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Alexander Democedes Amandinus stood at the Door of Death waiting for
the chance to learn more about life. Never having enjoyed the games, he had
come reluctantly. Yet now he was transfixed by what he was witnessing,
amazed into his very marrow. He stared at the fallen girl and felt an
inexplicable triumph.

The mad intensity of the mob had always filled him with an unrest. His
father had said some found release in watching violence done to others, and
Alexander had thought of this when he had seen, on occasion, an almost sick
relief in faces among the crowd. In Rome. In Corinth. Here, in Ephesus.
Perhaps those who beheld the horrors were thankful to the gods that it was
not they who faced the lions or a trained gladiator or some other more
grotesque and obscene manner of death.

It was as though thousands came to find a catharsis in the bloodletting, that
this embracing of planned mayhem protected each of them from the growing
chaos of an increasingly corrupt and arbitrary world. No one seemed to notice
that the stench of blood was no less strong than the stench of lust and fear
permeating the very air they breathed.

Amandinus' hands gripped the iron bars as he looked out upon the sand



where the young woman now lay. She had come out from among the other
victims-those who walked to their deaths-calm and strangely joyful. He could
not look away from her, for he had seen in her something extraordinary,
something that defied description. She had sung and, for the briefest moment,
her sweet voice had drifted on the air.

The mob had overwhelmed that sweet sound, rising en masse as she had
continued forward, walking across the sand serenely, straight toward
Alexander. His heart had pounded harder with each step she took. She had
been rather plain in appearance, and yet there had been a radiance about her,
an aura of light surrounding her. Or had it just been his imagination? When
the lioness had hit her, Alexander had felt the blow himself.

Now, two lions fought over her body. He winced as one beast sank its fangs
deeply into her thigh and began to drag her away.
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The other lioness sprang, and the two rolled and clawed at one another.

A little girl in a ragged, soiled tunic ran screaming past the iron-gridded
gate. Alexander gritted his teeth, trying to harden himself against the sound
of those terrified cries. In trying to protect the girl, the child's mother was
taken down by a jewel- collared lioness. Alexander's hands whitened on the
iron-grated door as another lioness raced after the child. Run, girl. Run!

The sight of so much suffering and death assaulted and nauseated him. He
pressed his forehead against the bars, his heart pounding.

He had heard all the arguments in favor of the games. The people sent to
the arena were criminals, deserving of death. Those now before him belonged
to a religion that encouraged the overthrow of Rome. Yet he couldn't help but
wonder if a society that murdered helpless children did not deserve to be
undone.

The screams of the child sent a chill through Alexander's body. He was
almost grateful when the lioness' jaws closed upon that small throat,



extinguishing the sound. He let out his breath, hardly aware he had been
holding it, and heard the guard behind him laugh harshly.

"Hardly a mouthful in that little one."

A muscle jerked in Alexander's jaw. He wanted to shut his eyes to the
carnage before him, but the guard was watching now. He could feel the cold
glitter of those hard dark eyes shining through the visor of the polished
helmet. Watching him. He would not humiliate himself by showing
weakness. If he was to become a good physician, he had to overcome his
sensibilities and aversions. Hadn't his teacher, Phlegon, warned him often
enough?

"You have to harden yourself against those tender feelings if you are to
succeed," he'd said more than once, his tone ringing with disdain. "After all,
seeing death is part of a physician's lot in life."

Alexander knew the older man was right. And he knew that, without these
games, he would have no opportunity to further his studies of the human
anatomy. He had gone as far as he could by studying drawings and writings.
Only by performing vivisection could he learn more. Phlegon had been well
aware of his aversion to the practice, but the old physician had been adamant,
closing him in a trap of reason.

"You say you want to be a physician?" he had challenged.
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"Then tell me, good student, would you have a physician perform surgeries
without firsthand knowledge of human anatomy? Charts and drawing are not
the same as working on a human being. Be thankful the games give you such
opportunity!"

Thankful. Alexander watched as, one by one, the victims went down until
the horrific sounds of terror and pain were deadened by the relative quietude
of feeding lions. Thankful? He shook his head. No, that was one thing he
would never feel regarding the games.

Suddenly another sound more dangerous than the lions began to hum.



Alexander recognized it quickly-the ripple of boredom, the growing swell of
discontent among the spectators. The contest was over. Let the beasts gorge

themselves in the dark interiors of their cages rather than tax the crowd with
tedious feasting. A dark restlessness swept through the stands like a fire in a
cheap tenement.

The warning was quickly heeded by the editor of the games.

The beasts heard the gates swing open and dug in their claws and teeth
more fiercely as armed handlers came out to drive them back into their cages.
Alexander prayed to Mars, that the men would work quickly, and to
Asklepios that there might be the flicker of life in at least one of the victims.
If not, he would have to remain here until another opportunity presented
itself.

Alexander was not interested in the drama of separating feeding animals
from their Kkills. His gaze swept across the sand, searching for a survivor, any
survivor, holding little hope that there was one. His eyes fell upon the young
woman again.

No lion was near her. He found that curious, since she was far from the men
driving the animals toward the gates. He saw a flicker of movement. Leaning
forward, he squinted his eyes against the glare. Her fingers moved!

"Over there," he said quickly to the guard. "Near the center."
"She was the first one attacked. She's dead."
"I want to take a look at her."

"As you wish." The guard stepped forward, put two fingers to his lips, and
gave two quick, sharp whistles. The guard made a signal to the plumed visage
of Charon, who danced among the dead. Alexander watched the costumed
actor leap and turn toward the fallen girl. Charon leaned down slightly, his
feathered, beaked head turned as though listening intently for some sound or
sign of life, all the while waving his mallet around in the air
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theatrically, prepared to bring it down if there was. Seemingly satisfied that
the girl was dead, he grabbed her arm and dragged her roughly toward the
Door of Death.

At the same moment, a lioness turned on the animal handler who was
driving her toward a tunnel. The crowd came to its feet, shouting in
excitement. The man barely managed to escape the animal's attack. He used
his whip expertly to drive the enraged lioness back away from the child she
had been eating and toward the tunnel to the cages.

The guard took advantage of the distraction and swung the gate at the Door
of Death wide. "Hurry up!" he hissed and Charon ran, dragging the girl into
the shadows. The guard snapped his fingers and two slaves hurriedly grasped
her by her arms and legs and carried her into the dimly lit corridor.

"Easy!" Alexander said angrily as they tossed her up onto a dirty,
bloodstained table. He brushed them aside, sure that these oafs had finished
her off with their rough handling.

The guard's hard hand clamped firmly on Alexander's arm. "Six sesterces
before you cut her open," he said coldly.

"That's a little high, isn't it?"

The guard grinned. "Not too high for a student of Phlegon. Your coffer
must be full of gold to afford his tutelage.” He held out his hand.

"It's emptying rapidly," Alexander said dryly, opening the pouch at his
waist. He didn't know how much time he had to work on the girl before she
died, and he wasn't going to waste any haggling over a few coins. The guard
took the bribe and withdrew, three coins in reserve for Charon.

Alexander returned his attention to the girl. Her face was a raw mass of torn
flesh and sand. Her tunic was drenched in blood. There was so much blood,
in fact, he was sure she was dead. Leaning down, he put his ear near her lips,
amazed as he felt the soft, warm exhalation of life. He didn't have much time
to work.



Motioning to his own slaves, he took a towel and wiped his hands. "Move
her back there away from the noise. Gently!" The two slaves hastened to
obey. Phlegon's slave, Troas, stood by watching as well. Alexander's mouth
tightened. He admired Troas' abilities, but not his cold manner. "Give me
some light," Alexander said, snapping his fingers. A torch was brought close
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as he bent over the girl on the slab in the dim recesses of the corridor.

This was what he had come for, his one purpose for enduring the games: to
peel back the skin and muscle from the abdominal area and study the organs
revealed. Stiffening his resolve, he untied the leather case and flipped it open,
displaying his surgeon's tools. He selected a slender, razor-sharp knife from
its slot.

His hand was perspiring. Worse, it was shaking. Sweat broke out on his
forehead as well. He could feel Troas watching him critically. Alexander had
to move quickly and learn all he could within the space of the few short
minutes he would have until the girl died of her wounds or his procedure.

Silently, he cursed the Roman law that forbade dissection of the dead, thus
forcing him to this grisly practice. But how else was he to learn what he had
to know about the human body? How else could he achieve the skill he had to
have to save lives?

He wiped the sweat from his brow and silently cursed his own weakness.
"She will feel nothing," Troas said quietly.

Clenching his teeth, Alexander cut the neckline of the girl's clothing and
tore the bloodstained tunic to the hem, laying it open carefully and exposing
her to his professional assessment. After a moment, Alexander drew back,
frowning. From breasts to groin, she was marked only by superficial wounds
and darkening bruises.

"Bring the torch closer," he ordered, leaning toward her head wounds and



reassessing them. Deep furrows were cut from her hairline down to her chin.
Another cut scored her throat, just missing the pulsing artery. His gaze
moved slowly down, noting the deep puncture wounds in her right forearm.
The bones were broken. Far worse, however, were the wounds in her thigh
where the lioness had sunk in her fangs and tried to drag her. Alexander's
eyes widened. The girl would have bled to death had not sand clogged the
wounds, effectively stanching the flow of blood.

Alexander drew back. One swift, skillful slice and he could begin his study.
One swift, skillful slice and he would kill her.

Perspiration dripped down his temples, his heart pounded heavily. He
watched the rise and fall of her chest, the faint pulse in her throat, and felt
sick.

"She will feel nothing, my lord," Troas said again. "She is not conscious."
Xni
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T can see that!" Alexandersaidtersely,flashin g the servant a dark look. He
stepped do** and positioned the knife. He had worked on a gladiator the da?
beforeandlearned” about human anatomy in the
sP*ceofafewmmutesthanmJOursof lectures. Thankfully, the d?
*9%9manhadneverPenedhlse/ But then, his wounds had ~en far worse than
these

Alexander closed his ey* steeling himself He had watched Phlegon work.
He could s"11hearthe great physidan speaking as he cut expertly. "You
mus*work1u,lclfly. Like this. They are nearly dead when you get them, and
shock can take them in an instant. Don't waste time worrying about whether
they feel anything. You must learn all /?ucanWithwhatllttletimVhegods, give
you. The moment the heart stops, you must withdraw or risk the anger of the
deities anA ,Romanaw-Themanonwhom Phlegon had been working



ha/llv,edlYafewmMesbeforebleed " ing to death on the table t<> which he
was tied down. Yet, his

screams still rang in Alex3flder'searsHe

glanced at Troas, Phlegon's invaluable servant. The fact that Phlegon had
sent himalon8sPokeloudlyofthe master physician's hopes for
Alexander'5ownfuture. Troas had assisted Phlegon many times during the
past and knew more about medicine than most practicing free physicians. He
was an Egyptian, dark of skin and with heavy-lidde<*eves- Perhaps he held
the mysteries of his race.

Alexander found himself wishing he hadn't been afforded so
great an honor.
"How many times have you overseen this done, Troas?"

"A hundred times, perhaps more," the Egyptian said, his mouth tipping
sardonically- "Do you wish to stand aside?"

”NO."
"Then proceed. What you"earn here today will save others
tomorrow."

The girl moaned and movedonthe table. Troas snapped his fingers, and
Alexander's n servants stepped forward. "Take her by the wrists and ankles
a*dhold her still."

She uttered a rasping cry as her broken arm was drawn up. "Yeshua," she
whispered,andher eyes flickered open.

Alexander stared down into dark brown eyes filled with pain and confusion,
and he couldn't move. She was not just a body to work on. She was a
suffering human being.

"My lord," Troas said iorefirmly. "You must work quickly."
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She muttered something in a strange tongue and her body relaxed. The
knife dropped from Alexander's hand and clattered onto the stone floor. Troas
took a step around the slab table and retrieved it, holding it out to him again.
"She has fainted. You may work now without concern."

"Get me a bowl of water."
"What do you mean to do? Revive her again?"
Alexander glanced at that mocking face. "You dare question me?"

Troas saw the imperiousness in the young, intelligent face. Alexander
Democedes Amandinus might only be a student, but he was free. No matter
the Egyptian's own experience or skill, he acknowledged resentfully that he
himself was still a slave and dared not challenge the younger man further.
Swallowing his anger and pride, Troas stepped back. "My apologies, my
lord,"" he said without inflection. "I only meant to remind you that she is
condemned to die."

"It would seem the gods have spared her life."

"For you, my lord. The gods spared her that you might learn what you need
to become a physician."

"I will not be the one to kill her!"

"Be rational. By command of the proconsul, she is already dead. It's not
your doing. It was not by word of your mouth that she was sent to the lions."

Alexander took the knife from him and put it back among the other tools in
his leather case. "I'll not risk the wrath of whatever god spared her life by
taking it from her now." He nodded to her. "As you can clearly see, her
wounds have damaged no vital organs."

"You would rather condemn her to die slowly of infection?"



Alexander stiffened. "I would not have her die at all." His mind was in a
fever. He kept seeing her as she walked across the sand, singing, her arms
spreading as though to embrace the very sky. "We must get her out of here."

"Are you mad?" Troas hissed, glancing back to see if the guard had heard
him.

"I don't have what I need to treat her wounds or set her arm," Alexander
muttered. He snapped his fingers, issuing hushed orders.

Forgetting himself, Troas grasped Alexander's arm. "You cannot do this!"
he said in a firm, barely restrained voice. He nodded
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pointedly toward the guard. "You risk death for us all if you attempt to
rescue a condemned prisoner."

"Then we'd better all pray to her god that he will protect us and help us.
Now stop arguing with me and remove her from here immediately. Since you
appear afraid of the guard, I'll handle him and follow as soon as I'm able."

The Egyptian stared at him, his dark eyes unbelieving.
"Move!"

Troas saw there was no arguing with him and gestured quickly to the
others. He whispered commands in a low voice as Alexander rolled the
leather carrier. The guard was watching them curiously. Taking up the towel,
Alexander wiped the blood from his hands and walked calmly toward him.

"You can't take her out of here," the guard said darkly.

"She's dead," Alexander lied. "They're disposing of the body." He leaned
against the iron-grated gate and looked out at the hot sand. "She wasn't worth
six sesterces. She was too far gone."

The guard smiled coldly. "You picked her."

Alexander gave a cold laugh and pretended interest in a pair of gladiators.



"How long will this match last?"

The guard assessed the opponents. "Thirty minutes, maybe more. But there
will be no survivor this time."

Alexander frowned with feigned impatience and tossed the bloodstained
towel aside. "In that case, I'm going to buy myself some wine."

As he walked past the table, he picked up his leather case. He strode along
the torchlit corridors, curbing the desire to hurry. His heart beat more quickly
with each step. As he came out into the sunlight, a gentle breeze brushed his
face.

"Hurry! Hurry!" Startled, he glanced behind. He had heard the words
clearly, as though someone whispered urgently in his ear. But no one was
there.

His heart pounding, Alexander turned toward his home and began to run,
urged on by a still, small voice in the wind.
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ONE YEAR LATER

Marcus Lucianus Valerian walked through a maze of streets in the Eternal
City, hoping to find a sanctuary of peace within himself. He couldn't. Rome
was depressing. He had forgotten the stench of the polluted Tiber and the
oppressive, mingled humanity. Or maybe he had never before noticed, too
involved in his own life and activities to care. Over the past few weeks since
returning to the city of his birth, he had spent hours wandering the streets,
visiting places he had always enjoyed before. Now the laughter of friends
was hollow, the frenetic feasting and drinking exhausting rather than
satisfying.

Downcast and needing distraction, he agreed to attend the games with



Antigonus. His friend was now a powerful senator and held a place of honor
on the podium. Marcus tried to still his emotions as he entered the stands and
found his seat. But he could not deny he felt uncomfortable when the
trumpets began blaring. His chest tightened and his stomach became a hard
knot as the procession began.

He hadn't been to the games since Ephesus. He wondered if he could
stomach watching them now. It was painfully clear that Antigonus was more
obsessed with them than he had been when Marcus left Rome, and he was
betting heavily on a gladiator from Gaul.

Several women joined them beneath the canopy. Beautiful and voluptuous,
they made it apparent within moments of their arrival that they were as
interested in Marcus as in the games. Something stirred in Marcus as he
looked at them, but disappeared as quickly as it came. These women were
shallow, tainted water to Hadassah's pure, heady wine. He found no
amusement in their idle, vain conversation. Even Antigonus, who had always
amused him, began to shred his nerves with his collection of ribald jokes.
Marcus wondered how he had ever thought such obscene stories amusing or
felt any pity for Antigonus' litany of financial woes.

"Tell another one," one of the women laughed, obviously enjoying the
crude joke Antigonus had just related to them.
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"Your ears will burn,” Antigonus warned, eyes dancing.

"Another!" everyone agreed.

Everyone but Marcus. He sat silent, filled with disgust. They dress up like
vain peacocks and laugh like raucous crows, he thought as he watched them
all.

One of the woman moved to recline beside him. She pressed her hip against
him enticingly. "The games always stir me," she said with purring softness,
her eyes dark.

Repulsed, Marcus ignored her. She began to talk of one of her many lovers,



watching Marcus' face for signs of interest. She only sickened him further.
He looked at her, making no effort to hide his feelings, but she was oblivious.
She simply continued her intended seduction with all the subtlety of a tigress
pretending to be a housecat.

All the while, the bloody games went on unabated. Antigonus and the
women laughed, mocked, and shouted curses down on the victims in the
arena. Marcus' nerves stretched tight as he watched his companions ... as he
realized they relished the suffering and death going on before them.

Sickened by what he was seeing, he turned to drink for escape. He drained
cup after cup of wine, desperate to drown out the screams of those in the
arena. And yet, no amount of the numbing liquid could hold off the image
that kept coming to his mind ... the image of another place, another victim.
He had hoped the wine would deaden him. Instead, it made him more acutely
aware.

Around him, the masses of people grew frenzied with excitement.
Antigonus caught hold of one of the women, and they became entangled.
Unbidden, a vision came to Marcus ... a vision of his sister, Julia. He
remembered how he had brought her to the games her first time and laughed
at the burning excitement in her dark eyes.

"I won't shame you, Marcus. I swear. I won't faint at the sight of blood."
And she hadn't.

Not then.
Not later.
Unable to stand more, Marcus rose.

Shoving his way through the ecstatic crowd, he made his way up the steps.
As soon as he was able, he ran-as he had in Ephesus. He wanted to get away
from the noise, away from the smell of human blood. Pausing to get his
breath, he leaned his shoulder against a stone wall and vomited.
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Hours after the games were over, he could still hear the sound of the hungry
mob screaming for more victims. The sound echoed in his mind, tormenting
him.

But then, that was all he had known since Hadassah's death. Torment. And
a terrible, black emptiness.

"Have you been avoiding us?" Antigonus said a few days later when he
came to pay Marcus a visit. "You didn't come to Crassus' feast last night.
Everyone was looking forward to seeing you."

"I had work to do." Marcus had thought to return to Rome permanently,
hoping against hope that he would find the peace he so desperately long for.
He knew now his hopes had been in vain. He looked at Antigonus and shook
his head. "I'm only in Rome for a few more months."

"I thought you had returned to stay," Antigonus said, clearly surprised by
his statement.

"I've changed my mind," Marcus replied shortly.
"But why?"
"For reasons I'd rather not discuss."

Antigonus' eyes darkened, and his voice dripped with sarcasm when he
spoke. "Well, I hope you'll find time to attend the feast I've planned in your
honor. And why do you look so annoyed? By the gods, Marcus, you've
changed since going to Ephesus. What happened to you there?"

"I've work to do, Antigonus."

"You need distraction from these dark moods of yours." He became so
cajoling, Marcus knew he would soon be asking for money. "I've arranged
entertainment guaranteed to drive away whatever black thoughts plague your
mind."

"All right, all right! I'll come to your bloody feast," Marcus said, impatient
for Antigonus' departure. Why couldn't anyone understand that he just



wanted to be left alone? "But I've no time for idle conversation today."

"Graciously said," Antigonus said mockingly, then rose to leave. He swept
his robes around himself and made for the door, then paused and looked back
at his friend in annoyance. "I certainly hope you're in a better humor
tomorrow night."

Marcus wasn't.

Antigonus had neglected to tell him that Arria would be in attendance.
Within moments of arriving, Marcus saw her. He
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gave Antigonus an annoyed look, but the senator merely smiled smugly and
leaned toward him with a sly expression. "She was your lover for almost two
years, Marcus." He laughed low. "That's far longer than anyone has lasted
since." At the expression on Marcus' face, he raised a questioning brow. "You
look displeased. You did tell me you parted with her amicably."

Arria was still beautiful, still intent on gaining the adoration of every male
in the room, still amoral and eager for any new excitement. However, Marcus
saw subtle changes. The soft loveliness of youth had given way to a harder-
edged worldliness. Her laughter held no exuberance or pleasure-rather, it
carried a quality of brashness and crudity that grated. Several men hovered
around her, and she alternately teased each, making jokes at their expense
and offering whispered suggestive observations. She glanced across the room
then, looking at Marcus in question. He knew she was wondering why he
hadn't been caught by the smile she had cast him when he came in. But he
knew that smile for what it was: bait for a hungry fish.

