music ended and it
became some other girl’s turn to press the symbolic grapes, it was he who lifted
Mikal from the vat, and she hung for a moment in the air, looking down at him.

“Rimmon!” she cried, and she allowed him to set her upon the ground and to
brush away the grape juice, and when his rough hand reached her face she did
not draw back, but kept her stained chin raised toward his, and he kissed her.



On the way home from Jerusalem he informed his mother that he was going to
marry Mikal, and she objected on the grounds that a Hebrew boy should not
marry a girl whose family was more Canaanite than Hebrew. Rimmon would not
listen to this argument, and his mother found in him the same kind of hardness
that she had had to develop over the preceding decades. This pleased her insofar
as her son’s character was concerned, but it frightened her when applied to the
matter of selecting a wife, and she wondered what she could do to prevent a hasty
decision. As they were picking their way through the swamp north of Megiddo she
asked casually, “Are you aware of what Governor Jeremoth’s name means?”

To Hebrews a man’s name carried a significance unknown in other nations, and
Rimmon, anticipating his mother’s purpose, said, “It means high places, and he
worships in the high places.”

“His whole family does, and for him to go to Jerusalem, or for his daughter to
dance at the festival, is offensive.”

“Are you warning me against Mikal?” he asked abruptly.

“Yes. Our town has many excellent Hebrew girls, loyal to Yahweh.” She was
strongly impelled to advise him that he had been chosen by Yahweh for some
austere purpose, that it was imperative for him to make his peace in all ways with
Yahweh, but she could not do this, for she had no conception of what mission he
had been called upon to serve. She therefore gave the limpest of all arguments:
“Have you considered marrying Geula? She comes from an old priestly family.”

At that moment they were heading through the worst part of the swamp, and at
the mention of Geula’s name Rimmon made an ugly face, which angered his
mother and she berated him: “Geula may not be beautiful, but she knows virtue,
and it is not proper to make faces at a girl of marked devotion.” Rimmon stopped
this argument by saying, “I was making faces at the water snake that slipped from
the rock,” and his mother grew silent and moved closer to him, for the nearness of
a poisonous snake was frightening when she knew that her son had been singled
out for some austere purpose.

When they cleared the swamp and climbed to higher ground they saw ahead of
them the broken walls of Makor, and each compared that poor town with the
grandeur of Jerusalem, and they saw for themselves what a miserable place it
was; the invading armies had destroyed so much. Where eight hundred people had
lived inside the walls in comfortable houses during King David’s time, fewer than
five hundred now lived in near-poverty. The rich fields outside, which had
supported nine hundred farmers, had now only a hundred peasants who never
knew when the next marauder would burn their crops and carry them off to
slavery. These were dreadful years in Galilee, during which Makor sustained the
smallest population of its long history, but Gomer suspected that evil of greater
magnitude lay ahead. It must have been for this reason that Yahweh had spoken
to her in the tunnel, charging her with the task of preparing her son for the trials
that faced the Hebrews, and now, as she returned to the town which had brought
her such little happiness, she clutched his hand and headed for the main gate,
unaware that the test would fall not upon him but on her.

Against his mother’s wishes Rimmon married Mikal, and against Gomer’s own
wishes she soon had to confess what a pleasing girl the governor’s daughter was:
laughing and beautiful, Mikal quickly proved that she was going to make Rimmon



an excellent wife; she brought him a dowry larger than he could have expected and
she prevailed upon her father to let him run the olive grove, not as foreman but as
co-owner. She moved into the bleak house by the postern gate, sewed the
necessary clothes, and then gave testimony of her love for Rimmon that no
governor’s daughter was required to give. One morning as Gomer lifted the water
jug onto her head preparatory to the long descent and longer walk through the
dark tunnel, Mikal took down the jug and said, “From now on I shall fetch the
water.”

The tired old woman looked down at the bright face, so hopeful in the morning
light and so satisfied with the child that was growing near her heart, and Gomer
said, “Today you have brought me rubies,” and she bent down and for the first
time kissed her daughter and continued, “The only remaining thing I can do for
my son is going to the well.” She carried the jug herself, but each morning young
Mikal would watch for the moment when her mother started for the well, and she
would lift the jug and say, “Now I shall fetch the water,” and each morning old
Gomer would refuse the offer, but her heart was overcome that her daughter had
again volunteered.

Then came the days of terror. Out of the south, eastward of Megiddo, appeared
the great army of the Pharaoh Necho, with men by the thousands and chariots
whose dust obscured the sun, with generals in pleated tunics and foot soldiers
burdened with spears. Fanning out swiftly in all directions the army occupied
crossroads and villages and even walled towns.

“We are going north to crush Babylon forever,” the armed emissaries told
Governor Jeremoth, “and from Makor we require two hundred men and their
supplies. By sunset tonight.”

