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With the morning, Joseph felt much refreshed.  Before the sun began to color the eastern 

sky, the caravan turned into the roadway.  Raanah had tallowed Joseph’s feet to harden them; 

and as the youths swung along briskly at the head of the caravan, their lungs expanding with the 

crisp air, Raanah burst into his marching song.  His joyousness was contagious.  Joseph’s worries 

abated and his mind opened to impressions. 

For diversion they skimmed pebbles along the road and laughed at the antics of the dogs 

as they chased them.  They flipped up their daggers to catch them by the handle.  They practiced 

with their slings.  Because of their early training, both lads were very proficient. 

But as the hours piled upon each other, the sun became a ball of fire.  There was little 

breeze.  Clothing stuck to the sweating bodies of the men.  The animals worked up a lather.  The 

old dragon slunk along, growling, tense, baring its fangs. 

Near noon, they came to a spring which flowed in a narrow stream that wound among the 

low hills.  Its banks were fringed with bushes and trees.  The tradesmen dismounted and gathered 

around the spring. 

Suddenly, the scream of a woman rose above frantic shrieks from many throats.  So 

fearful was the outcry that the asses brayed and kicked up their heels.  The dogs barked.  The 

tradesmen stiffened in frightened bewilderment. 

“See—‘tis one of the dogs,” cried Asaph, his aquiline face aghast, his eyes bulging with 

terror.  “He has sickened at the water.  Run--!” 

Confusion spread.  The backbone of the caravan broke instantly.  Some of the cameleers 

climbed up the legs of their charges.  Others cringed behind them.  Most of the slaves took to 

their heels. 

The merchantmen seemed uncertain what to do. 

“Where can a man run?” wailed Egiba.  He danced about in several directions then 

dropped behind a boulder near the spring.  Damhru tried to shin up a stunted cedar.  Accid-Adab 

seized Uruk’s loosened saddle to mount and fell, dragging it on top of himself.  Isme-Dagan 

waded into the stream and stood agape, paddling his toes in the water. 

At the outcry, Raanah and Joseph stared for a moment in frozen wonder then instinctively 

glanced about for a place of safety.  “Quick,” cried Raanah, “let me boost you into this tree.”  

Without further thought, they sprang toward it. 

The sick dog was running in a circle, unmindful of everything but his misery.  A few 

bolder slaves hurled short spears at him.  These fell short of their mark and only harassed him.  

He broke the circle and darted forward savagely. 

Raanah had just helped Joseph into the tree when a scream of terror startled everybody 

anew.  He whirled about.  It was the girl who had served them the day before.  She had been 

running toward them when the dog darted forward and she became so frightened that she stood 

paralyzed before it. 

Raanah’s heart sickened with fear for the girl.  The next instant he was at her side.  One 

of the short spears lay near his feet.  Its point was broken, but he grabbed it.  Thus armed with 



only a light stick, he stood to defend himself and the girl.  “Run!” he yelled at her roughly to 

break her trance.  “Run for your life!” 

As his voice rang out, the animal turned its greenish eyes upon him and Raanah faced it 

grimly. 

The dog was a huge, lean scavenger, part wolf, part hound and repulsive at all times.  

When they skirted a city a short time before, it had attached itself, uninvited, to the caravan.  In 

health it was a loyal creature and would have defended them, snarling and fighting, to the death.  

Now its sick eyes gleamed viciously on friend and foe alike.  Its blood-red tongue was lathered 

and its tearing teeth were white and sharp. 

Yet, danger held no terrors for Raanah.  Rather, he gloried in the excitement.  He knew 

that his goddess stood beside him.  She would strengthen his arm.  She would prevent the dog 

from harming him.  Yet, to be a creditable son, he must kill the creature for the safety of others. 

As the brute sprang at him growling, he landed a stinging blow on its nose.  It groveled in 

agony with its snout on the ground, but was up in another moment and at him again, its savage 

wolf nature fully aroused.  Before it could reach him, Raanah whacked its forelegs and it went 

down while Raanah jumped nimbly aside. 

A smile played upon the youth’s lips.  His eyes were shining and his whole bearing was 

that of a conqueror sure of victory.  He rained blow upon blow on the beast, exhausting, 

befuddling it.  He sprang about deftly, his stave ever on guard or thrust like the sword of a 

fencing master. 

Then the unexpected happened.  After landing a stinging blow, the spear snapped.  

Without a moment of hesitation, Raanah threw the piece in his hand at the groveling dog and 

drew his dagger.  The blade looked pitifully frail and short.  It meant a much closer encounter.  

The youth would have small chance with such a weapon.  A groan swelled from the watchers.  

The girl uttered a piercing cry.  At the sound of her voice, Raanah raised his head as if listening 

to another voice.  His lips moved and a confident smile played upon them.  Now his goddess 

would befriend him! 

The next instant, the mad brute was up and at him, snarling viciously.  Raanah stood his 

ground and raised his arm to strike.  A flash of sunlight played upon his dagger blade like 

lightning, dazzling the eyes of the onlookers.  There was a blur of man and dog in combat.  