Unfortunately for Arria, Marcus was not hungry. Not any longer.

Antigonus leaned closer. "See how she looks at you, Marcus. You could
have her back with a snap of your fingers. The man who's watching her like a
pet dog is her current conquest, Metrodorus Crateuas Merula. What he lacks
in wit, he more than makes up for in money. He's almost as rich as you are,
but then our little Arria has money of her own these days. Her book created
quite a furor."



"Book?" Marcus said and gave a sardonic laugh. "I didn't know Arria could
write her name, let alone string enough words together to make a sentence."

"Obviously, you know nothing of what she's written or you wouldn't be
making light of it. It's hardly a laughing matter. Our little Arria had secret
talents unbeknownst to us. She's become a woman of letters, or more
precisely, erotica. A do-all, tell-all collection of stories. By the gods, it's
stirred up trouble in high places. One senator lost his wife over it. Not that he
minded the loss of the woman, but her family connections cost him dearly.
Rumor has it he may be forced into suicide. Arria has never been what you
would call discreet. Now, I think she's addicted to scandal. She has scribes
working night and day making copies of her little tome. The price for one
copy is exorbitant."
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"Which you undoubtedly paid," Marcus said dryly.

"But of course," Antigonus said with a laugh. "I wanted to see if she would
mention me. She did. In chapter eleven. To my dismay, it was a rather
cursory mention." He glanced at Marcus with an amused smile. "She wrote
about you in detail-and at length. No wonder Sarapais was so enamored of
you at the games the other day. She wanted to see if you were all Arria said
you were." He grinned. "You should buy a copy for yourself and read it,
Marcus. It might bring back a few sweet memories."

"For all her exquisite beauty, Arria is crass and best forgotten."

"A rather cruel assessment of a woman you once loved, isn't it?" Antigonus
said, measuring him.

"I never loved Arria." Marcus turned his attention to the dancing girls
undulating before him. The bells on their ankles and wrists jingled, grating on
his nerves. Rather than be aroused by the boldness of their sensual dance and
transparently veiled bodies, he felt discomfited. He wished their performance
would end and they would depart.

Antigonus reached out to grasp one of the women and pulled her down onto
his lap. Despite her struggling, he kissed her passionately. When he drew



back, he laughed and said to Marcus, "Pick one for yourself."

The slave girl cried out, and the sound sent Marcus' insides instinctively
recoiling. He had seen the look on the girl's face before-in Hadassah's eyes
when he had let his own passions burn out of control.

"Let her go, Antigonus."

Others were watching Antigonus, laughing and calling out encouragement.
Drunk and provoked, Antigonus became rougher in his determination to have
his way. The girl screamed.

Marcus found himself on his feet. "Let her go!"

The room fell silent, all eyes staring at Marcus in astonishment. Laughing,
Antigonus raised his head and looked at him in mild surprise. His laughter
died. Alarmed, he rolled to one side, releasing the girl.

Weeping hysterically, she stumbled to her feet and scrambled away.

Antigonus regarded Marcus quizzically. "My apologies, Marcus. If you
wanted her that badly, why didn't you say so earlier?"

Marcus felt Arria's eyes fixed on him like hot coals, burning with jealousy.
He wondered fleetingly what punishment the slave
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girl would receive at Arria's hands for something that had nothing to do

with her. "I didn't want the girl," he said tersely. "Nor any other in this room."
>.

Whispers rippled. Several women glanced at Arria and smirked.
Antigonus' countenance darkened. "Then why intrude upon my pleasure?"
"You were about to rape the girl."

Antigonus laughed dryly. "Rape? Given another moment, she would have
enjoyed it."



"I doubt that."

Antigonus' humor evaporated, his eyes flashing at the insult. "Since when
did a slave's feelings matter to you? I've seen you take your pleasure in like
ways a time or two."

"I don't need to be reminded," Marcus said grimly, downing the remainder
of the wine in his cup. "What I do need is a breath of fresh air."

He went out into the gardens, but found no relief there, for Arria followed
him, Merula at her side. Gritting his teeth, Marcus bore their presence. She
talked about their love affair as though it had ended yesterday and not four
years before. Merula glared at Marcus, who felt pity for the man. Arria had
always enjoyed tormenting her lovers.

"Have you read my book, Marcus?" she said, her voice dripping honey.

"NO."
"It's quite good. You'd enjoy it."
"I've lost my taste for trash," he said, his gaze flickering over her.

Her eyes flashed. "I lied about you, Marcus," she said, her face contorted
with rage. "You were the worst lover I ever had!"

Marcus grinned back at her coldly. "That's because I'm the only one who
walked away from you with blood still in his veins." Turning his back on her,
he strolled away.

Ignoring the names she called him, he left the garden. Returning to the
banquet, he looked for distraction in conversations with old acquaintances
and friends. But their laughter grated; their amusement was always at
someone else's expense. He heard the pettiness behind the amusing remarks,
the relish as new tragedies were recounted.

Leaving the group, he reclined on a couch, drank morosely, and watched
people. He noticed the games they played with
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one another. They put on masks of civility, all the while spewing their
venom. And then it hit him. Gatherings and feasts such as this had once been
a large part of his life. He had relished

them.
Now, he wondered why he was here . .. why he had ever
returned to Rome at all.

Antigonus approached him, his arm thrown carelessly around a richly clad,
pale-skinned girl. Her smile was sensual. She had the curves of Aphrodite,
and for an instant his flesh responded to the dark intensity of her eyes. It had
been a long time since he had been with a woman.

Antigonus noted Marcus' appraisal and smiled, pleased with himself. "You
like her. I knew you would. She's quite luscious.” Removing his arm from
around the woman, he gave her a gentle nudge, though she needed none. She
fell lightly against Marcus' chest and gazed up at him with parted lips.
Antigonus smiled, obviously pleased with himself. "Her name is Didyma."

Marcus took hold of Didyma's shoulders and set her back from him, smiling
wryly at Antigonus. The woman looked from him to her master in question,
and Antigonus shrugged. "It would appear he doesn't want you, Diddy." He
waved his hand carelessly in dismissal.

Marcus set his goblet down firmly. "I appreciate the gesture, Antigonus-"

"But. ..," he said ruefully and shook his head. "You perplex me, Marcus. No
interest in women. No interest in the games. What happened to you in
Ephesus?"

"Nothing you would understand."
"Try me."

Marcus gave him a sardonic smile. "I would not entrust my private life to so
public a man."



Antigonus' eyes narrowed. "There's a bite in your every word these days,"
he said softly. "How have I offended you that you take on such a condemning
air?"

Marcus shook his head. "It's not you, Antigonus. It's all of it."
"All of what?" Antigonus said, baffled.

"Life. Damnable life!" The sensual pleasures Marcus had once savored
were now dust in his mouth. When Hadassah had died, something within him
had died with her. How could he explain the wrenching, profound changes
within himself to a man like
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Antigonus, a man still consumed and obsessed with fleshly pas, sions?

How could he explain that everything had lost meaning to | when a
common slave girl had died in an Ephesian arena?

"My apologies," he said flatly, rising to leave. "I'm poor com-1 pany these
days."

He received other invitations over the next month but declined! them,
choosing to immerse himself in his business enterprises instead. But no peace
was to be found there, either. No matter how frenetically he worked, he was
still tormented. Finally, he knew he had to be clear of the past, of Rome, of
everything.

He sold the rock quarry and the remaining building contract both at sizable
profit, though he felt no pride of satisfaction in ] gain. He met with managers
of the Valerian warehouses on the Tiber and reviewed the accounts. Sextus, a
longtime associate of his father's, had proven himself loyal to Valerian
interests over many years. Marcus offered him the position of overseer to the
Valerian holdings in Rome, with a generous percentage of the gross profits.

Sextus was stunned. "You've never been so openhanded, my lord." There
was subtle challenge and unspoken distrust in his words.

"You may distribute the monies as you see fit, without answering to me."



"I wasn't speaking of money," Sextus said bluntly. "I speak of control.
Unless I misunderstand, you're handing me the reins of your business
holdings in Rome."

"That's correct."
"Have you forgotten I was once your father's slave?"
"NO.”

Sextus assessed him through narrowed eyes. He had known Decimus well
and had been long aware that Marcus had brought his father little but grief.
The young man's ambition had been like a fever in his blood, burning away
conscience. What game was he playing now? "Was it not your goal to control
your father's holdings as well as your own?"

Marcus' mouth curved into a cold smile. "You speak frankly."

"Would you not have it so, my lord? Then by all means tell me so that I
might flatter you."

Marcus' mouth tightened, but he held his temper. He forced
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hmself to remember this man had been a loyal friend to his father. "My
father and I made our peace in Ephesus."

Sextus' silence revealed his disbelief.

Marcus looked straight into the older man's eyes and held his gaze. "The
blood of my father runs in my veins, Sextus," he said coolly. "I haven't made
this offer lightly, nor do I have ulterior motives that threaten you. I've given it
a great deal of thought over the last few weeks. You've handled the cargoes
that have been brought into these warehouses for seventeen years. You know
by name the men who unload the ships and store the goods. You know which
merchants can be trusted and which cannot. And you've always given a solid
accounting for every transaction. Who better for me to trust?" He held out the
parchment. Sextus made no move to take it.



"Accept or decline, as you see fit," Marcus said, "but know this: I've sold
my other holdings in Rome. The only reason I haven't sold the ships and
warehouses is because they were so much a part of my father's life. It was his
sweat and blood that built this enterprise. Not mine. I offer this position to
you because you are capable-but more important, you were my father's
friend. If you refuse my offer, I will sell. Have no doubts about that, Sextus."

Sextus gave a harsh laugh. "Even if you were serious about selling, you
couldn't. Rome is struggling to survive. Right now, no one I know of has the
money to buy an enterprise of this size and magnitude."

"I'm well aware of that." Marcus' eyes were cold. "I'm not against disposing
of my fleet ship by ship, and the dock holdings building by building."

Sextus saw he meant it and was stunned by such opportunistic thinking.
How could this young man be the son of Decimus? "You have over five
hundred people working for you! Freemen, most of them. Do you care
nothing about them and the welfare of their families?"

"You know them better than 1."

"If you sell now, you'll make a fraction of what all this is worth," he said,
alluding to Marcus' well-known love of money. "I doubt you would carry this
through."

"Try me." Marcus tossed the parchment onto the table between them.

Sextus studied him for a long moment, alarmed by the hard
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ness in the younger man's face, the determined set of his jaw. He wasn't
bluffing. "Why?",

"Because I'll not have this millstone around my neck holding me in Rome."

"And you would go so far? If what you said is true and you made your
peace with your father, why would you tear apart what took him a lifetime to
build?"



"It's not what I want to do," Marcus answered simply, "but I will tell you
this, Sextus. In the end, Father saw it all as vanity, and now I agree with
him." He gestured toward the parchment. "What is your answer?"

"I'll need time to consider."
"You have the time it'll take me to walk out that door."

Sextus stiffened at such arrogance. Then he relaxed. His mouth curved
faintly. He let out his breath and shook his head on a soft laugh. "You are
very much like your father, Marcus. Even after he gave me my freedom, he
always knew how to get his own way."

"Not in everything," Marcus said cryptically.

Sextus sensed Marcus' pain. Perhaps he bad made his peace with his father
after all and now regretted the wasted years of rebellion. He took up the
parchment and tapped it against his palm. Remembering the father, Sextus
studied the son. "I accept," he said, "on one condition."

"Name it."

"I'll deal with you the same way I dealt with your father." He tossed the
parchment onto the burning coals in the brazier and extended his hand.

Throat closing, Marcus grasped it.
The next morning, at sunrise, Marcus sailed for Ephesus.

Over the long weeks of the voyage, he spent hours standing on the bow of
the ship, the salt wind in his face. There, at last, he allowed his thoughts to
turn again to Hadassah. He remembered standing with her on a bow like this
one, watching the soft tendrils of her dark hair blowing about her face, her
expression earnest as she spoke of her unseen god: "God spedaks ... a still,
small voice in the wind."

Just as her voice seemed to speak to him now, still and small, whispering to
him in the wind . .. beckoning him.



But to what? Despair? Death?

He was torn between wanting to forget her and fear that he
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would. And now it was as though, having opened his mind to her, he
couldn't close it again.

Her voice had become an insistent presence, echoing throughout the
darkness in which he now lived.
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Disembarking in Ephesus, Marcus felt no sense of homecoming I or relief
that the voyage was over. Leaving his possessions in the f hands of servants,
he went directly to his mother's villa set in a hillside not far from the center of
the city.

He was greeted by a surprised servant, who informed him tt his mother was
out but expected home within the hour. Weary and depressed, he went into
the inner courtyard to sit and wait.

Sunlight streamed down from the open roof into the atrium, casting
flickering light on the rippling water of the ornamental pool. The water
sparkled and danced, and the comforting sound of the fountain echoed
through the lower corridors. Yet there was 1 no comfort for him as he sat in
the shadows of a small alcove.

He leaned his head back against the wall, trying to let the musiJ cal sound
wash over and ease his aching spirit. Instead, haunted by his memories, his
grief grew until he felt almost suffocated by it.

It had been fourteen months since Hadassah had died, yet the anguish of it
swept over him as though it had been yesterday. She had often sat on this
same bench, praying to her unseen god and finding a peace that still eluded
him. He could almost hear her voice-quiet, sweet, like the water, cleansing.
She had prayed for his father and his mother. She had prayed for him. She
had prayed for Julia!



He shut his eyes, wishing he could change the past. If only that was all it
took to bring Hadassah back again. Wishing. If only, by some stroke of
magic, the agony of the past months could be wiped away, and she would be
sitting here beside him, alive and well. If only he could speak her name, as an
incantation, and make her, through the power of his love, rise from the dead.

"Hadassah ...," he whispered hoarsely, "Hadassah." But instead of her
rising from the mists of his imagination, there came the obscene, violent
images of her death, followed by the turmoil of his soul-the horror, grief, and
guilt, all of which were collapsing into a deep and relentless anger that now
seemed his constant companion.
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What good did prayer do her? he wondered bitterly, trying to bliterate the
vision in his mind of her death. She had stood so calmly as the lion charged
her. If she had screamed, he had not heard it above the din of cheering
Ephesians . . . one of whom had been his own sister.

His mother had said before he left for Rome that time healed all wounds,
but what he had felt that day as he watched Hadassah die had only grown
heavier and harder to bear, not easier. Now his pain was a constant solid mass
within him, weighing him down.

Sighing, Marcus stood. He couldn't allow himself to dwell on the past. Not
today when he was so tired, bone-weary from the long monotonous sea
voyage. Going to Rome had done nothing to obliterate the inertia he felt; it
had only made life worse. Now here he was, back in Ephesus, no better off
than the day he had left.

Standing in the peristyle of his mother's hillside villa, he was filled with an
aching, unspeakable sadness. The house was filled with silence, though there
were servants in the household. He sensed their presence, but they had
wisdom enough to keep their distance. The front door opened and closed. He
heard soft voices and then hurried steps coming toward him.

"Marcus!" his mother said, running to him and embracing him.

"Mother," he said, smiling and holding her at arm's distance to see how she



had fared in his absence. "You look well." He bent to kiss both cheeks.

"Why are you back so soon?" she asked. "I thought not to see you for
years."

"I finished my business. There was no reason to linger."
"Is everything as you hoped it would be?"
"I'm richer than I was a year ago if that's what you mean."

His smile lacked heart. Phoebe looked into his eyes, and her expression
softened. She lifted her hand gently to his cheek, as though he were a hurt
child. "Oh, Marcus," she said, full of compassion. "Your journey didn't make
you forget."

He stepped back from her, wondering if every mother could look into the
soul of her child as his own could. "I've given management of the warehouses
to Sextus," he said briskly. "He's capable and trustworthy."

Phoebe followed his lead. "You've always had your father's instincts about
people,"” she said quietly, watching him.
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"Not in all cases," he said heavily and then veered his thou away from his
sister. "lulius informed me you were taken / fever for several weeks."

"Yes," she said. "I'm fine now."

Marcus assessed her more closely. "He said you still tire ea You are thinner
than last I saw you."

She laughed. "You need not worry about me. Now that you'i home again,
I'll have more appetite." She took his hand. "You know I always worried
when your father was on one of his lor journeys. I suppose, now, I will be the
same with you. The sea is| so unpredictable."

She sat on the bench, but he remained standing. She saw he was restless and
thinner, his face lined and harder. "How was Rome?"



"Much the same. I saw Antigonus, with his retinue of sycophants. He was
whining about money, as always."

"And did you provide him with what he required?"
"NO.”
"Why not?"

"Because he wanted three hundred thousand sesterces, and every coin of it
would go to sponsor games." He turned away. Once he would have agreed
without qualm and, in fact, enjoyed witnessing them for himself. Of course,
Antigonus would have shown his gratitude in government building contracts
and referrals of rich aristocrats who wanted bigger, more elaborate villas.

A politician like Antigonus had to court the mob's favor. The best way to do
that was by sponsoring the games. The mob cared nothing about what a
senator stood for, as long as they were entertained and distracted from the
real issues of life: an imbalance of trade, civil unrest, starvation, disease,
slaves flooding in from the provinces and taking the jobs of freemen.

But Marcus no longer wanted part in any of it. He was ashamed he had
given hundreds of thousands of sesterces to Antigonus in the past. All he had
thought about then was the business advantage of having a friend in high
places. Never once had he thought of what his actions meant in terms of
human lives. In truth, he hadn't cared. Financing Antigonus had been
expedient. He had wanted the contracts to build in the burned-out wealthier
sections of Rome, and lining Antigonus' pouch with sesterces had been the
quickest avenue to financial success. Bribery had bought
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him opportunity; opportunity had brought him wealth. His god:

Fortuna.

Now, as though looking in a mirror, he saw himself as he had been: bored
and drinking wine with friends while a man was nailed to a cross; eating
delicacies served by a slave while men were pitted against one another and



forced to fight to the death. And for what reason? To entertain a bored,
hungry mob, a mob of which he had been a paying member. Now he was
paying an even higher price: the knowledge that he had been as much a part
of Hadassah's death as anyone.

He remembered laughing while a man ran in terror, trying to escape a pack
of dogs when no escape was possible. He could still hear the thousands
screaming and cheering wildly as the lioness tore Hadassah's flesh. What had
been her crime other than having a sweet purity that had smote the
conscience and roused the jealousy of a foul harlot. A harlot who was
Marcus' sister.. ..

Phoebe sat silently on the bench in the shade and studied her son's bitter
face. "Julia asked when you would return."

The muscles in his jaw clenched at the mention of his sister's name.
"She wants to see you, Marcus."

He said nothing.

"She needs to see you."

"Her needs are the very least of my concern."

"And if she wants to make amends?"

"Amends? How? Can she bring Hadassah back to life? Can she undo what
she's done? No, Mother. No amends are possible for what she did."

"She is still your sister," she said gently.
"You may have a daughter, Mother, but I swear to you, I have no sister."

She saw the fierceness in his gaze, the uncompromising set of his jaw. "You
cannot set the past aside?" she pleaded.

"NO."

"Or forgive?"



"Never! I tell you I pray every curse under heaven falls on her head."

Tears filled his mother's eyes. "Perhaps if you try to remember how
Hadassah lived instead of the way she died."

The words struck his heart, and he turned slightly, angry that
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she should so remind him. "I remember all too well," he said |H
hoarsely.JflJ

"Perhaps we don't remember in the same light," Phoebe saidjH softly. She
raised her hand to feel the pendant concealed beneataH her palus. On it was
the emblem of her new faith: a shepherd cdfl rying a lost lamb across his
shoulders. Marcus didn't know. SheJH hesitated, wondering if this was the
time to tell him.fl

It was strange that in watching Hadassah, Phoebe had found fl the path her
own life must take so clearly before her. She had 9 become a Christian,
baptized by water and the Spirit of the livinjjM God. It had not been a
struggle for her, not like it had been for m Decimus, who had waited to the
very end to accept the Lord. 1 Now it was Marcus, who was so like his father,
who fought 9 against the Spirit. Marcus, who wanted no master over his life 1
and would acknowledge none.1

Looking at his stance, his hand clenching and unclenching, I Phoebe knew
this wasn't the time to speak of Jesus and her faith. I Marcus would be angry.
He wouldn't understand. He would be j afraid for her, afraid he would lose
her the same way he had lost I Hadassah. Oh, if only he could see that
Hadassah was not lost at all. He was.

"What would Hadassah have had you do?"

Marcus shut his eyes. "Had she done things differently, she would still be
alive."

"Had she been different, Marcus, you would never have loved her the way
you do, with all your heart and mind and soul." Like he would love God, but



he couldn't see that it was the Spirit within Hadassah that had drawn him.

Seeing his pain, she ached for him. Rising from the bench, Phoebe went to
her son. "Is your monument to Hadassah going to be your unrelenting hatred
for your own sister?"

ALeave it be, Mother," he said hoarsely.