A cry of protest went up from the town, and when Jeremoth was reluctant to
identify which men must go, the Egyptians did the job for him. Throwing a cordon
about the town they first marched off everyone living outside the walls. When
Jeremoth protested that these were the farmers who fed the town, the Egyptian
general shouted up at him, “When you begin to starve, your women will find the
fields. You have five daughters. You'll eat.”

They then searched the houses and picked every man who looked as if he could
walk a hundred miles. At Gomer’s they grabbed Rimmon as a prize Soldier and
told him on the spot that he was to be a captain of the Hebrews, and before he
could say good-bye to his mother or his wife they had him outside the walls, where
they began immediately to give him orders. He started to protest that he would not
lead his Hebrews against the Babylonians, but he did not finish. An Egyptian
soldier—not even an officer—struck him across the neck with a war mace and he
fell unconscious to the ground.

From the wall his mother saw her son fall and she thought he was killed. Like
an ordinary woman struck with terror she wanted to whimper softly, but an
outside power took possession of her throat and from the walls she pointed with a
long right arm and an extended forefinger. Her hair blew in the evening wind and
her figure seemed to increase in its gaunt height, losing its stoop, and from her
throat came for the first time a voice of extraordinary power, echoing across the
town and into the hearts of the Egyptian invaders:

“O men of Egypt! Too long have you tormented the children of Yahweh, too long.



You march north to battle which hyenas and vultures will long celebrate as they
tear at your bones. You proud generals in pleated tunics, at the great battle your
eyes will be put out and you will spend your years in darkness, toiling for the
Babylonians. You insolent charioteers in armor, your horses shall drag you
through cinders, and rocks of the field will clutch at your brains. You priests who
accompany the mighty force to give it sanction, how you will dream of Thebes and
Memphis”—if Gomer could have heard her words she would have been perplexed,
for she knew nothing of Thebes or Memphis—“how you will dream of Egypt when
you toil in the slave pits of Babylon. And you, Pharaoh Necho, ride north with your
banners flying and the wheels of your chariot churning dust. But you ride in vain,
for Egypt is lost.”

Her words shattered in the air like spears striking rock, and an Egyptian
captain, seeing their effect on his troops, shouted, “Silence that foolish woman,” so
that Governor Jeremoth himself ran to her and shook her; and when she regained
her senses she saw that Rimmon was not dead but had risen and was doing as the
Egyptians wished, and thus the army moved northward, picking up whole towns
and nations as it went, preparing itself for the day when it must face the
Babylonians. As an ordinary woman Gomer watched her son disappear, then
sought the consolation of her daughter Mikal, and they joined the other bereft
women along the wall, looking eastward to where eddies of dust marked the latest
desolation to visit Makor.

The Tell

In the kibbutz mess hall Cullinane was always amused, when the subject of
women arose, to see how vigorously his Jewish friends argued that in their religion
women were treated as equals. One night before Vered left for Chicago she had
said, “No religion in the world treats women with more regard than Judaism,” and
Eliav added, “Our religion reveres them.”

“If there ever was a case of protesting too much,” Cullinane said, “this is it.”

“What do you mean?” Vered snapped.

“I can only judge by four things,” the Irishman said defensively. “What the Torah
says. What the Talmud says. What I see. And what I hear.”

“What have you seen?” Vered asked.

“I've been going to synagogues a good deal,” Cullinane replied, “and in the new
ones, if women want to attend they have to sit in a balcony behind a curtain. At
older ones, like the Vodzher Rebbe’s, there’s no place for them at all.”

“Women prefer it that way,” Eliav insisted.

“Not from what I overhear from the tourists at the dig,” Cullinane said.
“American Jewish women tell me, I'd refuse to be tucked away in a balcony behind
lattices.” And even the men say, ‘When I go to worship I want to sit with my
family.”

On this matter the testimony of the Torah was clear. Women under Judaism
were treated no worse than Near Eastern women in general: deplored at birth,
endured in adolescence, married off as soon as possible, discriminated against in



law and subjected to misery if they became unwanted widows. Numerous were the
Biblical texts in which some Old Testament hero rejoiced at the news he was the
father of a son, and one of the morning prayers recited by men included the
passage: “Blessed art Thou, O Lord our God, King of the universe, who hast not
made me a woman.”

The sixty-three tractates of the Talmud developed each of these themes: “Happy
is he whose children are male and woe to him whose children are female.” In
passage after passage this massive body of Jewish teaching admonished against
the dangers of the female. “Talk not overmuch with women, even with one’s own
wife,” read one passage, to which Maimonides himself added the gloss: “It is
known that for the most part conversation with women has to do with sexual
matters, and by such talk a man brings evil upon himself.” The Talmud
specifically directed that women must not be taught to read religious works, and
often during the dig Israeli religious newspapers carried reports of resolutions
drawn up by one group of fanatics or another: “It is the function of Jewish girls to
marry at seventeen and have children as quickly as possible.”

