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THE PARADE 

Accid-Adab leaned against him and he wriggled out from under his weight.  He must get 

a grip on himself.  “I—I am not feeling well,” he gasped, but Accid-Adab ignored him. 

Raanah edged forward and did not hear Isme-Dagan hiss at Accid-Adab.  “You would 

not dare!  You would scorch your own fingers in the blaze.” 

Through his restless movements, he was pushed to the front line.  His attention was held 

by the fire of torches and the crunch of heavy wheels.  The sweetish smell of incense offended 

him. 

Raanah closed his eyes to blot out the sight of the gods, yet before his inner vision the 

grim jinn crept along. 

“Ah, see who comes next!” Egiba cried, stretching his neck and straining on tiptoe.  “If it 

isn’t the great Mumbo-Jumbo himself!” 

Accid-Adab moved up beside Raanah.  His eyes gleamed unnaturally and the fingers that 

stroked his beard trembled.  Egiba, Isme-Dagan and Dahmru were separated from them by the 

crowd.  In the spectral glow their faces looked chalky. 

The face of the image was streaked with red, black and yellow paint.  Its bulging, crystal 

eyes caught the light of the torches and threw back their fire, as did each white tooth in its red 

mouth. 

The warning cry of guards increased the hubbub.  The crowd stirred excitedly, and 

Raanah was pressed so close to the low-slung truck that his toes barely escaped its wheels.  

Suddenly Accid-Adab gave him a hard push, and he pitched forward on its platform at the feet of 

the ogre. 

Raanah was yanked off the float by the infuriated priests of the god, and the wagon 

containing Mumbo-Jumbo rolled on.  No one had seen Accid-Adab push the youth.  They 

believed that Raanah was the sole offender. 

“To the temple!  To the temple!  Let the gods pass judgment!”  someone shouted, and the 

mob took up the refrain. 
 

 

******** 

 

As the cool glory of a new day began to brighten his cell, Raanah was aroused.  A squad 

of soldiers marched into the courtyard.  An officer halted them and stepped forward.  The rasp of 

a key sounded in the lock, and Raanah’s prison door swung open. 

The Ishmaelite merchantmen and two slaves were waiting outside the courtyard.  Their 

faces were grim and their bodies sagged with fatigue.  They nodded to him and fell into an 

uneven step behind the squad.  Raanah felt heartened by their presence.  Accid-Adab appeared, 

but lagged behind the others. 



Being the youngest of the condemned men, he was the first to take the post.  As his 

captors stripped off his tunic and bound him, a wild yearning for flight surged within him. 

Arrangements completed, the officer who had brought him in repeated the sentence 

briefly.  “Thirty lashes!”  He raised his hand.  “Ready—one!”  The merchantmen and Calah 

turned away.  They could not look upon the tortured youth.  Egiba muttered in his beard, Isme-

Dagan clenched his fists, Dahmru’s teeth chattered and Obal showed the whites of his eyes. 

“Two!” 

The whip continued to whine with its efforts, blow after blow descended, laying the flesh 

open in deep, raw cuts with rising welts between.  Raanah did not cry out, though he could not 

stifle his moans.  Once he called upon Ishtar to save him. 

Finally the last blow fell, but before the horror ended a merciful God intervened.  Raanah 

became unconscious and when the soldiers untied him he crumpled to the ground. 

As consciousness returned, Raanah stirred and moaned.  The raw stripes on his back were 

insignificant compared to the anguish that seared his soul.  Where was the fickle goddess who 

had once stood beside him and parried every blow, protected him from every disaster that 

threatened him? 

His resentment at her boiled over.  “Where are you hiding, you craven hussy?” he called 

in a loud voice.  “Come forth, you deceiver!”  His face flushed with anger, and without a thought 

of consequence he thrust a weak hand into his pocket, drew forth his false goddess and spat upon 

her. 

The merchantmen, struck with horror by his incredible behavior, tried to quiet him. 

But in a voice growing more furious, Raanah hurled his rage at his despised deity.  “You 

ugly dwarf!  You are more loathsome in my sight than all the Egyptian gods.  May the crocodiles 

eat you!” he screamed after it. 

 

******** 

 

Although Raanah had insisted that Calah go, the steward would not leave him in such a 

pitiful state, but remained outside until Bashia came.  A priest of Ptah listened to Bashia’s 

pleading and had come to let her into Raanah’s cell. 

She spread a soft blanket over the irritating straw.  She had brought food and fresh water.  

She anointed the livid stripes on Raanah’s back with a soothing balm. 

“Now that day has come,” she spoke in a low, optimistic voice, striving to lift the gloom 

that engulfed him, “the merchantmen will find Potiphar and Joseph and they will save you.” 

As hours passed and no word came from the merchantmen, her heart sank into despair. 

That day to Bashia seemed the longest of her life.  Outside, the voice of the city grew 

louder.  People were going home for the evening meal—drifting past the grating in a never-

ending stream.  Then came the tramp of feet and clank of arms.  Oh, it couldn’t be the soldiers! 

It was the soldiers—half a hundred of them.  Bashia’s eyes blazed.  She wouldn’t let 

them in.  She stood at bay like a she-wolf protecting her young.  As the men came closer, she 

recognized the civilian and gave a glad cry. 

“Joseph!  ‘Tis Joseph!  Oh, Raanah—Raanah!  Joseph has come!”  She burst into tears. 

The barred door was quickly unlocked.  The officer stepped aside and Joseph entered the 

cell. 

A smile spread over the sick youth’s face.  “Oh, Joseph—I am so glad you have come.” 



Joseph’s face twitched, and he struggled for speech.  “You are released now Raanah, and 

tomorrow you will go with us—with Potiphar and his company—to Memphis.” 

Raanah gazed at him wonderingly then shook his head. 

