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Stunned and speechless, Raanah stared at it fixedly, his face bloodless, his heart 

pounding.  Like a ghost from the past the image had returned to haunt him. 

He dropped the cursed idol as if it burned his palm.  Flushed and disturbed, Joseph kicked 

the image aside. 

Sobered and shaken the company arose, horror and anxiety on their faces. 

Raanah stirred from his trance, but his face wore a tormented look of despair. 

That evening Joseph drove Asenath and Bashia to Raanah’s house.  Matters had grown 

worse.  It was unbearable to think of Raanah going into the races the next day defeated and 

hopeless. 

Raanah came out immediately.  He had changed from his uniform into a soft linen tunic 

that was open negligently at the throat.  His face was pale under its tan.  His eyes were tired with 

dark half-circles under them, and his whole body sagged.  For a moment there was an 

embarrassed silence.  No one seemed to know what to say. 

Joseph filled the breach.  “I have brought you a present, Raanah,” he said with an 

affectionate smile.  While the group watched, he drew from his pocket an old Chaldean pendant 

attached to a heavy gold chain, and held it up before him. 

Fashioned of rich yellow gold, the pendant was about six inches long and covered with an 

elaborate pattern of gems. 

Joseph watched Raanah apprehensively.  “You have told me many times, Raanah, that it 

is hard for you to believe in God because He has no image.  This pendant is not an image.  It is 

an ancient symbol of life.  It may be helpful to you as a reminder that God alone is the Giver and 

Sustainer of life.  I know that you have been greatly troubled, and that your faith in God has been 

sorely tried.  Carry this pendant, let it constantly remind you of the Living, Protective God until 

it becomes easier for you to pray to and trust in Him. 

“But never make the mistake of thinking of this pendant as an image.  That was your 

trouble in regard to Ishtar.  She was not a goddess—only a luck piece.  An image has no soul, no 

living fire but its gems.  So there is no need to fear it!” 

Standing in the amphitheater, the crowd was gay in color and vociferous but good-

natured.  This was topping day, Pharaoh’s favorite sport, and he offered handsome chests full of 

gold for the winners.  Horses and horsemen must be well-trained, and the fact that death often 

rode in this race held a grim satisfaction for the spectators. 

Joseph and the ladies did not arrive until after Pharaoh had been escorted to his stall, so 

they did not see Raanah. 

Suddenly the sharp rat-a-tat-tat of a drum startled everybody.  Joseph and the women 

strained for a glimpse of Raanah.  Finally they saw him near the end of the line.  He was stepping 

forward briskly, head up, eyes alert, shoulders squared and with the old dauntless spirit again in 

command. 

Raanah strode toward the horses.  They were dapple-grays, beautifully mottled.  He could 

tell by their actions that they knew what was coming up, and he liked their mettle.  It augured 



well for the race.  As they lined up for the start, it was found that in the drawing Hadar held the 

inside of the track.  He rode a pair of spotted Medians that had a long swinging stride, but were 

skittish and red-eyed. 

Bani, the Indian Prince, was second in line with his jet-black Persians.  They were 

picturesque, barbaric creatures without one dolice trait. 

Raanah was third.  His span of dapple-grays with cream colored manes and tails wore 

dark gray bridles and surcingles around their light bellies. 

The other horses in the contest were all fine steeds—sorrels, chestnuts, roans, bays—all 

graceful, all desert born, their kind subject for only a few generations past to the hands of man.  

Most of them were driven by their noble masters. 

Finally the starting signal was given, and the horses sprang forward as if shot from a 

catapult.  As Raanah’s horses sprang into action, he, like other drivers around him, gave a great 

shout.  All the pent-up exultation of years was flowing freely through him.  This day his soul was 

at peace.  He cried from the depths of sin and sorrow, and God had heard him.  Gone were 

doubts and fears. 

For the first time in months Raanah laughed spontaneously, feeling it bubble within him 

from sheer happiness.  He was “making a joyful noise unto the Lord” and was glad that he could 

laugh.  But as his laughter rang out, Hadar scowled and glanced at him suspiciously and 

vengefully. 

For a moment the two men glared at each other over their bobbing horses.  There was the 

light of confidence in Raanah’s eyes, but a passionate hatred burned in Hadar’s.  Then, slowly, 

but steadily, Raanah’s team began to forge ahead.  A cold malevolence crept into Hadar’s eyes.  

With a sly movement he shifted his reins to his left hand and pulled the whip from his belt.  He 

paused to secure his balance, then with all the strength he could spare he brought the lash down 

stingingly on Raanah’s back. 

People on the benches held their breath then, like thunder, an indignant cry burst from the 

Raanah faction.  Bashia and Asenath were too frightened to cry out.  Joseph’s face turned grey.  

Pharaoh fidgeted on his throne.  While he loved a fight, should Hadar cause the death of Raanah, 

Pharaoh would have no jurisdiction over the prince, and Hadar knew it. 

With the second blow Raanah felt a mad rush of blood through his veins.  He drew his 

team up slightly and took the reins in his left hand.  The horses seemed to know what was 

expected of them, for they kept pace close beside Hadar’s team. 

With an unexpected lunge he caught the end of the whip before it could descend again, 

and the two riders tugged frantically for possession of it. 

As Raanah looked levelly into Hadar’s cruel eyes, he felt his own determination harden.  

He must humble his enemy this time.  Oddly enough, while each man held on to the whip he 

helped to sustain the balance of the other, though both were dragging on it. 

Hadar held the handle of the whip and could therefore sustain a better grip.  He was alert 

to every tricky advantage.  Raanah gave a hard tug, and Hadar suddenly let go of the whip.  With 

its unexpected release, Raanah lost his balance.  The whip fell to the ground, Raanah nearly 

followed it, but his training favored him.  He let his feet go and dropped to a hard seat on the 

rump of a horse.  His team clung together and did not slacken their pace.  The next instant 

Raanah was on his feet, riding in perfect balance.  His face was flushed, and there was a steely 

look in his eyes. 

Hadar’s off-horse was flightier than its mate.  With Raanah’s team squeezing against it 

ruthlessly, it became frightened and reared back, dragging the head of its mate around.  Their 



bodies separated.  Hadar could not straddle the widening breech.  He lost his balance, and with 

an agonized cry, pitched headlong between them. 

A moan swept the benches.  Raanah knew what such sound portended.  Hadar’s light had 

gone out, for no human could live beneath those pounding hoofs.  Despite his dislike of Hadar, 

Raanah was shaken.  There was no elation because a fighting enemy had gone down.  He had so 

nearly lost his own life only a few minutes before. 

Raanah shook the reins and the glow of his spirit spread along to them.  “Jet!  Ketah!” he 

called, “on with you—on!  We must travel faster now!” 

Bani, too, squatted low and shouted to his team.  There was only the last half to go.  The 

crowd, quickly forgetting the late tragedy, came to its feet roaring. 

As the racers turned on the last quarter, Raanah’s grays were running neck and neck with 

Bani’s Persians.  Down the home stretch they redoubled their efforts.  Their bodies stretched 

over the ground.  They won by a full half length. 

As he turned and rode back to the starter’s stand, they pelted him with favors.  As soon as 

he could, he rode close to Joseph’s stall.  Jumping from his horses he took Bashia in his arms and 

said, “You are aware, my lady, that I have won you with the race.” 

Bashia’s happy face looked so sweet that he kissed her, regardless of who might see 

them. 

 

THE END 
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