"How can I?" she said in sorrow. "You are my son, and no matter what
Julia's done, she remains my daughter. I love you both. I love Hadassah."

"Hadassah is dead, Mother." He glared down at her. "Did she die because
of any crime she committed? No! She was murdered out of petty jealousy by
awhore."

Phoebe laid her hand on his arm. "Hadassah's not dead to me. Nor to you."
"Not dead," he said bleakly. "How can you say that? Is she
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, with us?" He moved away from her and sat on the bench here Hadassah
had often sat in the quiet of the evenings and the rillness before dawn. He
looked exhausted, his back against the

She came and sat on the bench beside him and took his hand. "Do you
remember what she told your father just before he

died?"

"He took my hand and placed it over Hadassah's. She belonged to me." He
could still see the look in her dark eyes as he had closed his hand firmly
around hers, taking possession. Had his father known then she was in danger?
Had he been telling him to protect her? He should have taken her from Julia
then and there rather than await her convenience. Julia had been with child at
the time, her lover gone. He had felt pity for her situation, never realizing the
danger. Had he been wise, Hadassah would still be alive. She would be his
wife.

"Marcus, Hadassah said that if you but believe and accept God's grace, you



will be with the Lord in paradise. She told us that whosoever believes in
Jesus will not perish but have eternal life."

He squeezed her hand. "Words to comfort a dying man who saw his life as
meaningless, Mother. There's no life after death. Just dust and darkness.
Everything we have is right here. Now. The only kind of eternal life anyone
can expect is in the heart of another. Hadassah is alive, and she'll remain so as
long as I live. She's alive in me." His eyes hardened. "And because of my
love for her, I will never forget how she died and who brought it to pass."

"Will you ever understand why she died?" Phoebe said, eyes glistening with
tears.

"I know why. She was murdered out of jealousy and spite. Her purity
exposed Julia's impurity." He took his hand from hers, tense and fighting the
emotions raging within him. He didn't want to take it out on his mother. It
was no fault of hers that she had birthed a poisonous snake. But why did she
have to speak of these things now when he felt so raw?

"Sometimes I wish I could forget," he said, lowering his head into his hands
and kneading his forehead as though his head ached with memories. "She told
me once that her god spoke to her in the wind, but I hear nothing except the
faint echoing of her

voice.
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"Then listen."

"I can't! I can't bear it."

"Perhaps what you need to do is seek her God to receive the peace of which
Hadassah spoke."

Marcus raised his head sharply and gave a harsh laugh. "Seek her god?"

"Her faith in him was the essence of who Hadassah was, Marcus. Surely
you know that."



He stood and moved away from her. "Where was this almighty god of hers
when she faced the lions? If he exists, he's a coward, for he abandoned her!"

"If you truly believe that, you must find out why."

"How do I do that, Mother? Do I inquire of the priests in a temple that no
longer exists? Titus destroyed Jerusalem. Judea is in ruin."

"You must go to her God and ask."

He frowned, his gaze penetrating. "You're not beginning to believe in this
accursed Jesus, are you? I told you what happened to him. He was nothing
more than a carpenter who got on the wrong side of the Jews. They handed
him over to be crucified."”

"You loved Hadassah."
"T still love her."

"Then isn't she worth your questions? What would she have wanted you to
do, Marcus? What one thing mattered to her more than life itself? You must
seek her God and ask him why she died. Only he can give you the answers
you need."

Marcus's mouth twisted sardonically. "How does one seek the face of an
unseen god?"

"As Hadassah did. Pray."

Grief filled him, followed closely by bitterness and anger. "By the gods,
Mother, what good did prayer ever do her?"

At her surprised look and fallen expression, he knew he had hurt her deeply.
He forced himself to relax, to be rational. "Mother, I know you're trying to
comfort me, but there is no comfort. Don't you understand? Maybe time will
change things. I don't know. But no god will do me good." He shook his head
at her, his voice growing angry again. "From the time I was a child, I
remember you placing your offerings before your household gods in the
lararium. Did it save your other children from fever? Did it keep Father



alive? Did you ever once hear a voice in the
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wind?" His anger died, leaving only a sense of terrible emptiness. "There
are no gods."

"Then everything Hadassah said was a lie."
He winced. "No. She believed every word of what she said."

"She believed a lie, Marcus? She died for nothing?" She saw his hand
clench at his side and knew her questions caused him pain. But better pain
now than death forever.

She rose and went to him again, laying her hand gently against his cheek.
"Marcus, if you truly believe Hadassah's God abandoned her, ask him why he
would do such a thing to one such as she was."

"What does it matter now?"

"It matters. It matters more than you know. How else will you ever be at
peace with what happened?"

His face grew pale and cold. "Peace is an illusion. There is no true peace. If
I ever go looking for Hadassah's god, Mother, it wouldn't be to praise him as
she did, but to curse him to his face."

Phoebe said no more, but her heart cried out in anguish. O Lord God,
forgive him. He knows not what he says.

Marcus turned away from comfort, believing all he had left was the sweet
echo of Hadassah's voice in the darkness that had closed around him.
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"That one over there," Julia Valerian said, pointing to a small brown goat in
the stall just outside the temple. "The dark brov one. Is he perfect?"

"All of my goats are perfect,”" the merchant said, pushing his;way through
the herd crowded into the pen and grasping the on she demanded. He looped



a rope around its neck. "These anir are without defect," he said, lifting the
struggling animal and making his way back to her as he named his price.

Julia's eyes narrowed angrily. She looked from the scrawny beast to the
avaricious merchant. "I will not pay you so much for| such a small goat!"

His gaze swept pointedly over her fine woolen palus and lingered on the
pearls in her hair and the carbuncle necklace about her neck. "You appear
able to afford it, but if it's a bargain you're J looking for, may it be on your
head." He set the goat down and straightened. "I will not waste my time in
haggling, woman. Do you see this mark on the ear? This animal is anointed
for sacrifice by one of the haruspices. This concession is provided by the
seers for your benefit. The money you pay for this animal goes to the
haruspex and the temple. Do you understand? If you want to buy a cheaper
goat somewhere else and try to bring it before the gods and their ordained
representatives, do so at your own peril." His dark eyes taunted.

Julia trembled at his words. She was fully aware she was being cheated, but
she had no choice. The dreadful man was right. Only a fool would try to fool
the gods-or the haruspicex, whom the gods had chosen to read the sacred
signs hidden in the sacrificed animals' vital organs. She looked at the small
goat with distaste. She had come to find out what ailed her and if that meant
she had to purchase a sacrificial animal at an outrageous price, then she
would do so. "My apologies," she said. "I will take him."

Julia removed her bracelet and opened the compartment built into it. She
counted three sesterces into the merchant's hand while trying to ignore his
smugness. He rubbed the coins between his
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fi aers and slipped them into the pouch at his waist. "He is

urs" he said, handing her the rope, "and may he bring you [nproved health."

"Take him," Julia ordered Eudemas tersely and stepped aside so her slave
girl could drag the bleating, struggling animal from the crowded stall. The
merchant watched and laughed.



As Julia entered the temple with Eudemas and the goat, she felt faint. The
heavy cloying scent of incense failed to overwhelm the smell of blood and
death. Her stomach turned. She took her place in the line behind others
waiting. Closing her eyes, she swallowed her nausea. Cold sweat beaded her
forehead. She couldn't stop thinking about the night before and her argument
with Primus.

"You've become quite a bore, Julia," Primus said. "You impose your gloom
on every feast you attend."

"How kind of you, dear husband, to think of my health and welfare." She
looked to Calabah for sympathy, but saw her motion to Eudemas to bring the
tray of goose livers closer. Selecting one, she smiled in a way that made the
slave girl blush and then pale. Waving her away, Calabah watched the girl
carry the tray to Primus. Calabah hadn't noticed until then that Julia was
watching her. When she did, she merely arched a brow, her cold, dark eyes
empty and indifferent. "What is it, dear?"

"Don't you care if I'm ill?"

"Of course I care," Calabah said, her quiet voice tinged with impatience.
"It's you who seems not to care. Julia, my love, we have talked about this so
many times before it's becoming tedious. The answer is so simple you refuse
to accept it. Set your mind on being healthy. Let your will heal you.
Whatever you set your mind upon you can, by your own will, bring it to
pass.”

"Don't you think I've tried, Calabah?"

"Not hard enough, my dear, or you would be well. You must center your
thoughts on yourself each morning and meditate as I taught you to do. Empty
your mind of everything but the one realization that you are your own god,
your body merely the temple in which you dwell. You have power over your
temple. Your will be done, Julia. The problem is you lack faith. You must
believe, and in believing, you will bring forth whatever you want."

Julia looked away from the woman's dark eyes. Morning after morning, she
had done exactly as Calabah said. Sometimes the fever came upon her in the



midst of her meditations, and she trem
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bled with weakness and nausea. Overwhelmed by a sense of hop fl lessness,
she spoke quietly. "Some things are beyond anyone's wilfl to control." W

Calabah gazed at her disdainfully. "If you have no faith in m yourself and
your own inner powers, perhaps you should do as m Primus suggests. Go to
the temple and make a sacrifice. As for me, I have no faith in the gods. All I
have achieved came by my 1 own efforts and intellect, not through leaning on
some supernatu-1 ral, unseen power. However, if you truly believe you have
no I power of your own, Julia, what other logical course have you but I to
borrow what you need from elsewhere?"f

After their months of intimacy, Julia was stunned by Calabah's f disdain and
callous indifference to her suffering. She watched ; Calabah eat another goose
liver and then ask Eudemas to bring ) her the scented water to wash her
hands. The girl did as she was bade, gazing at Calabah with rapt adoration
and blushing when those long jeweled fingers stroked her arm before she was
dismissed. Julia saw the dark speculation in Calabah's eyes as she watched
the servant girl withdraw. A faint, predatory smile played on the older
woman's lips.

Julia felt sick. She knew she was being betrayed before her very eyes, and
she knew equally well that there was nothing she could do about it but boil in
her own blood. Primus noticed also and took cruel amusement in letting her
know.

"The proconsul goes frequently to the haruspices to inquire of the gods," he
said into the stifling silence. "They'll know if there's been an outbreak of
disease. At least you'll know if what ails you is something that has been
ordained by the gods."

"And how will knowing that help me?" she said angrily. It was all too
apparent that neither Calabah nor Primus really cared what happened to her.

Calabah gave a heavy sigh and rose. "I grow weary of this conversation."



"Where are you going?" Julia said in dismay.

Sighing, Calabah gave her a long-suffering look. "To the baths. I told
Sapphira I would see her this evening."

Julia grew even more distressed at the mention of the young woman.
Sapphira was young and beautiful and came from a well- known Roman
family. Upon their first meeting, Calabah had said she found her "promising."

"I don't feel up to going anywhere, Calabah."
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Calabah's brow arched again. "I didn't ask you."

Julia stared at her. "Have you no consideration of my feel
ings?"

"I have considered your feelings. I knew you'd say no and saw no reason to
include you. You've never liked Sapphira, have you?"

"But you do," Julia said in accusation.

"Yes," Calabah said with a cool smile, her answer a twisting knife thrust. "I
like Sapphira very much. You must understand, my dear. She's fresh,
innocent, full of a world of possibilities."

"The way you said I was once," Julia said bitterly.

Calabah's smile grew mocking. "You knew what you embraced, Julia. I
have not changed."

Julia's eyes shone with angry tears. "If I have changed, it is because I
wanted to please you."

Calabah laughed softly. "Ah, Julia, beloved. There is but one rule in this
world. Please yourself." Calabah's cold gaze moved over Julia's face and
down her slender body. "You mean as much to me now as you ever did."

Julia took little comfort in those words. Calabah tilted her head slightly and



assessed her with dark, unblinking eyes, daring her to respond. Julia
remained silent, knowing the challenge had to go unanswered. Sometimes
she felt Calabah was simply waiting for her to do or say something that
would give her the excuse to desert her completely.

"You do look pale, my dear," Calabah said with damning insouciance.
"Rest this evening. Perhaps you will feel better about everything tomorrow."
She walked gracefully from the room, pausing briefly to lightly brush her
fingertips against Eudemas' cheek and say something for the servant's ears
only.

Helpless to stop her from leaving, Julia clenched her hands. She had
thought she could trust Calabah with her heart. Now she was filled with fury.

All her life she had suffered at the hands of men. First, her father had
structured and controlled her life, dictating her every move up until he
married her off to Claudius, a Roman intellectual who owned land in Capua.
Claudius had bored her to distraction with his intellectual pursuits into the
religions of the Empire, and she had been thankfully saved from a life of
drudgery with him by his accidental death.

She had been madly in love with her second husband, Caius, sure this was
the union that would bring her all she had hoped
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for: pleasure, freedom, adoration. Then she found him worse by 9 far than
Claudius could ever have been. Caius opened the purses of her estate,
spending thousands of her sesterces on races and onn other women while
venting his ill luck and dark moods on her. a Julia had stood the abuse for as
long as she could. Finally, with ij Calabah's guidance, she had made sure
Caius would never hurt I her again. She recalled with a shiver his slow death,
a result of thef poison she had slipped into his food and drink.I

Then there was Atretes . .. her one great passion! She had | given her heart
to him, making herself totally vulnerable, asking i only that he not ask her to
give up her freedom. And he had '

deserted her because she turned from his marriage proposal and married



Primus to ensure her financial independence. Atretes had refused to
understand why it had been necessary to do so. The pain of their last, angry
encounter stabbed through her momentarily, and she gave an angry shake of
her head. Atretes had been nothing more than a slave taken in the Germanic
revolt, a gladiator. Who was he to dictate to her? Did he think she would
marry him and relinquish all her rights to an uneducated barbarian? Marriage
by usus to Primus had been the more intelligent course open to her-it gave
her the freedom of being a married woman but none of the risk, for Primus
would have no claim on her finances or estate-but Atretes had been too
uncivilized to understand.

Even Marcus, her beloved, adored brother, had betrayed her in i the end,
cursing her at the games because she saved him from I making a fool of
himself over a slave girl. The pain of his defecl tion had been the greatest
blow of all. His words, filled with disI gust and anger, still rang in her ears.
She could still see the cold I fury on his face as he had turned from her to
Calabah. I "You want her, Calabah?" I "I've always wanted her." I "You can
have her."

He had refused since then to speak with her or see her. I Father, husbands,
and brother had failed her. So she had given Herself into Calabah's keeping,
trusting her absolutely. After all, wasn't it Calabah who swore undying love
for her? Wasn't it she who had pointed out and finally opened her eyes to the
frailties Mhd infidelities of men? Wasn't it Calabah who had nurtured,
Broiled, and guided her? H And now Julia had found that Calabah was no
more to be
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trusted than the others, and her betrayal was deepest and most astonishing.

She was pulled from her thoughts when Primus poured more wine into his
goblet and raised it to her. "Perhaps now you have a better understanding of
how I felt when Prometheus' affections turned to another," he said wryly,
reminding her of his handsome catamite, who had run away. "Don't you
remember? He was enraptured with Hadassah's every word, and she finally
stole his heart from me."



Julia's eyes glittered. "Calabah is free to do as she likes," she said,
pretending indifference though her tone was brittle. "Just as I am." She
wanted to hurt him for reminding her of Hadassah. The slave's name alone,
like a curse, always roused an incomprehensible loneliness and fear in Julia.
"Besides, Primus, Calabah's affections can't be compared to those of
Prometheus. He didn't come to you of his own accord, did he? You had to
buy him from one of those foul booths beneath the arena stands." Seeing her
words had struck their mark, she smiled and shrugged. "I've nothing to worry
about. Sapphira is little more than a temporary diversion. Calabah will tire of
her soon enough."

"As she's already tired of you?"

Julia raised her head sharply and saw his eyes shine with malicious triumph.
Fury rose in her, but she pressed it down, speaking quietly. "You dare a great
deal, considering your own precarious position in my household."

"What are you talking about?"

"My father is dead. My brother has relinquished all rights over me and my
possessions. I have no further need of you as a husband, do I? What is mine
is mine with-" she smiled coldly-"or without you."

His eyes flickered as he understood her threat, and his demeanor changed as
swiftly as a chameleon changes colors. "You ever misunderstand me, Julia.
Your feelings are uppermost in my every thought. I only meant that if anyone
can understand what you're going through, it is 1.1 empathize, my dear.
Haven't I suffered myself? Who was it who comforted you after Atretes
deserted you? I did. Who was it who warned you that your slave was stealing
your brother's affections and poisoning his mind against you as she did with
Prometheus?"

Julia turned her face away, not wanting to think about the past, loathing him
for reminding her of it.
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"I care about you," Primus said. "I am the only true friend! have."



Friend, she thought bitterly. The only reason Primus remair was because
she paid for the villa, the clothes and jewels he we the lavish, rich food he
loved, and the pleasures of the flesh he embraced. He had no money of his
own. What little money he did make came from patrons afraid he would turn
his acerbic' on them and expose their secrets. However, that means of support
had proven more and more dangerous of late, his enemies increasing. He now
relied heavily on her financial support. Their] mutual need of one another
was what had made this marriage convenient in the beginning. He needed her
money; she needed i live with him in order to retain control of her money.

Or had.
Now, no one cared any more what she did with her money. OtfJ her life.

Primus came to her and took her hand, his own cold. "You must believe me,
Julia."

She looked into his eyes and saw his fear. She knew he feigned concern
merely to protect himself, but she was desperate for someone to care about
her. "I do believe you, Primus," she said. She wanted someone to care.

"Then go to the haruspex and find out what causes these fevers and bouts of
weakness."

And thus, Julia found herself here in this dark, torchlit sanctuary,
witnessing a grim ritual. Having studied the texts and tablets, the haruspex
slit the throat of the small thrashing goat. Turning her face away as its
terrified bleating gurgled into silence, Julia swayed and struggled not to faint.
With another expert stroke, the priest laid open the animal's belly and
removed the liver. Servants removed the carcass as the priest reverently
placed the bloody organ on a golden platter. He probed at it with his fat
fingers, studying it, certain that the answers to whatever disease had befallen
Julia would be found on its slick, black surface.

The priest gave his opinion and sent her away with little understanding of
what ailed her. His veiled sentences hinted at myriad possibilities, and he
made few suggestions. For all the good her visit had done, he might as well
have said, "The gods refused to speak" and dismissed her. As she looked



around, she saw others, more important, who were waiting-government
officials con
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ed about possible outbreaks of disease or coming disasters.

she understood. What did the fate of one sick, frightened,

i lonely young woman matter to anyone? What mattered were the gold
coins she had given for the goat.

"Perhaps a votive offering would help," a novice priest said as she was led
away.

To which god? she wondered in despair. How would she know which deity
among the pantheon would intercede on her behalf? And to whom would that
god appeal? And if she had offended one god among them all, how would she
know which one to appease with an offering? And what offering would
suffice?

Her head ached with the endless possibilities.

"All will be well, my lady," Eudemas said, and her comfort grated on Julia's
already raw nerves. Julia was well aware Eudemas' sympathy lacked
sincerity. The slave pretended to care because her survival depended on the
goodwill of her mistress. Julia had Prometheus to thank for the way the
slaves treated her. Before he had run away, he had told every servant that she
had sent Hadassah to the arena.

Tears smarted Julia's eyes as she looked away from the girl. She should
have sold all of her household slaves and bought others fresh off ships from
the farthest reaches of the Empire. Foolishly, she had chosen to sell only a
few, never considering that those new to the household would soon hear what
happened to those before. Within a few days of their arrival, Julia felt their
fear like a palpable force around her. No one ever looked her in the eye. They
bowed and scraped and obeyed her every command, and she hated them.

Sometimes, against her will, she remembered what it was like to be served



out of love. She remembered the sense of security she had felt in trusting
another human being completely, knowing that person was devoted to her
even when faced with death. At such times her loneliness was greatest, her
despair the most debilitating.

Calabah said fear was a healthy thing for a slave to feel toward her mistress.
"One who is wise in the ways of the world should learn to cultivate fear.
Nothing else gives you more power and advantage over others. Only when
you have power are you truly free."

Julia knew she held the power of life and death over others, but it no longer
gave her advantage or security. Hadn't she hated
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her father when he controlled her life? Hadn't she hated Clau fAH dius, and
then Caius, for the same reason? And even when she”H had fallen in love
with Atretes, she had feared his hold over hoAH

Power was not the answer.i"H

Over the past six months, Julia had begun to wonder whetdH life had any
meaning at all. She had money and position. She JH answered to no one.
Calabah had shown her every pleasure thel"H Empire had to offer, and she
had embraced them all wantonly. JH Yet, still, something within her cried
out, and the abysmal emnrijM ness remained, unfulfilled. She was so hungry,
hungry for som&iM thing she couldn't even define.H

And now she was sick, and no one cared. No one loved her fH enough to
care.9

She was alone.ill

This wretched lingering illness only made matters worse, for in made her
vulnerable. When the fevers were upon her, she was ill forced to rely on
others: Like Calabah, whose lust for life was |1 turning to others. Like
Primus, who had never cared about her irlS the first place. Like Eudemas and
all the others who served out oM fear.j



Julia walked out of the temple. She craved the warmth of sun-1 light.
Jannes, a well-proportioned slave from Macedonia who hadf taken Primus'
fancy, assisted her onto the sedan chair. After send- I ing Eudemas to the
market to buy a vial of sleeping potion, she f gave Jannes instructions on how
to reach her mother's villa. He and the three others lifted her and carried her
through the crowded streets.

