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She was so mysteriously gay that some inkling of the truth caused Raanah to look at her 

sharply.  “Asenath!” he cried. 

She saw the agony in his face and her tender heart misgave her.  “There’s a good man,” 

she soothed.  “Drink some wine and calm yourself.” 

“You see, I was foresighted and brought my surprise to the party.  Come,” she urged as 

he put the goblet down, “I wish you to meet an old friend who is visiting me.  She is over there 

surrounded by courtiers.  Prince Hadar is among them, so begin to stiffen your backbone, as you 

always do when you see him,” she mocked with gay severity. 

As Raanah and Asenath approached, the circle around her guest opened, and he beheld a 

lovely young woman.  She was not an Egyptian, for she was exquisitely and appropriately 

dressed according the Assyrian mode in a rose-colored gown of heavy, brocaded silk.  Her 

cheeks were glowing, her long-lashed, dark eyes were smoldering with some secret flame.  Her 

ebony-black hair was coiled high, letting soft ringlets frame her face and a rose that matched her 

scarlet lips hung daintily above one ear. 

As Raanah stared, his heart contracted with a curious pain, for this poised, exquisite 

young woman could not be his simple, lovely sweetheart. 

Asenath put her hand on his arm.  “Come, my captain, the lady waits to greet you.” 

At the sound of Asenath’s voice, the young woman, seeing the incredulous look in 

Raanah’s eyes, raised her hand to her throat.  Although her arm was loaded with bracelets, her 

fingers were bare of rings except one; a small turquoise circlet, cut from a single piece of stone. 

 

Reunion 

 

As soon as Pharaoh had dismissed his guests, Raanah looked about eagerly for Bashia 

and Asenath.  They were waiting for a chariot to take them home.  “You will ride with me,” he 

begged. 

Taking an arm of each lady, he steered them past groups of bowing, chattering guests.  

Bashia was self-conscious in the presence of the big fellow beside her.  She liked his courteous 

but slightly commanding manner, yet felt shy of him in his role of society favorite. 

When the old sweethearts were alone, Raanah laid his cloak and helmet on a divan and 

stood for a moment looking at Bashia in manly confusion.  Then he laughed, strode forward, and 

took her in his arms.  She raised her radiant face, and he pressed his lips hard upon her warm soft 

mouth.  Neither spoke.  Just to be in each other’s arms was as near bliss as they had ever been. 

“Oh, Bashia, my heart sings because you are mine again.  Truly, there is no joy so great 

nor misery so deep as that which grows out of love.  Why did you not send me some word?” 

“I did—many times.” 

As Raanah drove home, elation suffused him.  In the weeks that followed, Raanah was 

busy training horses for the races.  Mostly, he selected animals that were brought in from Libya, 



for they were intelligent, long-legged, spirited creatures with slender barrel-shaped bodies and 

great heart and endurance. 

With the time limit of the Noph-Kihor Festival set upon his work, it was extremely 

arduous: besides, there were matters pertaining to the Guard that he could not turn over to 

Kadmiel.  He tried to see Bashia every evening, though there were times when he was too tired 

to dress and drive over. 
 

******** 
 

Still in his dress uniform one night, for he had come straight from the palace, Raanah 

stood before Asenath’s door.  Bashia dimpled as she greeted him.  “My dear, you are gorgeous!” 

She pushed him away and shook her finger at him.  “You have news.  I see it in your 

telltale face.  Out with it!” 

“And if I have, impertinent lady, it is not for you.  Call Asenath!” 

Asenath came quickly at their excited summons.  As Raanah greeted her, his face 

sobered.  “What, Lady Asenath, would be the dearest wish of your heart?” 

“Joseph’s release,” she cried instantly, then paled as she saw Raanah’s face glow.  “Oh, 

Raanah—tell me!” 

“Your wish is granted,” he said simply that she might recover quickly.  “Joseph is free.  

He requested me to tell you that he would be over as soon as Pharaoh will let him go, but that 

will not be soon,” Raanah opined, “for the grateful old king sticks closer to him than a brother.” 
 

******** 
 

“Although I had good news for Asenath,” said Raanah, “I have bad news for us.  Pharaoh 

will not consent to our marriage until after the Festival.  He is as stubborn as can be.” 

“Believe me, Raanah, it is not Pharaoh who is holding us apart, but something in you.  

Oh,” she clutched him tightly and strove no longer to hide her tears, “unless I can see more 

evidence of your believing in God, I am afraid for you; you are so impulsive and reckless.” 

“There—there!” he soothed, touched by her solicitude.  He had never guessed that she 

felt so strongly about his apparent lack of faith, and he wished with all his heart that God would 

forgive him and restore in him that trusting heart he once seemed to have. 

As he drove home with the night falling, he looked up at the bright pattern of the 

heavens.  Bashia was right.  Something was wrong with him. 

All during the days of training, Raanah’s strenuous work had fortified his mind against 

unwelcome thoughts; but now that it was over, he found that he was not sure of himself as he 

tried to believe.  Hadar had confidence because he believed he had the powerful Egyptian gods 

back of him; while his own faith in God was at such low ebb.  The thought appalled him. 

“Bashia is worried about the weakness of my faith,” Raanah told Joseph, “but what am I 

to do?  The grimacing Egyptian gods appall me, but it is hard for me to see God beyond the 

grass, the trees and the sky.  Joseph, what can help me to believe, to trust God fully?” 
 

******** 
 

As Joseph told Asenath and Bashia about Raanah that evening, it was Bashia with her love and 

womanly intuition who gave Joseph the clue to a possible remedy. 

“You see, Joseph,” Bashia said with a wistful smile, “we cannot easily put aside the 

background from which we have emerged.  Raanah has always had an image to pray to.  Now he 

needs some symbol to remind him of God and to sustain his faith.  And I confess that often I feel 

the need of something myself.  Yes, Raanah needs a symbol.” 



As Raanah’s mood did not improve, Asenath and Bashia thought to cheer him by giving a 

dinner party for the six old merchantmen on the eve of the Festival. 

The meal was bountiful and excellent; the wine sparkled in tall emerald goblets.  Dungri 

proposed a toast to Joseph and Asenath, who would soon be wed.  Wit and humor flashed about 

the board like a shuttlecock.  In a corner of the room the strings of a harp twanged, and a kute 

soared into a lively accompaniment. 

At that happy, care-free moment, the thunderbolt struck.  A messenger with a parcel for 

Raanah swung the knocker.  As Raanah stepped forward, the others curiously watched him 

receive and unwrap the parcel.  The parchment fell away, and a long-drawn sigh travelled around 

the company—for the grotesque image of Ishtar lay in Raanah’s palm, its jeweled eyes glaring at 

him sardonically. 
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