One night the English photographer appeared at dinner with a passage from the
Talmud which summarized the ideal Jewish wife. “She was married to the famous
Rabbi Akiba. She found him when he was forty years old, an illiterate peasant.
She married him and sent him to the yeshiva, where he lived apart and studied
while she worked to earn their living. At the end of twelve years he returned home
one night to tell her that he must do more studying, so she sent him back for
another twelve years and kept her job. After twenty-four years he finally came
home, but she was so old and decrepit that his followers tried to throw her aside
as a beggar and, I quote, ‘the great Rabbi Akiba allowed her to come forward and
kiss his feet, saying to his followers, “All that is mine or yours comes from her.” ”

Vered was angry. “Don’t forget that when the judges were weak, Deborah rallied
the Jewish people in battle against General Sisera.”

“When was that?” the Englishman asked.

“1125 B.C.E.”

Eliav said with more restraint, “And there was Huldah the Prophetess, who was
of critical significance in getting Deuteronomy accepted as the core of Jewish
faith.”

“When did she live?” the photographer asked.

“621 B.C.E.”

“Isn’t it strange,” Cullinane asked, “that whenever we get on this topic you cite
two women who lived more than twenty-five hundred years ago...”

“What about Beruriah?” Vered cried. None of the Gentiles had heard of her. “Or
Golda Meir?”

“My point,” Cullinane said, “is that the Catholic church showed real capacity in
finding places for women like Saint Theresa and Catherine of Siena. A sect of
Protestants did the same with Mary Baker Eddy. In Judaism this doesn’t happen.”

Vered was eager to reply. “As little girls we play a game in which we ask, ‘Why
were women made from Adam’s rib?” And she could still recite the answer: “God
deliberated from which part of man to create woman. He said, I must not create
her from the head that she should not carry herself haughtily; nor from the eye
that she should not be too inquisitive; nor from the ear that she should not be an



eavesdropper; nor from the mouth that she should not be too talkative; nor from
the heart that she should not be too jealous; nor from the hand that she should
not be too acquisitive; nor from the foot that she should not be a gadabout; but
from a hidden part of the body that she should be modest.”

“l am impressed,” Eliav said, “that in religions which do as Cullinane wants,
female unhappiness is so great, whereas we Jews go pleasantly along with little
divorce, little prostitution and less neuroticism.”

“Everyone knows that a Jew makes the best husband in the world,” Vered said.

“You have no feeling of being left out?”

“We Jewish girls get what we want,” she insisted. “A home, a family, a secure
haven. Public praying in the synagogue? That’s for men.”

The more Cullinane heard on this matter—and it came up at many dinners—the
more correct he found Vered to be, in a thirteenth-century sense. In primitive
societies it was man’s job to placate the gods and woman’s to keep the home, but
this was dangerously close to the Germanic ideal of Kaiser, Kinder, Kiiche. He was
willing to concede Eliav’s point, that one of the reasons why Judaism had been so
strong internally was its subtle relationship between the sexes, but he could not
forget that Christianity overwhelmed Judaism partly because of its emotional
appeal to women. Judaism was a religion for men, Cullinane said to himself.
Christianity for women.

Now, with Vered gone, he thought increasingly about women and it was often he
who raised the question in the dining hall. Tabari held that Arabs had the best
attitude: “My father once said he never wore a new shoe until he had limbered it
up three times over the head of his fourth wife. You Americans have ruined the
relationship between the sexes, and Israel would be ill-advised to follow your
example.”

“Actually,” Eliav added, “Israel has an excellent approach. You've seen our
bright young girls in the army.”

“I've also seen the statements of the religious groups. ‘Every honest girl is
married by seventeen.”

“The nutty fringe,” Eliav commented.

“Do you also dismiss the desire of American Jews for their women to join them
in synagogue?”

Tabari interrupted. “It’s the same in Islam. Women are free to enter the mosque
if they sit apart and shut up. I think they prefer it that way.”

“Wait till some kind of reform Judaism hits this land,” Cullinane forecast. “You’ll
find one million Israeli women behaving just like Russian women and American
women.”

“You forget two points,” Eliav said. “Have you read any recent studies on
circumcision? How it eliminates some kinds of female cancer? How it insures
better sexual relations in that it decreases man’s sexuality somewhat but
increases his ability to perform well when he does?”

“I never found that circumcision slowed me down,” Tabari reported.

“Are Muslims circumcised?” Cullinane asked.

“Of course. Besides, we Arabs are Semitic.”

“My second point,” Eliav continued, “is an ugly one to bring up. But throughout
two thousand years the religious loyalty of Jewish women has been tested many