Weary from the ordeal in the temple, Julia closed her eyes. The sway of the
chair made her dizzy, and perspiration broke out on her forehead. Her hands
trembled. She clenched them in her lap, struggling to squelch the rising
sickness. Glancing out once, she saw they were carrying her up Kuretes
Street. She was not far from her mother's villa, and hope made her bite her
lip. Surely her own mother would not refuse to see her.

Only twice in the last months had her mother come to her own villa. The
first time, conversation had been strained and stilted. Primus' anecdotes about
high officials and well-known personages made her mother uncomfortable.
Julia had grown accustomed to his crass innuendoes and acid humor, but in
her mother's presence, his words embarrassed her. She had also become
acutely aware of her mother's subtle reactions to
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r labah's openly possessive and affectionate manner. Julia had .ntowonder if
Calabah was behaving so deliberately and had given her a pleading look. She
had been surprised at the venomous anger sparkling in those dark eyes.

On the second visit, Calabah made no effort to be discreet or nolite. As
Julia's mother was ushered into the triclinium, Calabah rose tipped Julia's
chin up, and kissed her full and passionately on the mouth. Straightening, she
gave a taunting, contemptuous smile to Julia's mother and retired without
excuse. Julia had never seen her mother look so pale or repulsed, and Julia
found herself mortified by Calabah's behavior. The scene had caused the first
rupture in Julia's infatuation with her mentor.

"You deliberately shocked her! You were rude!" she said later in their
upstairs apartment.



"Why should I concern myself with the feelings of a traditionalist?"
"She's my mother!"
Calabah arched her brow at Julia's imperious tone. "I don't care who she is."

Julia stared into the cold blackness of Calabah's eyes, fathomless as a dark,
bottomless pit. "Do you care at all about me and my feelings in the matter?"

"You ask foolish questions and make unwarranted demands. I will not
suffer her presence in order to please you. You are indulged by me enough as
it is."

"Indulged? Is it indulgence to show common courtesy to the only relative I
have who speaks to me?"

"Who are you to question me? You were nothing but a foolish, naive child
when I met you in Rome. You didn't even know your potential. I guided you
and taught you. I opened your eyes to the pleasures of this world and you've
been drunk with them ever since. It is / who deserve your loyalty, not some
woman who by accident of biology gave birth to you!" Calabah glared at her
with chilling intensity. "Who is this mother? How important is she when
measured against me? She is a narrow-minded, backward-thinking fool who
has never approved of the love we have for one another. She looks upon me
as a foul, anomalous creature who has corrupted her daughter. She suffers me
in order to see you. I tell you, she pollutes the air I breathe just as your little
Christian slave did. I despise her and all those like her, and you should as
well. They should be made to bow down before me."
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Julia shuddered now as she remembered Calabah's face, gr<W/B tesque
with hatred and rage. Calabah had quickly regained heJAH composure, but
Julia was left shaken, wondering if the smoothJAB smiling face was but a
mask to Calabah's true nature.I"H

As the chair was lowered, Julia drew the curtain aside and I"B looked up at
the marble wall and stairway. She had not come ffl back to this villa since her
father had died. A wave of longing swept over her at the thought of him, and



she blinked back tearaH "I need help," she said hoarsely and held out her
hand. WithoiiraH expression, Jannes assisted her from the chair.. JB

She looked up at the marble steps, feeling weary. She stood foil a long
moment, gathering her strength and then began the climbfH to her mother's
villa. When she reached the top, she dabbed the 9 perspiration from her face
before she pulled the cord. "You mayJH go back and wait with the others,"
she told Jannes and was m relieved when he left her. She didn't want a slave
present should II she be humiliated and turned away by her own family. M

Tulius opened the door, his homely face taking on an expres- m sion of
surprise. "Lady Julia, your mother was not expecting m you."I

Julia lifted her chin. "Does a daughter need an appointment to I see her
mother?" she said and stepped past him into the cool anter! chamber.I

"No, my lady, of course not. But your mother is not here." I

Julia turned and looked at him. "Where is she?" she said, dis- f appointment
tingeing her voice with impatience.

"She's taking clothing to several widows who have come to her attention."
"Widows?"

"Yes, my lady. Their husbands worked for your father and brother. Lady
Phoebe has taken it upon herself to provide for them."

"Let their children provide for them!"

"Two have children too young to work. Another's son is with the Roman
army in Gaul. And the others-"

"Never mind," Julia said. "I don't care about them." The last thing she had
come for was to hear the trouble of others when her own were so
burdensome. "When will she return?"

"She usually returns at dusk."



Utterly dejected, Julia wanted to weep. She couldn't wait that long. Dusk
was hours away yet, and Calabah would want to
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know why she was so long in returning from the haruspex. If she admitted
she had come to see her mother, she risked Calabah's further displeasure.

She pressed her fingers against her throbbing temples.

"You look pale, my lady," Iulius said. "Would you like some refreshment?"
"Wine," she said, "and I'll have it in the peristyle."

"As you wish."

She walked along the marble corridor and went beneath one of the arches.
She sat in the small alcove on the far side. Her heart beat fast, as though she
had been running. She had sat here the day her father died, crying
inconsolably while the others had gathered around him. She hadn't been able
to bear seeing him so emaciated with illness, his sunken eyes full of pain and
sorrow. She hadn't been able to face his disappointment in life. In her.

Tears of self-pity filled her eyes. In the end, it hadn't mattered anyway.
During those last precious moments of his life, he had called for Hadassah
and not his own daughter. He had given his blessing to a slave rather than his
own flesh and blood.

She clenched her hand, angry again. None of them understood her. They
never had. She had thought Marcus understood. He had been just as hungry
for life as she, and he still would be if he hadn't been fool enough to fall in
love with a homely Christian slave girl. What had he ever even seen in her?

Julia sighed. Maybe Calabah was right. Maybe no one was capable of
understanding her, of comprehending the hunger that drove her, the
desperation she felt, the terrible yearning and fear that were her constant
companions. They were satisfied with their simple, placid lives, comforted by
their dull routines, self-righteous in their conventional mores. They had
crushed her beneath their expectations.



Just as Calabah and Primus are now crushing me beneath theirs.

The unbidden thought came as a shock to Julia, and she fought the wave of
nausea and light-headedness that washed over her. Calabah and Primus both
professed to love her. But did they? How had they shown their love lately?

"You've become quite a bore, Julia. You impose your gloom on every feast
you attend."

"There is but one rule in this world. Please yourself."
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Julia closed her eyes and sighed wearily. Perhaps it was her iul ness that
roused such disloyal thoughts.liH

Or was it? M m

Sweat beaded her forehead, and she dabbed at it with the baqH of her hand..
<

She had thought she was safe with Calabah, that Calabah wan her only true
friend. She thought Calabah, and only Calabah, m loved her for who she was.
But of late Julia wondered if Calabah % was capable of love at all, and
wondering made her insecure and m afraid. What if she had made a terrible
mistake? m

Since the argument over her mother, Julia had become increasJ ingly aware
of the way Calabah and Primus looked at everyone, I including one another,
including her. It was as though they were j ever hunting for that careless word
or expression that might 1 reveal some hidden distaste for their way of life.
And when some-1 thing did emerge, in truth or their fertile imaginations, the
attack ! was immediate and ferocious. Primus unleashed words so
acrimonious and vitriolic that his listeners winced, thankful they were not the
target he shredded. Calabah used intellectualism to overwhelm those who
questioned her ethics and morality, and con- : tempt when she failed,
dismissing anyone with an opposing viewpoint as obtuse or archaic. Ever on
the defensive, Primus and Calabah were armed for offense. Why was it so
necessary if they were truly in the right?



Julia's mind was clouded with nameless dreads. What if they were wrong. ..
?

Tulius entered the peristyle, rescuing her from her grim contemplations.
"Your wine, my lady."

She took the silver goblet from the tray and glanced up at him. "Has my
mother had any word from Marcus?"

"He visits her several times a week, my lady. He was here yesterday."

Julia felt as though she had been struck in the stomach. "I thought he went
to Rome," she said, forcing her voice to sound normal.

"Oh, he did, my lady, but he returned within a few months. It was a pleasant
surprise for your mother. She didn't expect to see him for several years."

Julia pressed the goblet between cold hands and looked away. "When did he
arrive?"

Tulius hesitated, fully aware of the scope of Julia Valerian's
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uestion. "Several weeks ago," he said, wondering what her sponse would
be. She had the habit of venting her wrath on the bearer of ill tidings.

Julia said nothing. Several weeks. Marcus had been back for several weeks
and not even bothered to let her know. His silence was a cold proclamation
that nothing was forgotten. Or forgiven. Julia's hands shook as she raised the
goblet to her lips and sipped.

Surprised and relieved, Iulius lingered. She looked unwell. "May I bring
you anything else, Lady Julia? I purchased cherries from Pontic Cerasus and
some Armenia peaches this morning." They had always been her favorite.

"No," Julia said, warmed slightly by his consideration. How long had it
been since a servant had spoken to her in that gentle way?

Not since Hadassah.



The traitorous memory sent a shaft of pain through her. "I don't want
anything."

He took a small bell from the tray and set it on the bench beside her. "If you
need anything, ring for me," he said and withdrew.

Julia drank her wine and wished she hadn't come. The emptiness of the villa
made her own loneliness all the more unbearable. Her throat constricted and
she blinked back tears.

Marcus was here in Ephesus.

Before he had gone back to Rome, she had sent him message after message,
and each was returned, seal unbroken. She had even gone to his villa once.
One of his servants came to her. He said, "The master said he has no sister"
and closed the door in her face. She had pounded and screamed that Marcus
did have a sister and there had been a misunderstanding and she must speak
to him. The door remained closed. All her efforts to see Marcus and talk with
him had availed nothing.

She wondered if it would make any difference if Marcus knew she was ill.
She could find one of his friends and send word that way. Perhaps then he
would come to her. He would beg her to forgive him for sending her letters
back and refusing to see her. He would tell her she was his sister again, that
he would take care of her, that he still adored her. She would make him suffer
briefly before forgiving him, and then he would tease her and laugh with her
and tell her amusing stories like he always had back in Rome.

Tears slipped down Julia's pale cheeks.
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A wonderful dream, but she knew the true situation. Marcus had made it
clear enough. If he did learn of her illness, he would say it was only what she
deserved. He would say she brought it on herself. He would say again, "May
the gods curse you!"

And so they had.



She could only try to forget everything. She had to wipe yesterday from her
mind. Today was already too much for her to bear. She could not bring
herself to contemplate tomorrow.

Her hands tightened around the goblet. She sipped the wine again, hoping
to strengthen herself. As she lowered the goblet, she looked into the ruby
liquid. It looked like blood. Casting it from her, she stood shakily and wiped
her mouth with the back of her hand.

Tulius heard the crash and entered the peristyle. "Are you all right, my
lady?" He glanced at the wine splattered across the marble tiles and bent to
pick up the goblet.

"] should not have come," she said, her words directed to herself rather than
him. Jannes would tell Primus, and Primus would tell Calabah.

And without Calabah, Julia was terrified her life would shatter completely.
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Marcus dismissed his servant and removed the seal from a parchment that
had arrived that morning. He read through it quickly, frowning. The epistle
was from Ishmael, an Egyptian with whom he had dealt frequently in the
past. All the man said in his letter still held true. Sand was more in demand
now than ever as the addiction for the games grew. Ishmael reminded Marcus
that he had made his first million aurei of gold in transporting sand from
Egypt to Roman arenas. There were markets for sand in Ephesus and Corinth
and Caesarea as well. Respectfully and with admirable tact, Ishmael sought
the reason for Marcus' long silence.

Crumpling the parchment in his hand, Marcus tossed it into the brazier. His
father's voice echoed in his memory. "Rome needs grain.” Ah, but he, Marcus
Lucianus Valerian, in his youthful lust and zeal for life's pleasures-and in his
arrogance that he knew better than his father-had imported what Rome
wanted instead: Sand to soak up blood.

An image of a gentle girl lying in her own blood on sand he had sold made
him rake his hands back through his short hair. He rose from his chair and
went to the window overlooking the harbor.



One of his ships had come in from Sicily laden with goods. He watched the
sacrarii shouldering sacks of grain, bundles of hides, and crates of fine
woodwork. One of his overseers, a Macedonian slave named Orestes, who
had been trained by his father, stood watching and checking quantities and
products against the bill of lading. Orestes knew as much about the comings
and goings of Valerian ships as he did, and he was as trustworthy and loyal to
the memory of Decimus Valerian as Sextus in Rome. So, too, were several
others who had labored under the Valerian banner, including Silus, who stood
by the scales with mensores overseeing the weighing of the grain. His father
had been a good judge of character.

The harbor was a hive of activity, ships arriving and departing, men
scrambling up and down gangplanks loading and unloading cargoes. Two of
his ships were scheduled to leave before the end
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of the week, one for Corinth and the other for Caesarea. MarciaB

felt the pull to board the latter. Perhaps his mother was right. HIfl should go
in search of Hadassah's god. Hadassah had said her [H god was loving and
merciful. Marcus' hand clenched. He wouldJB like to find out why a
supposedly loving god would allow a 9 devoted worshiper to suffer such a
merciless, humiliating death, fl

Banging the iron lattice with his fist, Marcus left the window ' and returned
to his worktable.""

He stared at the parchments strewn across it, each a record of goods brought
into Ephesus on one of his ships over the past 1 months: From Greece were
articles of bronze; from Tarshish, sil- '9 ver, iron, tin, and lead; from
Damascus, wine and wool; from 1 Rhodes, ivory and ebony. Beautiful
garments, blue fabric, embroi|| dered work, and multicolored rugs were
transported by caravan I from the East and loaded onto his ships bound for
Rome. Arabia j yielded lambs, rams, and goats; Beth Togarmah, horses for
the ,{] races and war-horses and mules for the Roman army.'



Angrily, he swept his hand across the documents, scattering i them onto the
floor. What he needed was sound and activity, anything to drown out his own
grim thoughts. Rejecting the thought of riding on a litter to the private baths
he usually frequented, he headed on foot instead for one frequented by the
populace. They were closer to the docks and something beyond his usual
experience. Anything for distraction.

Paying the small copper quadrans, Marcus entered the noisy changing
room, ignoring the surprised glances of laborers. He left his folded tunic on a
shelf, wondering if it would be there when he returned. It was made of the
best wool and was trimmed with gold and purple thread, a garment
undoubtedly coveted by some of the patrons of this chaotic establishment of
commoners. He took a towel and slung it over his shoulder, entering the
tepidarium.

His brows flickered slightly as he saw the baths were communal. He was
unaccustomed to bathing with women, but supposed in this crowded
atmosphere it made no difference. Marcus tossed the towel aside and entered
the first pool, rinsing himself in the warm water and taking his turn beneath
the fountain that was part of the circulation system.

He left the first pool and entered the second. The murals were chipped,
mildew growing in the cracks. The water was slightly warmer than the first,
and he allowed enough time for his body
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adjust before entering the third pool of the tepidarium. All

manner of citizenry were enjoying the baths, and the cacophony
f mingled accents and topics filled the chamber. The noise was
almost deafening, but he was glad of it, thankful to have his own
dark thoughts drowned out by the chaos around him.

Marcus sank down and leaned his head back against the tiles. Several young
men and women were having a splashing contest. A child running on the wet



tiles fell and sent up a shrill, warbling wail. Two men were having a heated
debate about politics, while several women laughed and gossiped among
themselves.

Tiring of the noise, Marcus entered the smaller calidarium. The room had
benches along the walls and a raised font in the center of which were hot
stones. A Nubian slave in a loincloth ladled water over them, keeping the
chamber filled with steam. There were only two others in the room, an
elderly man with a balding pate and a man younger than Marcus. Sweat
glistened on the man's well-muscled body, and he scraped it away with a
strigil while talking to his older companion in a low, confidential tone.

Ignoring them, Marcus stretched out on one of the benches and closed his
eyes, hoping the intense heat of the place would ease his tension. He needed a
night of dreamless sleep.

Unbidden, the younger man's earnest words, his hushed voice filled with
abject frustration, eased into Marcus' awareness. "I went with the best of
intentions, Callistus, and Vindacius mocked me. He used that caustic tone he
takes on when he thinks he knows more than everyone else. 'Tell me, dear
Stachys,' he said, 'how you can believe in a god who sits on top of a topless
throne, whose center is everywhere, but who cannot be measured? How can a
god fill the heavens and yet be small enough to dwell in a human heart?' And
then he laughed at me! He asked why anyone with the least intelligence
would want to worship a god who let his own son be crucified."”

Marcus stiffened. By the gods! Even here, he could not escape!
"How did you answer him?" the old man said.

"I didn't. After suffering his derision, I was too angry to say anything. Why
open myself to further humiliation? It was all I could do not to ram my fist
down his throat. And I went to save his soul!"

"Maybe the problem was not with Vindacius."
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"What do you mean?" Stachys said, clearly dismayed by his ;jfl elder's



reproof. : Wk

"When I first accepted Jesus as my Lord, I was overwhelmed” with the
desire to convert everyone I knew. I carried my new faitfjH out into the world
like a club, ready to batter everyone I knew 9 into believing the Good News. I
was wrongly motivated."9

"How can you be wrongly motivated for wanting to save 'M people?"]
"What brought the Lord down from heaven, Stachys?" M
"He came to save us." m

"You have spoken to me often of Vindacius. And now, I ask you. Did you
go to this man you've always considered your intel- i lectual superior to
overcome him with debate and reason? Did .1 you want him to see your
righteousness in Christ? Or did you go I to him out of love, to win his heart to
the Lord for his own sake?**!

There was a long silence, and then the younger man answered | bleakly, "I
understand."|

Callistus consoled him. "We know the Truth. It's evident to all ;; in God's
creation. But it is the kindness of the Lord that leads

Bl

man to repentance. When you speak with Vindacius the next time,
remember that your struggle isn't against him. It's against the spiritual forces
of darkness that hold him captive. Put on the armor of God-"

The slave poured water over the hot stones again, and the hissing drowned
out Callistus' next words. As the hissing softened, Marcus heard only silence.
He rose, realizing the men had left the chamber. Taking up the strigil, Marcus
scraped the sweat from his body angrily.

Armor of God, the older man had said. What armor? Marcus wondered
bitterly. If Hadassah's unseen god had given her armor to wear, it hadn't
saved her from a horrifying death. Nor would it save them. He wanted to



warn the young man not to preach a faith that would bring him death.

What good was this god to his followers? What protection did he offer?
Marcus rose from the bench, intent on going after Stachys and confronting
him with the truth. This god of kindness and mercy deserted his believers
when they most needed him!

Marcus left the calidarium and entered the frigidarium. The temperature
drop was stunning. Standing on a tiled mural, his gaze swept across the pool,
searching for the two men. They were gone. Annoyed, Marcus dove into the
cold water and swam to
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the end of the pool. He lifted himself out with the lithe grace of an athlete.
Shaking the water from his hair, he took a towel fromashelf and wrapped it
around his waist as he headed for one of the massage tables.

Stretched out on the table, he tried to empty his mind of everything and let
the vigorous pounding and kneading of his muscles give him ease. The
masseur poured olive oil into his palm and worked it into Marcus' back and
thighs, instructing him to turn over. When he was finished, Marcus stood, and
a slave scraped the excess oil away with another strigil.

Passing men exercising and women gathered around board games, Marcus
headed for the changing rooms. Surprisingly, his clothing was where he had
left it. Marcus shrugged on his tunic and fitted the bronze sash. He left the
baths as restless as when he had entered.

Booths lined the street, hawkers promulgating a variety of goods and
services to patrons going in and out of the baths. Marcus wove his way
through the crowd. Earlier he had craved the chaotic noise of the populace to
drown out his own thoughts, but now he wanted the solitude and silence of
his own villa in order to give them full reign.

A young man shouted a name and ran by to catch up with someone. As he
did so, he bumped Marcus, who fell back a step and muttered a curse as he
collided with someone behind. At a woman's soft cry of pain, he turned and
looked down at a small figure shrouded in heavy gray veils. She stumbled



back, her small hand gripping a walking stick as she tried to regain her
balance.

He caught hold of her arm and steadied her. "My apologies," he said
briskly. She lifted her head sharply, and he felt rather than saw her staring up
at him. He could make out no face beneath the dark gray mantle that covered
her from the top of her head to her feet. She lowered her head quickly as
though to hide from him, and he wondered what terrible deformity her veils
covered. She might even be a leper. He took his hand from her arm.

Stepping around her, he walked away through the crowd. He felt her
watching him and glanced back. The veiled woman was turned toward him,
still standing in the midst of the river of people. He paused, perplexed. She
turned away and limped cautiously down the street, through the crowd, away
from him.