Seconds later the anxious crowd saw the dog lying on the ground, quivering in the throes of 

death, with Raanah, panting from his exertions, standing over it.  An “ah” of relief from the 

crouching company swelled into a loud chorus. 

The menace removed, the merchantmen and slaves fluttered from behind their shelters all 

talking at once and gesticulating.  Raanah and the dead dog quickly became the center of the 

group.  Joseph was the first to reach him.  He had time only to grasp Raanah’s hand, his eyes 

glowing, then made way for the merchantmen. 

“Bravely done, lad,” Damhru lauded him. 

“You have saved some of us from a fearful fate,” Dungri said, while Asaph, Kedar and 

Kihai-Del crowded forward with fluent words of praise, much to Raanah’s embarrassment. 

“That was a plucky fight,” Egiba grinned, slapping Raanah on the shoulder.  He turned to 

the others.  “The lad has a valiant heart.” 

“Indeed, he has,” growled Isme-Dagan, sloshing up with wet feet, for once agreeing with 

his partner.  “But come, we must look you over for scratches.” 

Raanah protested, but with rare good humor, they held him and inspected his arms and 

legs. 



“Not a scratch,” Egiba declared, when they had finished, for once sobered by the near 

tragedy.  “Surely, the gods must have intervened.  No earthly power could have saved him.”  He 

winked at the others knowingly. 

Accid-Adab, of all the group, held aloof.  His fright and tumble had humbled his pride.  

Jealousy and greed smoldered in his crafty eyes.  But he quickly resumed his dignity and 

authority.  He ordered Calah to pour oil over the dog’s body and burn it so that no bird or beast 

could eat its flesh. 

As soon as Raanah could escape the confusion, he looked about for the girl.  She had 

gone to the spring with a jug.  She saw him coming and waited so they could be alone. 

There was a winning wholesomeness about her sun-kissed face and a musical huskiness 

in her voice as she spoke.  “I do not know how to thank you.” 

“Please say no more of it,” Raanah begged, flushed and pleased.  Then noting her 

shyness, a teasing mood touched with gallantry inspired him.  “You were vocal enough when the 

dog took after you,” he grinned.  “And if you had not shrieked so loudly, I could say that you 

were like wildflower, tossing frantically in the wind, yet helplessly rooted to the soil.” 

“No!”  Her eyes were dancing.  “I was a motionless icicle.  There was no feeling in me.  I 

became human when you yelled at me so fiercely and ran because I was more afraid of you than 

the dog.”  They both laughed. 

“Oh, but you fought the creature splendidly,” she praised him.  “I could not tear my eyes 

away for admiration, yet I became an icicle again with fear for you.”  She had sobered through 

the intensity of her emotion, but Raanah was still smiling.  She lowered her eyes.  For some 

reason, they refused to meet his bolder gaze. 

“Tell me your name,” he begged, wishing to prolong the conversation. 

“Bashia,” she answered briefly. 

“Bashia.” He repeated it slowly as if savoring a morsel.  “It is a pretty name.”  Then he 

added grinning, “But not prettier than the maid who bears it.” 

It was the girl’s turn to flush and her eyes glowed like twin stars before she lowered her 

lashes.  Raanah thought he had never seen a lovelier young woman.  Although her dress hung in 

loose folds, it did not hide the slender grace of her figure.  Her hair was like a halo and soft 

ringlets touched her forehead.  But it was the mystic spirituality of her dark eyes that most 

attracted him—when she would let him see them. 

While they were talking, she set down the jug and her hands fluttered nervously with her 

girdle.  He noticed that although brown, they were well cared for and had not been calloused by 

hard work; and he knew by the shapely lines of her head and shoulders that she was descended 

from generations of aristocrats. 

“You were not born to slavery?” he began by way of opening up channels of information. 

She shook her head and her face sobered as if there was some deep sorrow in her heart. 

“Tell me,” he urged, “where did you live?” 

“In Nineveh.”  Then she explained.  “My father grazed many herds, but he died a few 

months ago and his brother desired our wealth, so he sold my two older brothers and myself into 

slavery.” 

“Was there no one to protect you from him?” 

“No, our uncle was our only relative and he was made guardian over us.  Our mother died 

when we were all small.” 



Bashia’s eyes grew moist and a little tragic.  “Where my brothers were sent, I shall never 

know.”  She fell silent, then gave Raanah a wistful smile.  “But I should not depress you with my 

doleful story.” 

“But you—to whom--?” Raanah persisted, his face grown grave, for he had heard much 

talk of the evil ways of men. 

“Oh, I was fortunate.  I was bought by Dahmru as maid to his wife.  They are very good 

to me and let me keep my amah.  The old woman is a prophetess and Dahmru and his wife are 

pleased. 

“Water!” a merchantman yelled.  “I am coming,” Bashia answered.  She smiled at 

Raanah, picked up the jug and ran to serve the men. 

Raanah looked after her admiringly, his heart stirring in an unusual and peculiar way. 

 

To be continued. 
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