“Oh, but I could not leave Bashia.” 

“She will come, too,” Joseph said smiling. 

After Raanah had been bathed, had his wounds dressed by the herb doctor, and had eaten 

some bread and fruit, he was much improved. 

Raanah lay in a contemplative mood.  “I must confess,” he said finally, “that it is hard for 

me to understand how this good fortune should top hours of suspense and misery.  Of course, 

you know that I defied Ishtar, and for that a god takes vengeance.  When I was condemned to 

die, I did not care, but now--.”  A note of trepidation crept into his voice. 

Joseph felt that the time had come for a bold stroke. 

“I think it would be well to forget it,” he advised.  “If Ishtar was unable to help you, then 

she cannot harm you.  Besides, I believe it was my God who saved you, even as He is now 

healing your stripes.  My God is always working to bring good out of evil.” 

“That may be true,” Raanah admitted.  “Some evil force certainly had me in its grasp; and 

then some higher power saved me.” 

“That higher power,” said Joseph, “was none other than the God of Israel.” 

Raanah fell silent.  “I know,” he said finally, “that everyone should have some god to 

lean on.  I need one now to protect me from Ishtar, and my heart seems to be turning to your 

God.  Certainly the entire course of my life has changed for the better, and it must be that your 

God found me when I was deserted, suffering and condemned, and took charge of me.” 
 

 

******** 

 

The three men of the Ishmaelite company who went to Memphis prospered beyond their 

highest hopes. 

In a few years Joseph had become majordomo of Potiphar’s extensive household.  

Raanah’s ability as a horseman was marked.  He became a charioteer, trainer and exercise man, 

and no one could question his right to select any team from the stables whenever he chose to 

drive them.  

Dahmru, likewise, had shown more than ordinary ability.  He carried on a lucrative trade 

in rugs, vases, rare oils and spices in a booth in the most aristocratic part of the business center.  

Bashia helped him, and her fresh beauty and personality attracted many customers. 

But as Bashia developed into more lovely womanhood, Dahmru’s wife became jealous.  

Finally, Raanah protested so hotly over the treatment of his sweetheart that Dahmru reluctantly 

consented to set the date of their wedding a few weeks ahead.  Although the price he asked for 

the girl was too high, Raanah felt sure he could meet it. 

As he drew up one evening at the side entrance of Potiphar’s house and sent a servant for 

Joseph, his team pranced under the tight rein and cocked their delicate ears at each sight and 

sound.  Knowing well the impatience of Raanah’s horses, Joseph appeared almost instantly, 

drawing a rich cloak over his tunic, and made a running leap into the chariot. 

“Ah,” he said, “at last we are to try out the young sorrels you have been crowing about.” 

Raanah laughed, gave the team their heads, and they bounded off.  “Look at that action!” 

he gloated.  “Their gait is as smooth as a rocking cradle.  All they need is a little more experience 

with crowds.  I’d like Bashia to see them.  What do you say--?” 



Joseph nodded. 

As Raanah dropped Joseph at Potiphar’s house, he bantered.  “There is no need to wish 

you pleasant dreams, for you are already immersed in them.” 

“I’ll wish them to you anyway,” Bashia called.  “Good night, Joseph.” 

To be alone with Bashia was a chance that came seldom.  Arriving at Dahmru’s booth, 

Raanah threw the reins over a post, lifted the girl from the chariot, and held her in his arms while 

she snuggled close to him. 

He brought forth a tiny package of papyrus and spread it open.  Inside lay a ring cut from 

a single piece of turquoise.  It was a rich, heavenly blue with a pattern of light matrix woven 

through it. 

“Raanah!”  Her eyes glowed.  He caught her hand and slipped the ring on a finger, then 

touched it to his lips.  “While you wear this ring, no one can take you from me.” 

She turned her hand around to gaze at it admiringly.  “You extravagant man!  I shall 

never take it off—even to my dying day!”  She drew his head down and laid her cheek against 

his. 

 

******** 

 

But Raanah’s happiness soon ended.  Misfortune slunk beside him and speared his 

friends. 

In less than a week after the visit of the young people to On, Dahmru died suddenly.  

When a slave brought Bashia’s message, Raanah rushed to her side.  She was afraid of Dahmru’s 

widow, for she was now under her will. 

That same afternoon several companies of the Guard were ordered on a short expedition 

to Lake Qerun, and as charioteer Raanah must go, too.  Although the order came at an 

inopportune time, Raanah was pleased.  He liked to be out among military men and following the 

rich watercourses would be pleasant. 

When he returned, tired and dusty, but filled with happy anticipations, he rushed over to 

see Bashia.  The place looked unfamiliar, and a strange Egyptian was in charge of the booth.  

Then Bashia’s tearful premonitions struck him with unwonted force.  He managed to pull 

himself together and maintained some semblance of outward calm as he strode into the place. 

The Egyptian told him that he had bought Dahmru’s booth and stock.  The widow had 

reserved a few personal effects.  A day later she and her servants had joined a caravan.  He did 

not know where they had gone. 

“But the girl—did she go with them?  Did she leave no word?” 

The Egyptian shook his head.  “I did see her about the booth before I bought it, but I 

know nothing about her.” 

One thought hammered at Raanah with thudding pain—Bashia was gone, and he must 

find her!  He would drive the team to the stables and saddle a horse.  It could travel faster. 

Raanah rushed to the stall of a racer.  “Help me, Calah, to saddle Rebus!  He is the 

swiftest.  They have taken Bashia away with a caravan, and I must go after her.” 

“Umph!” Calah grunted.  “You have ever been hotheaded; but now, methinks you have 

lost your mind.  There are caravans going out of the city every day in every direction.  Unless 

you know which way to go, you would just as likely ride away from her.” 
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