Marcus was strangely pierced by the sight of that small, shrouded figure
being jostled as she made her way through the
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throng of people crowding the narrow street before the baths. HdB

watched her until she entered one of the physicians' booths, 9 undoubtedly
seeking a cure. He turned away and headed for his M villa.1

Lycus, his Corinthian slave, greeted him and took his cloak. "Your mother
has invited you to sup with her this evening, my 1 lord."1

"Send word I won't be able to see her. I'll stop by and visit 1 tomorrow." He
entered his private chamber and opened the iron I lattice to his private terrace.
The view of the Artemision was i breathtaking. He had paid a fortune for this
villa because of it, I intending to bring Hadassah here as his wife. He had
imagined 1 spending each morning with her on this sunny terrace overlook- |
ing the indescribable beauty of Ephesus.|

Lycus brought him wine. I



"What do you know of Christians, Lycus?" Marcus said without looking at
him. He had bought Lycus upon his return to Ephe; sus. The Corinthian had
been sold as a manservant and was i

reputed to have been educated by his previous master, a Greek who had
committed suicide when faced with financial ruin.;

Marcus wondered if his servant's education had included religious matters.
"They believe in one god, my lord."

"What do you know about their god?"

"Only what I've heard, my lord."

"Tell me what you've heard."

"The god of the Christians is the Messiah of the Jews."

"Then they are one and the same."

"It's hard to say, my lord. I am neither Jew nor Christian."

Marcus turned and looked at him. "Which religion do you embrace as your
own?"

"I believe in serving my master."

Marcus laughed wryly. "A safe reply, Lycus." He looked at him solemnly.
"I'm not testing you. Answer me as a man and not a slave."

Lycus was silent so long, Marcus didn't think he would answer at all. "I
don't know, my lord," he said frankly. "I have worshiped many gods in my
lifetime, but never this one."

"And have any of them helped you?"
"It helped me to think they might."

"What do you believe in now?"
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"I've come to believe that each man must come to terms with his own life
and situation and make the most of whatever it may be, slave or free."

"Then you don't believe in an afterlife such as those who worship Cybele or
those who bow down to this Jesus of Nazareth?"

Lycus heard the edge in his master's voice and answered cautiously. "It
would be comforting to believe it."

"That's not an answer, Lycus."
"Perhaps I don't have the answers you seek, my lord."

Marcus sighed, knowing Lycus would not be completely honest with him. It
was a simple matter of survival that a slave keep his true feelings secret. Had
Hadassah kept her faith secret, she would still be alive.

"No," Marcus said, "you don't have the answers I need. Perhaps no one
does. I suppose, as you imply, each person has their own religion." He drank
his wine. "For some, it's the death of them," he said and set it down. "You
may go, Lycus."

The sun set before Marcus left the terrace. He had changed his mind about
visiting his mother. It seemed imperative that he speak with her tonight.

Tulius opened the door when he arrived. "My lord, we received word you
weren't coming this evening."

"I take it my mother has gone out for the evening," he said in dismay,
entering the hall. Removing his woolen cape, he tossed it heedlessly on a
marble bench.

Tulius took it up and put it over his arm. "She's in her lararium. Please, my
lord, make yourself comfortable in the triclinium or peristyle and I'll tell your
mother you're here." He left Marcus and went down the tiled corridor that
opened into the peristyle. The lararium was nestled in the west corner,
situated there for privacy and quiet. The door stood open, and Iulius saw
Lady Phoebe sitting on a chair with her head bowed. She heard him and



glanced his way. "I apologize for interrupting your prayers, my lady," he said
sincerely.

"It's all right, Tulius. I'm simply too weary this evening to concentrate." She
rose, and in the lamplight, Tulius saw new lines of fatigue in her lovely face.
"What is it?"

"Your son is here."
"Oh!" Smiling, she hurried past him.

Tulius followed and watched Phoebe embraced by her son. He hoped
Marcus would notice her exhaustion and speak to her
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about spending so much of her strength in caring for the poor. iM She had
been gone from dawn this morning until only a few JH hours ago. He had
overstepped himself once in trying to suggesiH she allow him or the other
servants to deliver whatever food anjfl clothing she wanted taken to the poor.
Phoebe had insisted it wjfl her pleasure to do so.|H

"Athena's son wasn't well when I saw her this morning. I w to see if he's
better tomorrow," she had said, speaking of a 9 woman whose husband had
sailed for a number of years on one'H of Decimus Valerian's ships and been
swept over the side during jl heavy storm. Since the master's death, Phoebe
Valerian had I befriended all the families who had lost husbands or fathers
whifH laboring on Valerian ships or docks.']a

Tulius always accompanied her during her visits to various fami ilies in
need. One young woman, newly widowed and terrified m that she would find
no way to provide for her children, had prosl trated herself before Phoebe
when she arrived at the dreary tene- I ment. Dismayed, Phoebe had quickly
drawn the young woman I up and embraced her. A widow herself, Phoebe
understood grief. | She remained for several hours, talking with the younger
woman, f sharing her anguish and offering comfort.|

Tulius revered his mistress, for she gave out of love rather than ; a sense of
responsibility or fear of the mob. The widows and orphans in the rat-infested



tenements near the Ephesian docks knew she loved them and so loved her in
return.

Now Iulius watched as her affection for her son lit her tired face. "Your
servant sent word you weren't coming this evening, Marcus. I thought you
were otherwise occupied,” Phoebe said.

Marcus did notice her fatigue but made no remark. He had encouraged her
to rest more the last time he had visited with her, and it had done little good.
Besides, he had other things on his mind this evening.

"I had some things I wanted to think over."

She didn't press him. They entered the triclinium, and Marcus took her to
her couch before reclining on another. He declined the wine Iulius offered.
Phoebe whispered instructions to Iulius to bring bread, fruit, and sliced meat
for him and then waited patiently for Marcus to speak, knowing that her
questions would be deflected. Marcus had always hated being interrogated
about his life. She would learn more by listening. For now, he seemed
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tent to pass the time with news of ships coming in and the cargoes they
brought.

"One of our ships came in from Caesarea and brought in some beautiful
blue cloth and embroidered goods from an Eastern caravan. I can bring you
whatever you want."

"I've little need for embroidered goods, Marcus, but I would like some of
the blue cloth-and wool if you have it." With it, she could make dresses for
her widows.

"Some came this morning from Damascus. The finest quality."

She watched him pick at the meal as he talked about imports and exports,
his routine, people he had seen. And all the while she listened, she knew he
had not spoken what was really on his mind.

Then he said, surprising her, "Did Hadassah ever discuss her family with



you?"

Surely he knew more than she. He had been deeply in love with the slave
girl. "You never talked with her about her family?"

"It never seemed important. I assumed they died in Jerusalem. Did she ever
tell you anything about them?"

Phoebe thought back for a long moment. "If I remember correctly, her
father was a potter. She never told me his name, but she said people came
from other districts to watch him work and talk with him. She had a brother
and a younger sister as well. Her sister's name was Leah. I remember because
I thought it such a pretty name. Hadassah said she died when they were taken
into the ruins of the Jewish temple and held captive in the Women's Court."

"Did her father and mother die in captivity also?"

"No. Hadassah said her father went out into the city to teach about Jesus.
He never returned. Her mother died later of starvation, and then her brother
was killed by a Roman soldier when the city fell."

Marcus remembered how thin Hadassah had been the first time he saw her.
Her head had been shaved, and her hair was just beginning to grow back. He
had thought her ugly. Perhaps he had even said so.

"The daughter of a potter in Jerusalem," he said, wondering if that
knowledge would help him in any way.

"Her family was from Galilee, not Jerusalem."
"If they were from Galilee, what were they doing in Jerusalem?"

46W
"I'm not sure, Marcus. I seem to remember Hadassah saying Jfl something
about her family returning to Jerusalem once a year ;fl during the Jewish

Passover. They came to celebrate Communion 'JM with other believers of the
Way."J|

"What's Communion?" :M



"It's a meal of wine and bread partaken by those who embraOM the Christ
as their Lord. It's eaten in memory of him." It was so 11 much more than that,
but Marcus wouldn't understand. She sawja the question growing in his eyes
and the darkening of his counteJ| nance. Did he suspect?1

"You seem to know a great deal about Christian practices, i Mother."1
She didn't want to alarm him and so took the easier way.1

"Hadassah was in our household for four years. She became very i dear to
me."]

"I can understand how Father might have grasped for immor- | tality with
his last breath, but-"|

"Your father sought peace, Marcus, not immortality.";

Marcus stood, agitated. He sensed the change in his mother i and was afraid
of what it meant. He didn't want to ask. He had ' already lost Hadassah
because of her uncompromising faith in her unseen god. What if his mother
now worshiped the same god? His stomach knotted at the mere thought.

"Why are you asking all these questions, Marcus?"

"Because I'm thinking of taking up your suggestion and going in search of
Hadassah's god."

Phoebe drew a soft gasp, her heart lighting with joy. "You will pray?"
"No, I'm going to Judea."

"Judea!" she said, stunned by his answer. "Why must you go so far away?"
"Where better to find a Jewish god than in a Jewish homeland?"

She tried to recover from the shock of his announcement, grasping at the
small flame of hope in what his words implied. "Then you believe Hadassah's
god does exist."

"I don't know if I believe in anything," he said flatly, crushing her. "But



maybe I'll understand her better and feel closer to her in Judea. Maybe I'll
find out why she embraced this religion of hers with such tenacity." He
leaned against a marble column and stared out into the peristyle where he had
spoken with Hadassah
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so often in the past. "Before I left Rome the first time and came here with
you and Father, my friends and I used to sit for hours drinking wine and
talking."

He turned to face her again. "Two subjects were guaranteed to rouse
passionate debate: politics and religion. Most of my friends worshiped gods
that gave free reign to their pleasures. Isis. Artemis. Bacchus. Others
worshiped out of fear or need."

He began to pace as he spoke, as though walking helped him mull through
various ideas while he sought some fleeting conclusion that eluded him. "It
stands to reason, doesn't it? Soldiers bow down to Mars. Pregnant women
appeal to Hera for safe delivery. Physicians and their patients lift their hands
to Asklepios to bring healing. Shepherds turn to a god of mountains and
lonely places, like Pan."

"So what are you saying, Marcus? That man creates gods according to his
needs and desires? That Hadassah's god never existed except out of her need
for a redeemer from her slavery?"

Her quietly spoken questions made him defensive. "I'm saying that the land
man dwells on molds the way he lives. Is it so inconceivable then that man
would mold a god to fulfill his needs?"

Phoebe listened to his theories with breaking heart. Both of her children
were lost, both tormented, and there seemed nothing she could do except let
them find their own way. Decimus' efforts to control Julia's impetuous high
spirits had met with disaster, and it had been Hadassah who had brought
Marcus closer to the family hearth. Now, sitting here in the triclinium with an
appearance of calm, listening to her son, she wanted to cry out and scream
and tear her hair. She felt she was standing on a safe shore while her son was



drowning before her eyes in a dark, swirling sea.
What do I say, Lord? Her throat closed tightly, and she could utter nothing.

What would become of her son if he continued on his present course? If
Hadassah, with all her wisdom and love, had been unable to reach him, how
could she? O God! she cried out in her heart, my son is as stubborn as his
father, as passionate and impetuous as his younger sister. What do I do? O
Jesus, how do I save him?

Marcus saw his mother's distress and went to her. He sat on her couch and
took one of her hands between his. "It wasn't my desire to cause you more
grief, Mother."

"I know that, Marcus." She had watched him go back to
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Rome, thinking she wouldn't see him for several years, and he had returned
more deeply distressed than when he had left. Now he was saying he had to
leave again and this time to go to a war- torn country that hated Rome. "But
Judea, Marcus. Judea ..."

"Hadassah's homeland. I want to know why she died. I have to find out the
truth, and if there is a god, I'll find him there. I've no answers, Mother, and I
can't seem to find the ones I need here in Ephesus. I feel as though I'm
standing on sinking sand. The sound of the mob still rings in my ears."

She had seen the pain in his eyes before he lowered his head, and she
wanted desperately to comfort him, to hold him in her arms and rock him as
she had when he was a small child. But he was a man now, and something
beyond even that held her back and told her she had said enough.

His hands tightened on hers. "I can't explain what I feel, Mother. I want you
to understand, and yet I don't even understand it for myself." He looked into
her eyes again. "I hunger for the peace of hillsides I've never walked over and
the smell of an inland sea I've never seen." His eyes filled with tears.
"Because she was there."

Phoebe thought she understood what her son was saying to her. She knew
how Hadassah would have grieved to know Marcus had placed her on an
idol's pedestal. Hadassah had been the moon reflecting the sun's light in
everything she said and did; she was not the light herself and never claimed
to be. And yet, that was what she had become to Marcus. His life had risen in
his love for her. Would it set there as well?

She wanted to say something, to spring forth with some wisdom that would
turn him from the path he was on, but nothing came. What choice did she
have except to let him go and trust the Lord to guide him? The apostle John
had told the gathering that Jesus promised, If you seek, you shall find.

Jesus said.

Jesus.



Phoebe laid her hand tenderly against Marcus' cheek, fighting back her own
tears and drawing Christ's words of hope around her as a protective shield
against the darkness that held her son prisoner.

"Marcus, if you believe you'll find your answers only in Judea, then to
Judea you must go." They embraced. She held him for a long moment and
then released him, praying with silent fervor, O
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Jesus, blessed Savior, I give my son to you. Please watch over him and
protect him from the evil one. O Lord God, Father of all creation, overcome
my fear for my son and teach me to rest and trust in you.

Clinging to that, she kissed Marcus' cheek in blessing and whispered, "Do
whatsoever you must." Only she knew the words were not spoken to her son,
but to the unseen God she trusted with all her heart.
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Alexander Democedes Amandinus lounged back on the bench in the
calidarium while his two friends continued their debate over the practice of
medicine. He had not seen either of them since leaving Phlegon's tutelage,
where all three had been studying;

beneath the master physician. Vitruvius Plautus Musa had always had
difficulty keeping up with the written work Phlegon required, while Celsus
Phaedrus Timalchio took every word the master physician said as the final
authority. After a year of study with Phlegon, Vitruvius had decided he was
an empiric and sought a master physician who shared his views. Cletas
apparently sufficed. Alexander had reserved his comments about him,
deciding that whatever he would say would fall on deaf ears anyway.

And now, Vitruvius sat across from him, his back against the wall, his
strong legs stretched out in front of him, declaring that true physicians
received their healing abilities directly from the gods, a view undoubtedly
touted by Cletas. Alexander smiled to himself, wondering if young Celsus
had grasped yet that Vitruvius was boasting out of a sense of inferiority.
Phlegon had frequently congratulated Celsus on his quick grasp of medical



concepts, especially those he himself favored.

"So, now you think you're a gift from the gods," Celsus said from where he
stood near the steaming font. He was pale, perspiration dripping from his
body, and in no mood for Vitruvius' boasting. "Pray to the gods all you want,
but I hold with what Phlegon teaches. He's proven that illness comes from an
imbalance of the humors and elements, all of which are rooted in fire, air,
earth, and water."

"Proven! Just because Phlegon says health comes from balancing body
fluids, you swallow it as fact," Vitruvius said. "Have you no mind of your
own?"

"Indeed, I've a mind of my own. Mind enough to not swallow your
hogwash," he said, moving closer to the hot steam rising from the stones.

"If that old man was right about how to treat a patient, you would be able to
overcome these recurring fevers you've suffered
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since studying in Rome. You've been 'balancing humors' since we met. If
his theories worked, you'd be the healthiest man in the Empire!"

"The fever is less than yesterday," Celsus said stiffly.

"Ah, so the bloodletting and emetics helped." Vitruvius uttered a derisive
snort. "If that were really so, you wouldn't be standing there shivering in this
heat!"

Celsus glared at him in growing frustration. "If you're so sure of your
divinely inspired abilities, give me a demonstration! By Cletas' logic, all a
physician would need to do is utter the right words and give a sleight of hand
to produce a cure! So whisper your incantations, Vitruvius, and let's see if
you can cure someone who's really sick. Let's see this gift of yours in action!"

""Magical incantations are only the beginning," Vitruvius said haughtily.
"Animal and vegetable remedies-"

Celsus held up his hand. "If you're about to suggest I swallow a brew like



that last one you concocted out of lion's manure and the blood of a dying
gladiator, save your breath. It almost killed me!"

Vitruvius sat forward. "Perhaps what you lack is a proper respect for the
gods!"

"If I had kissed your feet, would it have made a difference?"

Seeing that what had begun as an interesting exchange of ideas had
deteriorated into an argument, Alexander interceded. "What ails you, Celsus,
is a common affliction of many who live in Rome. I think it has something to
do with the mephitic floods that occur there."

Vitruvius rolled his eyes and leaned back again. "Another of your theories,
Alexander? Have you shared it with Phlegon? Or is he still not speaking to
you because of your defiance over that slave girl you smuggled out of the
arena?"

Alexander ignored him as he continued speaking to Celsus. "I studied in
Rome before coming to Ephesus, and I wrote extensive notes on my
observations. The fevers come and go, sometimes with weeks or months
between attacks. Sometimes they grow worse. ..."

Celsus nodded. "My symptoms exactly."

Vitruvius looked at Celsus. "Alexander will now tell you again disease is
spread by tiny invisible seeds, and that if medical cases were recorded in a
logical, methodical manner, one could find a commonality." He waved his
hand airily. "By experimentation, a
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trial and error method, if you will, a workable cure could be found for
almost any disease."

Alexander grinned at him. "Neatly summarized, Vitruvius. One would think
I have swayed you to a new way of thinking.*

"You can be persuasive at times," Vitruvius conceded, "but it I would take
better logic than yours to convince me. Your theorie make no sense



whatsoever, Alex, especially in the light that all i ease is hidden from man
and in the hands of the gods. Therefore,! it stands to reason that it is to the
gods one must appeal.”

Alexander arched his brow. "If what you say is true, why bother training
physicians at all?"

"Because physicians must be knowledgeable in what pleases the gods."

Alexander smiled. "You have your professions confused, my friend. You
shouldn't be training to be a physician at all. With your zeal for religion, you
should be in the robes of a novice priest. A haruspex, perhaps. You could
learn how to properly dis- embowel helpless goats and read signs from their
entrails."

"You would mock the gods?"

Alexander's mouth tipped ruefully. "I worship Apollo and Asklepios just as
you do, as well as a host of other healing deities like Hygieia and Pankeis.
And with all that, I still find it impossible to believe any man can manipulate
a god into doing what he wants simply by uttering an incantation and burning
a little incense."

"I agree," Celsus said, wrapping a towel around his shoulders and huddling
beneath it. "But what's the answer?"

"A deeper study of human anatomy."

Vitruvius grimaced. "By 'deeper study' Alexander means the practice
Phlegon espouses with such gruesome relish. Vivisection."

"I abhor vivisection," Alexander said.
"Then why did you ever study with Phlegon?"

"Because he's a brilliant surgeon. He can remove a man's leg in under five
minutes. Have you ever watched him work?"

"More times than I care to remember," Vitruvius said with a shudder. "The



screams of his patients still ring in my ears."
"Who's your master physician now?" Celsus asked Alexander.
"No one."
"No one?"
"I've set up my own practice."
"Here in the baths?" Celsus said in surprise. It was common
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enough for physicians to begin their practices at the baths, but not one of
Alexander's talent and ability. He had been groomed for grander halls than
these.

"In a booth just outside."

"You have too much promise to be practicing medicine in a booth,"
Vitruvius said. "Talk to Cletas. I'll recommend you."

Alexander strove for tact. "Cletas doesn't practice surgery, and he espouses
theories I find .. . disquieting," he said, feeling his answer was unsatisfactory,
but unwilling to state straight out that he thought Cletas a fraud. The man
called himself a master physician, but was more a magician adorned in
impressive robes and gifted with an orator's voice. Granted, he was
successful, but his success lay in the fact that he always chose patients who
were very rich and not seriously ill. Vitruvius, with his good looks,
aristocratic accent, and lack of ethics, would probably do very well practicing
the same brand of medicine.

"However unpleasant it may be," Celsus said, "vivisection is necessary if
you're going to be a physician."

"I don't see how torturing and killing citizens advances medicine,"
Vitruvius said disdainfully.

"Phlegon has never suggested we use just any man on the walk," Celsus



retorted angrily. "I've only performed vivisection on criminals from the
arena."

"Do they scream less loudly than the average person?"

Celsus stiffened. "How else does a physician develop his skills in surgery
unless he practices on someone? Or do you think someone with a gangrenous
leg should be treated with incantation and a foul-tasting potion of bat wings
and lizard tongues?"

Celsus' sarcasm hit its mark. Vitruvius' face went red. "I don't use bat
wings."

"Ha. Then maybe you ought to brew some up and see if they work better
than your last potion ... which didn't work at all!"

Watching Vitruvius' face darken even more, Alexander's mouth tipped in a
wry smile. "Perhaps we should go into the frigidarium so the two of you can
cool off."

"Good idea," Vitruvius said and stalked from the small chamber.

Celsus swore. He sat down on the bench closest to the steaming font. He
was pale and shaking, sweat pouring from his face. "I used to admire him.
Now I see he's a pompous fool."

