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MISFORTUNE 

“Oh, Calah, I dare not think.  I am well nigh distracted.” 

“That is easy to see, but here comes Obal with a scribe, and he carries a scroll.” 

Raanah quickly stepped forward to meet the scribe.  “Tell me quickly, have you any word 

for me?” 

“Aye, if you are Raanah.  A young lady sent you word.”  He unrolled the parchment and 

cleared his throat. 

“To Raanah, a charioteer of the Basilisk Guard.”  He glanced at Raanah inquiringly.  The 

young man nodded. 

“I do not know where we are going, but will send you word.  You must not follow me, 

for you would get into trouble, and some day I shall come back to you.” 
 

******** 
 

More than ever Raanah longed for Bashia.  “Oh, my heart’s desire, send me some word,” 

his soul cried to her. 

Then one day Joseph did not come.  There were grim lines around Calah’s mouth that 

evening and Raanah knew that something was wrong. 

“Tell me what has happened to Joseph,” he demanded, “or I shall jump out of my skin 

from worry.” 

“I believe you would do that,” Calah responded dryly.  Then he broke the incredible news 

that turned Raanah white and hot with surprise.  “Gossips say that Joseph got into trouble, and 

was sent to prison.” 

“No!” Raanah cried.  “Why, he would never do a wrong!” 

“It is buzzed about the stables,” Calah returned grimly, “that while Potiphar was away, 

Joseph made advances to his wife, Aneel.” 

The next day Joseph’s disgrace was confirmed.  He sent word merely that he was in 

prison and that he had been falsely accused.  Raanah knew that Joseph was too wise to trust a 

messenger with any words that might be twisted to do him harm. 

Joseph had received word that he was coming and waited for him beside the gate. 

Joseph explained that he had found favor with the keeper of the prison, who availed 

himself of Joseph’s experience at Potiphar’s house to ease his own responsibility.  Joseph 

admitted that his lot was irksome, and there seemed no chance of ever getting out. 

“But Potiphar is a just man,” declared Raanah.  “Did he not give you a hearing?” 

“One of sorts,” Joseph replied soberly. 

Joseph’s handsome olive face was graver than Raanah had ever seen it.  “I can say these 

things only to you.  Although Aneel is my master’s wife and occupies a high position at court, in 

her heart she is….” he paused.  “Not once, but several times I have had to repulse her.  When 

such a woman is scorned she plots revenge.” 

“Was there no time set on your sentence?” 



“No.”  Joseph raised his head and gave Raanah a serious but illuminating smile.  “Yet, I 

have not lost hope.  God will not forget me.” 

Looking into Joseph’s eyes, Raanah wondered how he could sustain such faith in the face 

of all this trouble. 
 

******** 
 

The one thing that sustained Raanah was his love for horses, a passion that aided his 

management of them. 

Not being contented with standard forms of racing, Raanah discarded saddle and sandals 

and stood on the bare back of a horse and rode it at a fast pace.  The soldiers and officers of the 

Guard, watching him on the practice fields, marveled at his skill.  When he first rode in public, 

he created a sensation.  Yet to Raanah, topping—as he called this way of riding—was merely an 

old dream come true.  Once launched on the public, topping became a great sport and other 

racers took it up.  Then Raanah went his rivals one better by riding atop two horses after training 

them in concerted action. 

But it was after Raanah had lifted the Gittish Stone and had become a member of the 

Basilisk Guard that his affairs took a rapid upward turn.  He was admitted to the palace circle of 

young gallants. 

As Raanah turned one night from the tree-lined avenue into the palace courtyard, lights 

flared from a hundred windows.  A party was at its peak.  Conviviality flowed with the wine, but 

it was time he arrived.  Pharaoh was a jovial soul, yet his good humor could not always be 

sustained with his drinking. 

A passage was cleared to the throne, and with swift, graceful dignity he walked its length, 

looking straight before him to the supposedly god-blessed but certainly man-feared Pharaoh who 

sat upon a dais at one side of the room, surrounded by his favorite courtiers. 

Raanah bowed, and leaving Pharaoh stepped before his chief, Potiphar, to pay his 

respects.  Potiphar had been laughing with Pharaoh, but stiffened instantly and returned the 

young officer’s salute. 

As Raanah turned, Asenath—looking more beautiful than in her girlhood days, was 

standing nearby.  She tapped him lightly with her fan.  “Now have some wine, my captain, and 

when you are warmed inside, I will tell you a secret.” 

 

(Cont. in next issue) 
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