"What you admired were his family connections.”" Alexander
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took up another towel and brought it to Celsus. He understood M Celsus'
sense of inadequacy. He had felt it himself upon entering fl the school of
medicine in Rome. He was the only student whose m father had once been a
slave, a fact that had less impact in Rome,!! where he had still had unlimited
funds, than it did now in Ephe- II sus, where most of his inheritance had been
used up. People ' tended to overlook one's lineage much more easily when
one had m a storehouse of wealth. Which Alexander no longer had.I

He pulled his thoughts back to Celsus. "Perhaps this wet heat I isn't good
for you," he said, handing the towel to him.i



Celsus took it and dabbed his face with it. "Did you learn howl to treat this
fever while you studied in Rome?"']

"The master there prescribed rest, massage, and dietary con- 1 trols, but
without complete success. The fevers continued to1

recur." He hesitated. "It seemed to me in reviewing the case histo-1 ries I've
kept that the fevers were always worse when the patient J was tired and in
poor physical condition. I've had a few patients J come to my booth, and I've
advised all three of them to build I their strength between the attacks. As soon
as you're able, go on | a barleyman diet and exercise regimen."J

"You mean train like a gladiator?" Celsus said with a mirthless f laugh. \

"Not exactly," Alexander said, not taking offense. "Clearly the purges and
emetics Phlegon prescribed have only served to sap your strength."

"They were meant to purify my body."
"So, now you've been purified. You need to build up your strength."

"I don't know who to believe anymore, Alexander. Vitruvius has his points.
Maybe I don't revere the gods enough and they're punishing me. Phlegon says
it's a matter of balance. And now you're telling me something else." Celsus
sighed and put his head in his hands. "All I do know is when I feel like this,
all I want to do is die and have done with it."

Alexander put his hand on Celsus' shoulder. "Come on back to my booth
with me and rest a while before you head back."

They left the calidarium. Alexander dove into the frigidarium and cooled
down while Celsus bypassed it and went to dry off and dress in the changing
room. When Alexander left the pool, he signaled to Vitruvius that he was
leaving. Vitruvius gave a slight wave and stretched out on one of the tables
for a massage.
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Celsus was silent as they walked the short distance from the public baths to
the booth where Alexander daily practiced medicine. A heavy wooden screen



had been set across the front. Hanging from the screen was a small sign
saying the physician would not return until late in the afternoon. Two soldiers
walked by and nodded to Alexander as he pushed aside one section of the
screen, letting Celsus enter ahead of him before closing it after them.

A small oil lamp was lit and sitting on a worktable in the corner at the back.
"Well," Alexander said, watching Celsus take in his surroundings. "What do
you think of it?"

Sitting on a stool, Celsus pulled his cape around him more snugly as he
looked around the dimly lit interior. Compared to the facilities Phlegon had,
it was rude and small, almost primitive. The floor was packed dirt rather than
marble. Yet, despite the crudeness of the hide awning and mortared walls, it
was surprisingly well equipped for a young physician only just setting up
practice.

A narrow examining bench and privacy screen were set against the west
wall, and every square inch of space looked to be efficiently used. A small
counter sat against the back wall. On it were pestle and mortar, fine balances,
scales and weights, and marble palettes for rolling pills. Shelves above the
counter displayed bottles, small amphoras, glass phials, squat jars, and
dropper juglets, each meticulously labeled and categorized as astringent,
caustic, cleanser, erodent, and emollient. Neatly arranged in shelves on the
opposite wall were various tools of their trade: scoops, spoons, spatulas,
blades, forceps, hooks, probes, scalpels, speculums, and cautery.

Picking up a scalpel, Celsus studied it.
"From the Alpine province of Noricum," Alexander said proudly.

"Phlegon claims they make the best steeled surgical instruments," Celsus
remarked, putting the tool back carefully.

"And cost a veritable fortune," Alexander said grimly, adding fuel to the red
coals in the brazier.

"How long have you had this booth?" Celsus said, setting a stool closer to
the warmth.



"Two months," Alexander said. "Before that, I spent most of my time
tending my one and only patient."”

"I heard the rumors," Celsus admitted. "A slave girl, wasn't it?"
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"Yes. A Christian who'd been tossed to the lions."

"Did you heal her?"
Alexander hesitated. "Not exactly, but she is healed."
Celsus frowned. "What do you mean?"

"I mean I didn't have the skills to prevent infection. The wounds in her right
leg festered. An amputation was necessary, but when I prepared her, I saw
the wounds were clear. She said Jesus healed her."

Celsus shook his head, glancing around again. "A pity you for feited your
position with Phlegon in order to save someone who doesn't even appreciate
your sacrifice."

"I didn't mean to imply the girl was not grateful,” Alexander said.
"Yet she doesn't credit you with her life."

"Well, not exactly." He grinned. "She said I was but a tool in the hand of
God."

"I've heard Christians are thought to be insane."
"She's not insane. Just a little strange."

"Whatever she is, she cost you a promising career. If you apoloi gized to
Phlegon, I'm sure he'd take you back. He said once you , were the most
brilliant student he had ever had."

"I see no need to apologize, and I disagreed with Phlegon in several areas.
Why should I go back?"



"You spent three years studying at the Hippocratic Corpus in Alexandria.
Then you studied in Rome under Cato. When you learned all he could teach
you, you came here to Ephesus, seeking Phlegon's teaching because of his
reputation throughout the Empire. But now, here you are in a booth outside
the public baths."

Alexander laughed. "Don't sound so distressed. I chose to be here."

"But why? You could have a prestigious practice anywhere, even in Rome
itself if you wanted. Physician to the greatest men in the Empire. Instead, you
defy Phlegon, set off on your own, and end up here, like this. I don't
understand it."

"I've treated more patients in the last six months than I saw in a year under
Phlegon, and I don't have Troas breathing down my neck," Alexander said,
referring to the master physician's Egyptian slave, a gifted surgeon and healer
in his own right.

"But what sort of patients come to you?"
Alexander arched his brow. "People with conditions other
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than gout and mentagra or wasting illnesses caused by rich living," hesa/\'
nodding toward a pile of scrolls neatly tucked into a shelf in the corner.
"Where better to learn medicine than by treating the masses?"

"But can they pay?"

Alexander looked at him with a wry expression. "Yes, they pay. Granted, I
don't demand the same fees Phlegon does, but I didn't come down here to get
rich, Celsus. My purpose in being here is to learn all I can and apply that
knowledge for the benefit of others."

"And you couldn't have done that with Phlegon?"
"Under his conditions, no. He's too set in his thinking."

Someone began to open the partition and then drew back.



"Someone is trying to get in," Celsus said, alarmed.

Alexander rose quickly and pushed aside the heavy screen. "I should have
left it open for you," he said to whomever was outside, and glanced at Celsus
as a veiled figure limped through the opening. "This is the woman of whom
we were speaking earlier," he said.

Celsus did not rise as a crippled woman in heavy veils entered the small
cubicle. Alexander pulled the partition closed behind her. "Did you get the
mandragora?" he asked her, taking the small basket she balanced over one
arm and uncovering the contents.

"Yes, my lord," came the soft reply. "But far less than you wanted. Tetricus
had just received some opobalsamum, and I used the money you gave me to
purchase it instead."

Celsus frowned, listening intently. There was a slight impediment to her
speech, but it did not disguise the heavy Judean accent.

"You did well," Alexander said, pleased. He took the squat jar with the
precious balsam and set the basket on the work counter. He held the small jar
carefully near the flickering flame to see the deep color. Opobalsamum was
made from secretions from numerous balsam trees, the most famous being
the Mecca balsam or "balm of Gilead." The drug had dozens of uses, from
cleaning wounds as an erodent and a suppurative for drawing pus from a
festering wound, to acting as an emollient.

"Are you making mithridatium?" Celsus said, alluding to an ancient
antidote that was reputed to counteract poisons introduced into the body
through bites, food, or drink. It had been
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named for its inventor, a brilliant and learned king of Pontus, Mithridates
VI, who had drunk poison daily after first taking i edies to render it harmless.
When ordered to take his own life, poison had proven ineffective, and he had
died by the sword instead.

"Mithridatium might be in demand if I was physician to the proconsul or



some other high official," Alexander said, amused. "Since I'm treating
laborers and slaves, I prefer to use the opobalsamum for something far more
useful. It's one of the ingre| dients in several poultices I make and also useful
as an anodyne salve for relieving neuralgia. It's also proven effective as an
eye ointment." He glanced at the slave girl. "Is it resin?"

"No, my lord," the slave told him softly. "It was boiled down from leaves,
seeds, and branches."

"Does that make a difference?" Celsus said.

Alexander took down a bronze box and removed the sliding > lid. "Only in
price, not effectiveness," he said, placing the squat I jar carefully into one of
the internal compartments before sliding the lid closed again. He set the box
back in its space on the shelf, which was loaded with other drugs and
medicinal ingredients.

Turning, Alexander noticed Celsus had forgotten the discomforts of his
chills and fever in his curiosity over the veiled girl. Many people stared at her
the same way, wondering what she hid beneath the veil. He glanced at the
girl. She was slightly stooped, her small hand gripping the walking stick. Her
knuckles were white with the effort. Alexander took the stool by his
worktable and placed it near the brazier opposite Celsus. "Sit and rest,
Hadassah. I'll buy some bread and wine and return shortly."

Celsus was alarmed to be left alone with the girl-the veils made him
uncomfortable. She sank down onto the stool, and he heard her soft sigh of
relief. She set the walking stick to one side and rubbed her right leg. Her hand
was small and delicate, with clean oval nails. It was lovely, very feminine,
and young. He was surprised.

"Why do you wear that veil?" he said abruptly.
"My scars make others uncomfortable, my lord."
"I'm a physician. Let me see them."

She hesitated and then slowly lifted the veils, revealing her face. Celsus



grimaced. Nodding once, he gestured for her to cover herself. Alexander had
been cruel to rescue this girl. She would have been better off dead. What sort
of a normal life could she
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have looking as she did and crippled the way she was? And whatuSe was
she as a servant, so ponderous and clumsy?

He started to shiver again and drew his cape around himself, trying to
overcome the chills. He swore under his breath, wishing he had hired a litter
and returned to his own apartment.

The slave girl rose with some effort. Celsus watched her limp to the back of
the booth and bend down to take a bedroll from beneath the worktable.
Loosening the thick woven blanket, she brought it back to him and placed it
around his shoulders. "Would you be more comfortable lying down, my
lord?"

"Probably not." He watched her limp to the small counter. She poured water
into a small pot and set it on the brazier to heat. Then she took several
containers down from the medicine shelf. She meticulously measured out
ingredients from several and replaced the containers on the shelf again before
grinding what she had taken with the pestle and mortar. The water had begun
to boil. Sprinkling in the contents, she stirred with a slender stick. "Inhale
this, my lord."

Her voice and manner were very soothing, and he was surprised by her
knowledge. "Should you be making free with your master's things?" he said
as he leaned forward.

"He will not object," came her soft rasping reply.

As he filled his lungs with a surprisingly pleasant aroma, he sensed she was
smiling. "Do you take advantage of his kind nature?"

"No, my lord. The master has used this treatment on other patients with
fevers. He would want you to be comfortable."



"Oh," he said, feeling faintly ashamed that he had criticized her when she
had sought to serve her master-and him as well. He breathed in the aromatic
vapor, his muscles relaxing. The weight of the blanket added to his comfort.
The heat of the calidarium had drained him, and now the warmth from the
brazier and the sweet vapor rising from the small pot made him drowsy. He
started to drift asleep and then jerked awake as he swayed on the stool.

The girl rose and took another bedroll from beneath the worktable and laid
it out on the packed-dirt floor. Celsus felt her arm ease around his shoulder
and heard her whisper, "Come and rest, my lord. You'll feel much better."
She was stronger than she looked and helped him up, but when he leaned
more heavily against her, he heard the small catch of breath.
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Her leg must pain her, he thought, then he sank down on the pallet she had
prepared for him. As she rearranged the blanket over him, he smiled.
"Nobody's done that for me since I was a child." She brushed her fingertips
lightly over his forehead, and he felt a peculiar sense of well-being.

Rising stiffly, Hadassah limped to the stool and eased down. Sighing, she
kneaded the aching muscles of her right leg. Closing her eyes, she wished she
could knead away the ache in her heart as well.

Tears came unexpectedly, and she struggled against them, knowing
Alexander would return soon and know she'd been crying. Then he would
want to know if her leg pained her again. If she said yes, he would insist upon
massaging it. If she said no, he would probe with questions she had no heart
to answer.

She had seen Marcus!

He had bumped right into her on the street outside. She had been jostled so
often in the crowds heading for the baths that she thought nothing of it. Then
he had spoken. Stunned at the sound of his voice, she had glanced up and saw
it was him, and not just her memory playing tricks on her again.

He was still devastatingly handsome, though he looked somehow older and
harder. The mouth she had remembered as enticingly sensuous had been set



in a grim line. Her heart had beaten so fast... just as it raced now with her
remembering. When he had caught her arm to steady her, she had almost
fainted.

Amazing how more than a year could be wiped away in an instant. She had
looked into Marcus' eyes, and every moment she had spent with him had
come back to her in a wave of longing. She had almost reached up to touch
his face, but he had drawn back slightly, the same wariness on his face that
she saw so often when people looked at her. A woman covered in veils was a
disconcerting sight. Tilting his head, he had stared down at her with a
bemused frown. Even knowing he couldn't do so, she had been instinctively
afraid he might see her scarred face and lowered her head quickly. In that
moment, he had turned away.

She had stood there in the middle of the milling crowd, tears filling her eyes
as she watched him walk away. He was walking out of her life as he had
before.

Now, sitting in the security of Alexander's booth, Hadassah wondered if
Marcus Lucianus Valerian even remembered her.

"Lord, why did you allow this to happen to me?" she whis
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pered into the stillness of the dimly lit booth. She stared through her tears
and veils at the burning coals in the brazier, all the love she had felt for
Marcus welling up again and filling her with an aching sadness for what
might have been. "I feel yoked to him, Lord," she went on softly, beating her
breast softly with her fist. "Yoked . .."

She lowered her head.

She knew it hadn't been Marcus' habit to enter the public baths. He had
always bathed at exclusive establishments reserved for those who could pay
high membership fees.

So why had he come?



She sighed. What did it matter? God had removed her from his life and
placed her here, in this tiny booth, with a young physician hungry to save the
world from everything. Everything, that is, but spiritual darkness. He was like
Julia's first husband, Claudius, insatiable for knowledge while remaining
blind to wisdom.

Her heart ached. Why didn't you let me die, Lord? Why? She wept silently,
crying out to God for an answer. No answer came. She had thought she knew
God's purpose for her: to die for him. And yet she was alive, bearing her
secret scars beneath the dark veils. All the serenity and acceptance she had
found over the past year was shattered. And why? Because she had seen
Marcus again. A chance encounter that had lasted less than a minute.

The screen moved, and Alexander entered the room. Hadassah glanced up
at him, relieved by his presence. His face had become dear to her over the
months of her convalescence. She had been too ill then, and in too much pain,
to realize the sacrifice he had made in smuggling her out of the arena. Not
until later did she learn that he had forfeited his position with a renowned
master physician and gained the scorn of many of his friends for throwing so
much away over a mere slave.

Hadassah knew without a doubt that God had had his hand on Alexander
that day in the shadows of the Door of Death. He had been God's instrument.
As she watched him now, she admitted that her feelings for him were
sometimes very confusing. She was grateful, but there was more to it than
that. She liked him and admired him. His desire to heal was heartfelt, not a
matter of expedience or profit. He cared, even to the point of grief, when he
lost a patient. She remembered the first time she had seen him weep-it had
been over a young boy who died of a fever-and she had felt love for
Alexander wash over her. She knew she did
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I not love this man they way she still loved Marcus .. . yet she M

could not deny that they were deeply connected.JI

He looked at her, and their eyes met. A tired smile crossed hisJ1 face. "Heat



some more water, Hadassah," he said. M
"Yes, my lord."I

She did so, then watched as he added various ingredients to it 1 and then
hunkered down and awakened Celsus. "Come, sit up 1 my friend," he said,
and Hadassah was moved by the note of compassion in Alexander's voice. He
held the brew to Celsus'f I lips. At the first sip, Celsus grimaced and drew
back from it suspM ciously. Alexander laughed. "No bats' wings or lizard
tongues in n it," he said, and Hadassah was left wondering what he meant as I
Celsus took the cup and swallowed the contents.']

Alexander rose. "I've hired a litter to take you home."]

"You have my gratitude," Celsus said, rising, the blankets fall- , ing in a
heap around his sandaled feet. As he stepped away,.

Hadassah took the blankets up and folded them, putting them away beneath
the worktable. Celsus readjusted his crumpled cape. "I needed to rest awhile,"
he said. He glanced at Hadassah and then back at Alexander. "Maybe I'll drop
by again and read some of your cases."

Alexander put a comforting hand on his shoulder. "Make it in the morning
then. I hardly have space to take a breath the rest of the day." He pushed the
partition aside, setting the sections together so that the front of the booth was
wide open, indicating he was ready to see patients.

Several were already waiting outside.

Celsus went out and climbed into the litter. "Hold," he said as the two
slaves lifted him. "What was in that drink you gave me?" he called to
Alexander, who was positioning a small table at the front of the booth where
Hadassah was setting up an inkpot and scrolls.

Alexander laughed. "A little of this and that. Let me know if it works."

Celsus gave the carriers directions and leaned back into the folds of his
cape. He looked back as they bore him away and saw that patients were
already pressing forward-and he frowned, for rather than cluster around



Alexander, the physician, they drew close to the quiet woman in veils.

Hadassah, unaware she was the subject of scrutiny, dropped half a dozen
grains of dried lampblack into the inkhorn and
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added water. She mixed it carefully and took up her iron stylus. "Name,
please," she said to the man who took the stool beside the writing table where
she worked. She dipped the stylus into the ink and poised the tip over the
waxed tablet on which she wrote the most rudimentary of information: name
and complaint. The information would later be transferred onto parchment
scrolls and the waxed tablet rubbed smooth for use the next day. Several
scrolls were already stored in the back of the booth and included long lists of
patients whom Alexander had treated, along with their physical complaints
and symptoms and prescribed treatments and results.

"Boethus," the man told her flatly. "How long will it be before I can see the
physician? I haven't much time."

She wrote his name down. "He'll be with you as soon as he can," she said
gently. Everyone had urgent needs, and it was difficult to tell how long
Alexander would take with each patient. Some had conditions that fascinated
him, and he spent more time questioning and examining them. She glanced at
the man through her veils. He was deeply tanned and thin, his hands gnarled
and stained from hard work. His short hair was salted with gray, and the lines
about his eyes and mouth were deeply cut. "What's your occupation?"

"I was a stuppator,” he said glumly.

Hadassah wrote his occupation beside his name. A caulker of ships.
Tedious, backbreaking work. "Your complaint?" He sat silent, staring off at
nothing. "Boethus," she said, placing the stylus between her two hands. "Why
did you come to see the physician?"

He looked back at her, his fingers spreading on his thighs and digging in as
though he were trying to keep himself together. "Can't sleep. Can't eat. And
I've had a constant headache for the last few days."



Hadassah poised the stylus again and wrote meticulously. She felt him
watching each stroke she made, as though fascinated. "I worked up until a
few weeks ago," he said, "but there's been no work for me lately. Fewer ships
are coming in, and the overseers hire the younger men to do the work."

Hadassah lifted her head. "Have you a family, Boethus?"

"A wife, four children." The lines in his face deepened, and his face grew
even paler. He frowned as she laid down the quill. "I'll find a way to pay for
the physician's services. I swear."
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"You needn't worry about that, Boethus."

"Easy for you to say, but if I get sick to death, what'll happen j to them?"1

Hadassah understood his fear. She had seen countless families M living in
the streets, begging for a piece of bread, while just a few :m feet from them
was a lavish temple and palaces built into the hill-1 sides. "Tell me about
your family."1

He began by telling the names and ages of his son and three | daughters. He
spoke of his hardworking wife. The deep love he 1 had for her was apparent
in his words. Hadassah's gentle manner | and quiet questions of concern
encouraged him, until he was I hunching forward, pouring out his deepest
fears about what j would become of his children and his wife if he couldn't
find 1 work soon. The landlord was wanting his rent for the small tene- i
ment where the family lived, and Boethus had no money to give him. He
didn't know what he was going to do. And now, to add to all his other
burdens, he was sick and getting sicker with each day.

"The gods are against me," he said in despair.

The privacy curtain was drawn aside, and a woman left the booth. She paid
Hadassah the copper fee. Hadassah rose and placed her hand on Boethus'
shoulder, asking him to remain where he was.

The man watched her speak with a young woman standing off by herself.



He noted the woman's painted eyes and anklets with small bells that jingled
softly with the slightest moment-all advertisement of her profession:
prostitution.

Boethus continued watching with interest as the physician's veiled assistant
took the prostitute's hand between hers and spoke again. The young woman
nodded slowly, and the assistant went in to talk with the physician.

Drawing the curtain slightly, Hadassah tried to summarize what she had
learned about Alexander's next patient. "Her name is Severina, and she's
seventeen years of age." Careless of personal information, Alexander asked
specifics. "She's had a bloody discharge for several weeks."

Alexander nodded, rinsing one of his instruments and drying it. "Send her
in."

Hadassah saw that he was weary and distracted. Perhaps he was still
mulung over what he had discovered about the previous patient's coercion-
He often worried about his patients, staying
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away frmmsbed for long hours in the evening, going over his records and
making meticulous notes. He never counted his successes, which were many,
but viewed each person he saw as a new challenge with illnesses to be
overcome by his knowledge.

"She was a temple prostitute, my lord. She said they performed a
purification ceremony on her, and when it didn't work, they put

her out."

He set the instrument on the shelf. "Another patient who can't

pay."

The dry remark surprised her. Alexander seldom mentioned money. He set
no fees for his patients, accepting only what they could afford to give him in
exchange for his help. Sometimes payment was no more than a copper coin.
Hadassah knew the money mattered less to him than what he learned and



what he was able to accomplish for others with that knowledge. Had he not
spent his entire inheritance on traveling and learning all he could for his
chosen profession?

No, it was not the money that was bothering him.

He glanced at her, and she saw frustration in his eyes. "I'm running out of
supplies, Hadassah. And the rent for this booth is due tomorrow morning."

"Alexander," she said, putting her hand on his arm. "Didn't the Lord provide
the rent last month?"

Her use of his name warmed him, and he smiled down at her ruefully.
"Indeed, but does this god of yours always have to wait until the last
moment?"

"Perhaps he's trying to teach you to trust him."

"Unfortunately, we've no time for an esoteric discussion," he said and
nodded toward the curtain. "We've a line of patients outside waiting to be
seen. Now, what were you saying about the next one? She's a prostitute?"
Venereal disease was rampant among them.

"She was, my lord. She's been expelled from the temple and is living on the
streets. She has problems other than physical-"

He lifted his hand, silencing her, and his mouth tipped in a wry smile.
"Those problems we can't worry about. Send her in and I'll try to treat what I
can. Let her gods do the rest."

"Her other problems affect her physical condition."”
"If we get her well, those other problems will fade."
'‘But
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"Go," he said somewhat impatiently. "We can discuss your JAH theories
later, at a less chaotic time." ;H

Hadassah did as he commanded, then sat down at the table JH again,
struggling with frustration. Did Alexander see these peomH only as physical
beings in need of a quick cure? People's needs |H were complex. They
couldn't be solved with a drug or massage aM some other prescribed
treatment. Alexander only took note of tijjH physical manifestations of their
diverse illnesses, and not the 9 deeper, hidden cause. As each day had passed
since she had fl started helping Alexander, Hadassah had become more and
morll convinced that many of the patients they saw could be cured by |l the
indwelling of the Holy Spirit.9

Yet.. . how was she to convince Alexander of that when he jfl himself
turned to his healing gods only as a last resort and viewe|H God Almighty
with an awed wariness? M

She saw that Boethus looked at her expectantly. She felt that M look into
her innermost being, and her eyes prickled with tears. |j She lowered her
head, praying silently in desperation. Lord, wham do I say to this man? He
and his family need bread, not words, i

Yet, words were what came.i

She let out her breath. Tilting her head slightly, she studied 1 Boethus'
weary face. "My father once sat on a hillside in Judea lisa tening to his
Master. Many people came to hear what the Master j had to say, and they
came long distances and stayed all through !i the day. They were hungry.
Some of the Master's followers were : worried. They told the Master he
should send the people home. He told them to feed the people themselves, but
they said they had nothing to give them."

She smiled beneath her veil, a smile that lit her eyes. "One small boy had
bread and a fish. He came forward and gave it to the Master, and with it the
Master fed them all."

"Who was this master?"



"His name is Jesus," she said. She took Boethus' hand between hers. "He
said something else, too, Boethus. He said that man doesn't live by bread
alone." Leaning toward him, she told him the Good News. They talked
quietly all the while the prostitute was with Alexander.

The woman came out and handed Hadassah a copper. "Keep the two
quadrantes change for yourself," she said. Surprised, Hadassah thanked her.

Boethus watched the woman hurry away.
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"Sometimes," Hadassah said, smiling again, "the Lord nswers prayer in
swift, unexpected ways." He glanced at her as she rose and left him again to
speak briefly with a young manwho had a severe cough. She went behind the
curtain again.

"What do we have next?" Alexander said as he washed his hands in a basin
of cold water.

"His name is Ariovistus and he's twenty-three years of age. He's a fuller and
has a cough that won't go away. It's deep in his chest and has a thick sound."
She took a money box from a small concealed shelf beneath Alexander's
worktable. "Severina gave us a copper. She wanted me to keep the two
quadrantes change."

"She was probably grateful to have someone speak to her," he said and gave
her a nod. Giving thanks to God, she took the two small quadrantes from the
box and replaced it beneath the worktable.

Boethus was still sitting on the stool beside the small table outside. He
glanced up as she came from behind the curtain. "My headache's gone," he
said, bemused. "I don't think I need to see the physician after all. I just
wanted to wait and thank you for talking with me." He stood.

Taking his hand, Hadassah turned it palm up and placed the two small coins
in it. "From the Lord," she said, closing his fingers around them. "Bread for
your family."



Needing a moment's respite, Alexander came out of the booth. He needed a
breath of fresh air. He was tired and hungry, and it was getting late. He
glanced over the patients still waiting to see him and wished he was more
than human, that he could command time to stop. As it was, he could not see
everyone who needed him. People such as these, who had little money and
even less hope, came to a physician as a last resort. To send them away
without the care they desperately needed sat ill with him. But what else could
he do? There were only so many hours in a day .. . and only one of him.

He saw Hadassah had set her stool before a woman who held a crying child
in her lap. The mother's face was pale and intent as she spoke, her gaze
flickering to him nervously. Alexander knew that patients often were afraid
of him, certain that whatever cure he might dispense would involve
considerable pain. Unfortunately, that too often was true. You couldn't suture
wounds or set limbs without pain. He struggled with the sense of frustration
that welled within him. Had he the money, he would give doses
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of mandragora before he did his work. As it was, he had no Jk choice but
to save the drug for use during surgery.'\H

He sighed, then smiled at the woman, trying to ease her trep$jH dation, but
she blinked and looked quickly away. With a shake'/| his head, he turned his
attention to the scroll on the small workgH ble. He ran his fingertip down the
names written carefully onto jAB the parchment and found the person he'd
just finished with. He \|H announced the next patient.jfl

"Boethus," he said and looked over the people standing and fl sitting around
the front of the booth. Four men and three womdjM were waiting, not
counting the woman with the crying child. He aM had already seen ten
patients and knew there wouldn't be time ta9 see more than two or three more
before he needed to close and 9 rest himself. 'M

Hadassah leaned heavily on her walking stick and rose.-9
"Boethus!" Alexander said again, impatient. m

"I'm sorry, my lord. Boethus left. Agrippina is next, but she's 9 agreed to let



Ephicharis go before her. Ephicharis' daughter, i Helena, has a boil on her
foot and it's causing her terrible pain." I

He looked at the mother and gestured. "Bring her in," he said 1 abruptly and
went behind the curtain.1

As the mother rose to follow, her child screamed, struggling in | her arms.
The mother tried to reassure her, but her own fear was f evident: her eyes
were wide and shining with it, and her mouth J trembled. Hadassah stepped
toward her and then hesitated, know* ing Alexander wouldn't want her to
interfere with what had to be j done. Ephicharis carried her child behind the
curtain. |

Hadassah wanted to cover her ears as sounds of terror splintered the air. She
heard Alexander's voice, and it was none too patient. "By the gods, woman!
You must hold her down or I can't work." Then the mother spoke, and
Hadassah knew she was crying as she struggled to do as she was told. The
screams grew worse.

Clenching her hands, Hadassah remembered the pain she had felt when she
had revived after being mauled by the lion. Alexander had worked on her as
gently as possible, but the pain had still been excruciating.

Suddenly Alexander yanked the curtain aside and ordered Hadassah into the
booth. "See if you can do something with them," he said, his face strained
and pale. "One would think I was performing vivisection," he muttered under
his breath.
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She moved around him to get near the shrieking child. Tears noured down
the mother's white face, and she clutched her daughter every bit as terrified of
Alexander as the child. "Why don't you get something to eat, my lord?"
Hadassah suggested mildly and turned him toward the curtain.

As soon as he was gone, the child's sonorous screams eased to gulping sobs.
Hadassah set two stools near the hot brazier. She indicated the woman could
sit on the one while she lowered herself painfully to the other. It had been a
long day, and her leg ached so badly each movement sent pain shooting up to



her hip and down to her knee. Yet, she was certain her pain was far less than
the poor child was suffering. Something had to be done. But what?

Alexander was too eager with his knife.

She remembered suddenly how her mother had treated a boil on a
neighbor's hand. Perhaps the same method would work here, now.

Please, Lord, let this work for your glory.

First, the child had to be calm and cooperative. Hadassah rose again, asking
the woman questions about her family, while she poured fresh water into a
basin and set it on the hard ground in front of Ephicharis' feet. The child
looked down at it suspiciously and then hid her face in her mother's breasts.
Hadassah kept speaking softly, encouraging the mother to answer. As
Ephicharis talked, she relaxed. And as she relaxed, the child relaxed with her,
turning to sit on one knee and stare at Hadassah adding salt crystals to the
steaming water in the pot on the brazier.

"Why don't you take the bandage off her foot?" Hadassah said. "She'll be
more comfortable. I'll put a little hot water in the basin, and she can soak the
foot. It'll ease her pain."

The child moaned when the mother did as Hadassah said. "Put your foot in
the water, Helena. That's it, my love. I know it hurts. I know. That's why
we've come to the physician. So he can make your foot better."

"Would you like me to tell you a story?" Hadassah asked, and at the child's
shy nod, she told of a young couple traveling to a distant town to register for
taxes. The lady was expecting a baby, and when it came time for the child to
be born, there was no place for them in the inn. In desperation, the mother
and father found shelter in a cave where cows and donkeys and other animals
were kept-and there the little baby was born.
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"When the baby was born, Joseph and Mary wrapped him in swaddling
cloths and placed him in a manger."



"Was he cold?" little Helena asked. "I get cold sometimes." il

The mother stroked the fair hair back from the child's face an<jfl kissed her
cheek.

"The cloths and hay kept him warm," Hadassah said. She poured some
water from the basin, then added more hot water and set the pot back on the
brazier. "It was spring, and so the shepherds had taken the sheep out on the
hillsides. That night, upl in the dark sky, they saw a beautiful new star. A star
that shone more brightly than all others. And then a wondrous thing
happened." She told them about the angels sent by God to tell the shepherds
about the baby and, when Helena asked, explained what angels were. "The
shepherds came to see the baby and bow down to him as their Messiah,
which means 'the anointed one of God."

"What happened then?" Helena said, eager for more.

"Well, the new family stayed in Bethlehem for quite a while. Joseph was a
good carpenter, and so he was able to work and support his family. Some
months later, some men came from another country to see the child who had
been born under the new star. They recognized that this child was very
special, that he was more than just a man."

"Was he a god?" Helena said, eyes wide.

"He was God come down to live among us, and the men from the far
country brought him gifts: gold because he was a King, frankincense because
he was the High Priest for all men, and myrrh because he would die for the
sins of the world."

"The baby was going to die?" the child said in disappointment.

"Shhh, Helena. Listen to the story ...," the mother said, caught up in it
herself.

Hadassah added more hot water to the basin. "There was a wicked king who
knew the child would grow up and be a King, and so he looked for him in
order to kill him." She set the pot back on the brazier. "The men from the far



countries knew of this king's plans and warned Joseph and Mary. They didn't
know what to do and waited for the Lord to tell them. An angel appeared to
Joseph and told him to take the mother and child to Egypt where he would be
safe."”

As she told the story, she continued pouring some of the cooled water from
the basin and adding more and more hot
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water, until steam came up from the pan in which the child had her foot.
The gradual increase in temperature caused no increase in pain and was little
noticed.

"The evil king died and El Roi, 'God who sees,' sent word to them by
another angel-"

Little Helena gave a startled gasp and a soft groan. The water in the basin
reddened as the boil burst and emptied.

Hadassah stroked the child's calf. "Good girl. Keep your foot in the water.
Let the boil drain," she said and thanked God for his mercy. "Doesn't that feel
better?" Leaning heavily on her walking stick, she rose and made a poultice
of herbs such as the ones Alexander prepared for patients with festering
wounds. When she finished, she glanced back at them. "Your mother is going
to put you on the table, and I'll bandage your foot," she told Helena, and
Ephicharis rose and did as she instructed.

Hadassah gently rinsed Helena's foot and then dried it, making sure all the
vicious blood-tinged, yellow-white fluid had drained. She placed the poultice
gently and wrapped the foot tightly with clean linen. She washed her hands
and dried them. Tapping Helena on her nose, she said playfully, "No running
around for a day or two."

Sitting up, Helena giggled. Her eyes flickered and a serious expression
spread across her small elfin face. "What happened to the little boy?"

Hadassah folded the extra linen. "He grew up and proclaimed his kingdom,
and the government rested on his shoulders; and his name was called



Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Eternal Father, Prince of Peace." She put
the linen back on the shelf.

"There now, Helena. The little boy escaped all harm," Ephicharis said.

"No," Hadassah said, shaking her head. "The child grew and became strong.
He increased in wisdom and stature and in favor with God and men. But men
betrayed him. They told lies about him and turned him over to be crucified."

Helena's face fell and Ephicharis looked dismayed, clearly wishing
Hadassah had left this part of the story untold.

Hadassah tipped Helena's chin. "You see, even his followers didn't
understand who Jesus really was. They thought he was just a man, Helena.
His enemies thought if they killed him, his power would end. His body was
placed in a borrowed tomb and sealed,
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and they had Roman guards watch over it. But three days latei” Jesus arose
from the grave."

Helena's face lit with a smile. "He did?"
"Oh yes, he did. And he's still alive today."
"Tell me more!"

Ephicharis laughed. "We have to leave, Helena. Others are waiting."
Smiling, she handed Hadassah two quadrantes and then lifted her daughter
Helena. "Thank you for tending her foot-and for the story."

"It wasn't just a story, Ephicharis. It's true. My father witnessed it."

Ephicharis stared at her in amazement. She held Helena closer j and
hesitated, as though she wanted to stay and talk more. But she had been right.
There were others in need waiting outside. Hadassah put her hand on the

woman's arm. "Come back any morning, and I'll tell you all the things Jesus
did."



"Oh, please, Mama," Helena said. Ephicharis nodded. She drew back the
curtain and started when she saw Alexander sitting Ij on a stool right outside.
She gasped an embarrassed apology and stepped past him. Helena turned her
head away and clung more tightly to her mother. Bowing slightly, Ephicharis
quickly left the booth. Alexander watched her hurry away. He had seen the
fear in her eyes-and in the child's eyes-when she looked at him. Yet, they
both trusted Hadassah completely.

"Where are the others?" Hadassah said.
"I told them to come back tomorrow."
"Are you angry with me?"

"No. I'm the one who told you to see what you could do with them. I just
didn't expect..." He gave a rueful laugh and shook his head. He rose and
looked down at her. "I'll have to keep a closer eye on you or you'll steal my
other patients out from under my nose." He gave her veil a light, good-
natured tug.

Entering the booth, he closed the curtain and took the money box from its
hiding place. "By the way, why did Boethus leave? Did you heal him while
he was waiting?"

Hadassah decided to answer his teasing question seriously. "I think his
physical complaints were caused by fear."

Alexander glanced at her, interested. "Fear? How so?"

"Worry, my lord. He has no work and a family to feed and shelter. He said
his stomach troubles began a few weeks ago. That's when he said he last
worked at the docks. And his head
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ache started a few days ago, about the same time his landlord said if he had
no money for rent, the family would be put out on the street."

"A sizeable problem, and not uncommon. Did you solve it?"



"No, my lord."

"So he was still suffering from his ailments when he left?" He sighed. "He
probably got tired of waiting." He took some coins from the box and
slammed the lid. "Not that I blame him," he added, shoving it back into its
cubbyhole. "If only I could work faster, I'd be able to treat more patients. ..."

"He said his headache was gone."

Alexander glanced back at her in surprise. Straightening, he frowned,
uneasy. It wasn't the first time he had felt this way in her presence. He had
been almost too afraid to touch her after her festered wounds had cleared
without any logical explanation. Surely her god had intervened, and a god
with such power should not be taken lightly. "Did you invoke the name of
your Jesus?"

"Invoke?" she said and straightened slightly. "If you're asking did I utter an
incantation, the answer is no."

"Then how did you entreat your god to do your will?"
"I didn't! It's the Lord's will that prevails in all."

"You did something. What was it?"

"I listened to Boethus."

"And that was all?"

"I prayed and then told Boethus about Jesus. Then God worked upon
Severina's heart, and she gave me the two quadrantes for him."

Alexander shook his head, completely baffled by her explanation. "That
makes no logical sense whatsoever, Hadassah. In the first place, Severina
gave you the money because you were kind to her. In the second, she didn't
know anything whatsoever about Boethus' problems."

"God knew."



Alexander stood perplexed. "You talk too freely about your god and his
power, Hadassah. I would think after all you suffered, you, of all people,
would know the world is like the wicked king in your story. You don't know
any of the people who come to this booth and yet you tell them about Jesus
without compunction."

She realized he had been sitting close enough to the curtain to hear every
word she said to Ephicharis and Helena. "Whatever it
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may appear, the world belongs to the Lord, Alexander. What| have I to
fear?"

"Death."

She shook her head. "Jesus has given me eternal life in himU Let them take
my life here, but God holds me in the palm of 1 hand and no one can take me
from him." She spread her ] "Don't you see, Alexander? Boethus didn't need
caution on i part. Nor did Severina, or Ephicharis and Helena. They all i to
know God loves them just as he loves me. And you."

Alexander rolled the coins in his hand. Sometimes he was afraid of her
convictions. She had already proven how deep h faith ran, deep enough to
give up her life. He wondered if it would someday take her from him....

He quickly pushed that thought away, not stopping to analy the sharp stab
of dread that shot through him. Losing her was j something he was willing to
contemplate.. ..

He was even more afraid of the power he sensed in her. Was i hers alone or
was it a gift from her god that could be revoked at i any time? Whatever the
answer, sometimes she would say thingq that raised gooseflesh on him.

"I need to think," he muttered and stepped past her.

Moving along with the current of people heading away from the baths,
Alexander debated what he knew about medicine with| what Hadassah had
said about anxiety causing illness. The more | he thought about it, the more



curious he became to see if what Hadassah suggested might be proven
through proper record he ing. He purchased bread and wine and headed back,
eager to talkf with her.

Alexander took the partitions and closed off the booth for the night. He took
his bedroll from beneath the worktable and sat on it. Tearing off a portion of
bread, he handed it to Hadassah as she sat on her bedroll opposite him.
Taking down the goatskin, he poured wine for each of them.

"I want to hear more about your theories," he said as they ate. "First, the
boil. How did you know what to do?"

"My mother treated a boil for a neighbor. I tried her method. By the grace
of God, it worked."

"By the grace of God." He decided to remember those words. Perhaps they
were more important than she realized. Perhaps in them was some of her
power.

"I've seen you heal several people who've come to the booth."
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"I've never healed anyone."

"Indeed you have. Boethus for one. You healed him. The man came with all
manner of symptoms and went away cured. I obviously had nothing to do
with it. I never even spoke with the man."

Hadassah was disturbed. "All I offered Boethus was hope."

"Hope," Alexander said and tore off a small piece of bread and dipped it in
his wine. "I don't see that it'd make much difference, but go ahead. Explain."
He popped the bread into his mouth.

Lord, Lord, Hadassah prayed, he is so like Claudius, and Claudius never
had the ears to hear. Holding the wooden cup between her hands, she prayed
Alexander would not only listen, but comprehend.

"God created mankind to live in a love relationship with him and to reflect



his character. People weren't created to live independent from God."
"Go on," he said, waving his hand, impatient to hear.

She told of Adam and Eve in the Garden and how God had given them free
will, and how they had sinned by believing Satan over God. She told him
how they had been cast out of the Garden. She told about Moses and the Law
and how every day, all day long, offerings were burned to cover sin. Yet, all
those sacrifices could never wash it completely away. Only God had been
able to accomplish that by sending his only begotten Son to die as the final
atoning sacrifice for all mankind. Through Jesus, the walls were torn down
and man could once again be with God by the indwelling of the Holy Spirit.

"'For God ... gave His only begotten Son, that whoever believes in Him
should not perish but have everlasting life,"" she quoted. "Yet, for all this,
most people still live in a state of separation.”

"And it's this state of separation that causes disease?" Alexander said,
intrigued.

She shook her head. "You see things only in the physical, Alexander.
Disease can come when man refuses to live within God's plan. Severina, for
example. The Lord warned against the practice of prostitution. He warned
against promiscuity. He warned against many things, and those who practice
them bear the consequences of their sin. Perhaps many diseases are just that,
consequences of disobedience."

"And so if Severina were to obey the laws of your god, she would be well
again. Is that it?"

76M
1 Hadassah closed her eyes behind her veil. Lord, why didyou 9

let me live when I always fail in everything you give me? Why 'm can't I find
the words to make him understand?m

"Hadassah?"1

Her eyes burned with tears of frustration. She spoke very 1 slowly, as to a



small child. "The Law was given that man might m recognize his sinfulness
and turn away from wickedness to the m Lord. You see mankind as physical
and seek solutions in that :m realm, but man is also a spiritual being,
designed in the image of fj God. How will you ever learn who and what you
are without II learning who God is?" Her voice broke softly, and she saw his
< frown.1

1

She bit her lip before going on. "Our relationship with God 1 affects our
body, yes. But it affects our emotions and our mind, asi well. It affects our
very spirit." Her hands tightened on thel

wooden cup as she lowered her head. "I believe true healing can ] only
happen when a person is restored to God himself."i

Alexander remained silent, thoughtful. He tore off another i piece of bread
and dipped it in his wine, giving himself extra time to think over what she
had just said. His heart began to beat rapidly as it always did when an idea
came to him. He ate his bread quickly and then drained his cup, setting it
aside. Standing up, he dusted the bread crumbs from his hands and cleared a
space on his worktable. Mixing soot with water, he prepared ink with which
to write. Selecting a clear scroll, he sat and opened it, setting weights to hold
it flat.

"Tell me a few of these laws," he commanded, writing down "By the grace
of god" as his first notation.

Did he hear nothing, Lord? Nothing at all? "Salvation is not in the Law."
"I'm not talking about salvation. I'm talking about treating patients."

"God! Why did you leave me here? Why didn't you take me home?" It was
a cry of pure anguish and frustration, and the hair on the back of Alexander's
neck stood on end. She was crying, clutching her head in her hands, and it
was his fault. What would her god do to him now?

He left his stool and knelt before her. "Don't call down the wrath of your
god on me before you've heard what I have to say." He took her hands and
touched his forehead to them.
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She snatched her hands away and pushed him back. "Get off your knees to
me! Am I God that you should bow down to me?"

Astonished, he drew back. "Your god has set you apart. He hears you," he
said, rising and sitting on his stool again. "As you said to me once, I didn't
save your life. Nor can I explain how it happened. Your wounds were
putrefying, Hadassah. By all the laws of nature and science that I know, you
should be dead. Yet, here you are."

"Scarred and crippled ..."
"Otherwise healthy. Why would your god save you and not others?"

"I don't know," she said bleakly. She shook her head. "I don't know why he
saved my life at all." She had thought she knew God's purpose for her: To die
in the arena. But it seemed God had another mission.

"Perhaps he saved you so that you might instruct me in his ways."

She raised her head and looked at him through her veils. "And how do I do
that when you have no ears to hear a word I say?"

"I hear."
"Then hear this. What does the body matter if the soul is dead?"

"And how do you restore a soul if the body is moldering in disease? How
does one repent without understanding what sin he has committed?" His mind
was reeling with thoughts more complex than he could fathom at once.

Hadassah frowned, remembering her father telling of Josiah, king of Judah,
whose servant had found the book of the Law and read it to him. Upon
hearing it, Josiah tore his clothing, recognizing his own sin and the sin of his
people against God. Repentance had come through knowledge. But she had
no written copy of the Torah. She had no copies of the Memoirs of the
Apostles. All she had was her memory.

"From now on you will no longer assist me, Hadassah," Alexander said,



setting his quill aside. "We'll work together."
She was alarmed. "I have no training as a physician."

"Not in the way I have, perhaps, but you have more training than you
realize. I'm versed in the physical nature of man, and your god has given you
insights into the spiritual realm. It's logical that we must work together in
order to treat patients whose
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complaints are more complicated than a cut that needs ir tending."

Hadassah was speechless.
"Do you agree?"

She sensed something deeper at work than she or Alexar understood. Was
this offer of God or the evil one? "I don't know," she stammered. "I need to

pray...."

"Good," Alexander said, pleased. "That's exactly what 11 you to do. Inquire
of your god and then tell me-"

"No!" she said hastily as his words set off alarm within het1,"? "You speak
as though I were a medium like those in the boot near the Artemision."

"Then I'll make an offering to your god."
"The only offering God will accept is you."

Alexander sat back slightly and didn't say anything for a lon moment. He
smiled wryly. "I'm afraid I'm not that self-sacrific-1 ing, Hadassah. I don't
like lions."

She laughed softly. "I'm not particularly fond of them myself*

He laughed with her and then grew serious again. "Yet, you were willing to
lay down your life for what you believe."

"I didn't begin my walk with God in an arena."



His mouth tipped. "Where did you start?"

Tears came as warmth filled her. She liked this man. His desL to know and
understand stemmed from his deep desire to help people. Perhaps it was
God's purpose that she instruct him in what she knew about the Lord. Perhaps
there were answers in thf| laws that Moses had been given by God for the
Israelites. Jesus '; had said he had come to fulfill the Law, not abolish it.:

She held out her hand. Alexander took it, his own large and strong, closing
firmly around hers. She eased from her bedroll, wincing as she knelt on the
earthen floor. Taking his other hand, she drew him down so that they were
both on their knees, hands clasped together, facing one another.

"We start here."
Imitating her, Alexander bowed his head, concentrating on her every word.
He would write them down later.
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Eudemas entered the triclinium and handed Julia a small scroll bearing a
wax seal. Julia's face paled noticeably as she took it and waved her away.
Primus, sitting opposite her, smiled sardonically as she tucked it quickly into
the folds of her Chinese silk tunic.

"Hiding something, Julia?"
"I'm not hiding anything."
"Then why aren't you going to read your letter now?"

"Because I don't feel like it," she said tersely, not looking at him. She drew
the crimson silk shawl around her and fingered the gold and adamas bracelet
on her wrist. Primus noted how she grew more agitated at his perusal. His
mouth curved as he continued to study her. She remained tense and silent,
pretending not to notice. The vivid colors she chose to wear only intensified
her pallor and brought out the deepening circles of sleeplessness beneath her
eyes. Julia, who once glowed with lust and life, was now positively sallow
with ill health. Trembling, she poured herself more wine and then stared into



her gold goblet with dull eyes.
After a moment she glared at him. "Why are you staring at me?"

"Was I?" Primus' smile grew taunting. "I was noticing how lovely you look
this evening."

She turned her head away, well aware his flattery was empty and vicious.
"How kind of you to notice," she said bitterly.

He took a delicacy from the tray. "Poor Julia. You're still trying to plead
your case to Marcus, aren't you?"

She lifted her chin haughtily, her dark eyes flashing. "I needn't plead my
case to anyone. I don't have to apologize for what I did."

"Then why do you persist?" He ate the morsel.
"I don't!"

"Ha. You've been begging and pleading for Marcus' forgiveness ever since
he left you at the arena. He returns every message you send.” He waved
airily. "Just like that one, seal unbroken."

She glared at him. "And how would you know what messages I send and to
whom?"
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Laughing softly, he selected a stuffed cow's teat from the I of rich
delicacies. "I've always found it immensely entertainir observe those around
me." He shifted his bulk to make hir more comfortable. "You, in particular,
my sweet."

"Did Eudemas tell you I wrote to him?"

"She didn't have to. I could read the signs. You were drunk last night and
maudlin. When you're maudlin, you retire to yc chamber early and write to
your brother. It's all too predictabli Julia. Predictable to the point of boring.
You know very well ] never forgive you, yet you persist. I find his



unrelenting hatred refreshing, but frankly, my dear, your relentless pursuit of
his i giveness has become pathetic."

She didn't speak for a moment, attempting to bring her heig ened emotions
under control. "He doesn't hate me. He only thinks he does."

"Oh, he hates you, Julia. He hates you absolutely. Never dou that for a
minute."

His words lacerated her, and her eyes burned with the tears I held back. "I
despise you," she said with the dark wealth of her emotions.

He recognized her poor attempt at retaliation and mocked he|| openly. "Ah,
I know, my dear, but then I'm all you have left, aren't I? Calabah has left you
and sailed away to Rome with pretty little Sapphira. Your friends avoid you
because of your illness. You've received only one invitation in the last week,
and I regret to inform you that Cretaneus was decidedly relieved when you
sent your regrets. So, my dear, who but me do you have to keep you
company?" He clicked his tongue. "Poor Julia. Everyone leaves you. Such a

pity ..."

"I can always count on your understanding, can't I, Primus? By the way, did
any of your hirelings ever find trace of your beloved Prometheus?" She tilted
her head to one side, laying a fingertip against her chin, parodying a
thoughtful muse. "Now why do you suppose it's become more and more
difficult for you to find lovers?" She spread her hands, her face opening with
pretended realization. "Could it be your growing corpulence?"

Primus' face darkened. "Your troubles and mine could've been avoided had
you listened to Calabah and had that little Jewess of yours killed earlier.”

She grasped her wine goblet and hurled it at him, just missing his head.
Breathing heavily with her frustration, she called him a
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foul name and rose from her couch, glaring across at him. "My troubles
would've been avoided had I never made an alliance with you!"



He brushed the drops of wine from his face, his eyes glittering. "Blame me
if you must, but everyone knows you made the choice." He laughed darkly.
"And now you must live with it. Or i- "

"You're a despicable worm!"
"And you're a stupid sow!"

"I should've listened to Marcus," she said, struggling against tears. "He
knew what you were."

Primus smiled smugly, seeing he had almost succeeded in reducing her to
hysteria. "He did, didn't he? But then, so did you, Julia. You walked in with
your eyes wide open, thinking everything would be exactly as you wanted it.
And for a while, it was, wasn't it, my sweet? Exactly as you wanted. Money,
position, Atretes, Calabah . .. and me."

She wanted to destroy him, to wipe that self-satisfied smirk from his face
forever. But he was all she had left, and she knew it. Her eyes narrowed.
"Perhaps I've changed my mind about what I want."

"Oh, dear. Another empty threat. I'm trembling."
"Someday you may find my threats not so empty."

Primus knew how sick she was-so sick he doubted she would survive. His
eyes narrowed coldly as he embraced his secret wrath and felt warmed by it.
"By the time you change your mind, you'll have gone through all your money
and it'll make no difference, will it?" he said with deceiving calm. "Have you
ever wondered why I remain with you? Do you think it's because I love you?"
He saw the tiny flicker of fear in her eyes and was satisfied. He knew Julia's
greatest fear was being alone, and alone she would be when the time was
right. He would have his vengeance for every insult, every slight he had
suffered from her. He would have his vengeance for Prometheus' defection.

But for now, he pretended remorse at causing her to feel vulnerable. He
raised his hand. "I'm sorry I said that," he said with feigned regret, content he
had accomplished part of his purpose. "Why do we argue so much, beloved?



It comes to nothing. You must grow up, Julia. Accept what you are. You've
drunk from the same well I have, and you've done it so long you can't go
back. I'm the only friend you have left."
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"If you'll excuse me," she said with acid sweetness and i away.

"As you please, my dear. I suppose I'll save my news for another time," he
said smoothly, laughing silently. "Something ] overheard at Fulvius' feast last
night. About Marcus."

She turned to face him, her eyes narrowing. "What is it this time?"

"Never mind," he said with a wave of his hand. Let her swe Let her stomach
twist and turn. Let her hope. "It can wait until- another time when you're
more amenable.”

"What foul gossip did you hear this time, Primus?"

"Gossip? Concerning your brother? He's become rather dull from all
accounts. No women. No men." He laughed in derisic aware he had her full
attention. "Poor Marcus. He doesn't knc how to enjoy life anymore, does he?
He works, goes to the bat goes home. Day after day after day. His greatest
passion is hat you, and he does that so very well, doesn't he? Such resolve.
Sue dedication."

Julia's face was stony, giving no hint to the anguish his words! caused. She
knew all too well Primus enjoyed his petty cruelties. The only way to defend
herself was to pretend she felt nothing af] all, but her stomach tightened with
the effort, and her heart pounded.

She hated him so much a metallic taste filled her mouth. It would give her
the greatest pleasure to plunge a knife into his fat belly and hear him scream.
She would kill him if it didn't mean her own death in the process. But then,
maybe it would be worth it. After all, what did she have to live for now
anyway? Why had ' she ever been born in the first place?

Her mouth twisted bitterly. "You heard nothing, did you? Nothing of any



import. You hate Marcus because he's twice the man you are or ever could
be. He's admired. He's respected. And what of you? You're nothing but an
insect that thrives on lies and slander about those better than you."

His eyes glittered. "Have I not kept all your secrets, Julia, beloved?" he said
softly. "How your first husband died because of you, how you murdered your
second. And what of your children? Do they yet cry out upon the rocks? How
many others did you have torn from your womb before you cast away
Atretes' seed?" He saw her face go even paler and smiled. "I have kept
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your secrets locked away, haven't I?" He put his fingers to his lips and
puckered, blowing her a Kkiss.

She was shaking. How had he known these things? No one knew she had
poisoned her second husband ... no one, of course, but Calabah. Calabah, her
trusted lover and friend, must have told him.

Primus shifted his bulk on the cushions, moving closer to the laden food
tray. "I did hear something of great import that has given me cause to think.
The question is, should I share this newfound information with you, oh most
ungrateful of women."

She controlled her fury. He was baiting her again, but she dared not leave,
afraid he might really know something. She wanted to order him out of her
villa, but knew in doing so she would open herself to his cunningly malicious
tongue. He would expose her deeds to everyone. Worse, he would expose the
foulness of the disease that feasted on her secret flesh.

"Very well, Primus." Spew your venom, you miserable snake. Someday,
someone will cut the head from the body. "I'm listening. What have you to tell
me about my brother?"

"Marcus is leaving Ephesus. That should cheer you, my dear." His mouth
curved as what little color she had left drained from her face. "Think of the
advantages. You'll no longer have to find plausible excuses when others ask
you why your highly esteemed, much sought-after brother refuses invitations
to any gathering where you might be present."



She tilted her chin, pretending his words had no effect on her. "So he's
returning to Rome. So what?"

"Rumor has it he's sailing on one of his own ships. But not to Rome."

Clenching her hands, she watched Primus select another cow's teat and
devour it with disgusting relish. He sucked the grease from his fingers and
reached for another while she waited.

Primus felt her impatience radiating across the room. He relished it almost
as much as the feast he was eating. He possessed her full attention, and that's
what he wanted. He could almost hear the heavy beat of her heart tolling in
dread. He fingered the rich foods, caressing them, selecting another tidbit.

Sickened at having to watch him eat, Julia strove for control of her roiling
emotions. "Sailing where, Primus?" she said with measured calm. "Rhodes?
Corinth?"
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He filled his mouth with another teat and dabbed his j fingers on a fold of
his toga. "To Judea," he said around i

"Judea!"

He swallowed and licked his full lips. "Yes, to Judea, hon land of his little
Jewess. And it would seem he plans on stay for a long, long time."

"How would you know how long he's planning to stay?"

"Deduction. I learned Marcus sold his interests in Rome, except for your
family's villa, which he has given over to your mother's disposal. Do you
know what she did? She sent word 1 have the property rented and the
proceeds used as an alimental the poor of the district. Can you imagine all
that money going f feed the ragged unwashed? What a waste! It would've
been pu better purpose replenishing our dwindling coffers."

"My coffers."

"As you wish. Your coffers," he said with a shrug and dipp a strip of ostrich



tongue in spiced honey sauce. Little did his Ju realize, he thought smugly,
that most of her money had already, been filtered into his own hands and
secreted away for the fut And it was all done without her being aware. Her
illness had helped him in the process; she was so obsessed with her various,
ailments that she paid little attention to her financial situation. She trusted her
agents to protect her.

Amazing the power a bribe can give one, he thought, smiling to himself.
And a little knowledge that could prove embarrassing’\ should it come to
light.

But her agent had sent word to him this morning that she was demanding a
full accounting be done. Primus had known he had better give Julia
something else to occupy her mind besides the condition of her estate.

To that end, he went on, weaving his web. "Giving away all that money," he
said again and shook his head. "It's unimaginable. Unless ... Do you suppose
your mother was corrupted by that little Jewess of yours and has become a
Christian?"

Julia winced inwardly at the suggestion. Her mother, a Christian? If that
were so, she knew another door was closed against her.

Primus saw her expression alter subtly and knew he was cutting into her
little by little, deeper and deeper. He wanted to lay her wide open and let
carrion birds feast upon her flesh. "As for your brother's interests here in
Ephesus, the ships and ware
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houses, he has put them under the management of trusted servants of your
father. He has put everything he owns into the hands of two stewards, Orestes
and Silas."

He chewed the expensive delicacy and, with a grimace, spit it onto a platter.
He poured himself Falernian wine, the finest from Capua, and swished some
around in his mouth to wash away the taste. He swallowed and continued. "It
all suggests your brother has no plans to return any time soon, if ever. I
suppose he's making a pilgrimage to the memory of his beloved, departed



Hadassah." Lifting the gold goblet in a toast, he taunted Julia with a smile.
"May his departure bring you a respite from your guilt, my dear," he said,
savoring her torment. He relished the pain he saw in her eyes. His news had
hurt her deeply. She could no longer hide it.

Julia left the triclinium. When she reached her bedchamber, she sank down
on the divan and took the small scroll from the folds of her shimmering tunic.
Trembling all over, she fingered the seal. It was firmly in place. Her eyes
blurred with tears. Marcus probably hadn't even touched the epistle.

Judea! Why would he go so far and to such a terrible place unless Primus
was right and it had something to do with that wretched slave girl?

She drew in a ragged breath. Why couldn't he forget Hadassah? Why
couldn't he forget what had happened? She bit her lip, wanting to cry out in
anguish. But to whom? No one cared what happened to her.

Had she known what would happen, she wouldn't have done what she did.
Why couldn't Marcus forgive her? She was his sister, his own flesh and
blood. Didn't he know how much she had always loved him, how much she
loved him still? She had only wanted things to be the way they were when
they were children, when it had seemed as though they were together against
the world. Had he forgotten how close they were, how they could talk to one
another about everything? She had never trusted anyone the way she had
trusted him.

Except for Hadassah, a small voice whispered inside her.

The unwelcome thought lanced her with pain. She shut her eyes, willing
herself to obliterate the memories that swept over her .. . memories of what it
had been like to be loved, really loved. "No. No. I won't think of her. I
won't!"

Silence closed around her, bringing darkness with it.
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She clutched the small scroll in her hand. "Oh, Marcus,"; whispered
brokenly. "You promised me once you would Ion no matter what I did." The



lonely silence of her bedchamh became a crushing weight. "You promised,
Marcus." Filled | hopelessness, she crumpled the final plea to her brother and
threw it into her brazier. The parchment caught flame and quickly reduced to
ashes.

Julia sat watching her last hope for her brother's forgive disintegrating.
"You promised...." Covering her face, she rocked back i forth, weeping.
87THE CLAY
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"It is a great honor for us to have you aboard, my lord," Satyros said,
studying the younger man as he gestured for him to take the honored place on
the couch. A simple but deliciously prepared meal was placed on the small
table between them.

"The honor is mine, Satyros," Marcus said, nodding for the captain's servant
to pour his wine. "You're considered a legend upon the seas. Few survive a
shipwreck." He tore off a piece of bread and replaced the loaf on the silver
tray.

Satyros nodded solemnly. "You speak of the shipwreck on Malta. I was not
a captain then, but a mere sailor on that ship. And it was not only I who
survived. There were 276 people aboard that ship. None was lost."

Someone knocked at the captain's door. The servant answered and spoke
briefly with one of the sailors. He relayed the message concerning the winds
to Satyros, who gave instructions to be passed on to the helmsmen. The
Minerva was making good headway.

Satyros returned his attention to Marcus and apologized for the interruption.
They discussed the cargo; the hold was filled with marble and timber from
the Greek isles, materials destined for use in expanding Caesarea. A
profusion of other crates was also packed below, some purchased by Marcus
in speculation, others fulfilling orders dispatched by various merchants in



Judea. Loaded into every available space were hides from Britain, silver and
gold from Spain, pottery from Gaul, furs from Germany, fine wines from
Sicily, and drugs from Greece. Most of the goods would be unloaded in
Caesarea.

"We will only remain in Caesarea long enough to unload the cargo and then
take on passengers destined for Alexandria," Satyros said.

Marcus nodded. In Alexandria, the corbita would dock and his
representatives would meet the ship. The Minerva would take on valuable
items for the Roman market: tortoise shell and ivory from Ethiopia; oil and
spices from eastern Africa; pearls, dyes, and citron from the West. Within a
few months, the Minerva
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1would sail back to Rome, her starting point for the trade route .!

Decimus Andronicus Valerian had established over twenty years 9
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Satyros gave a rueful laugh. "Eliab Mosad will take his timer'M

haggling over the merchandise. It always takes a few weeks to gefl things
sorted out in Egypt before we can set sail for Rome again.*9

"He will want you to take on slaves," Marcus said. "Don't. Nor sand. No
matter the price. I've already been in contact with 11 him and informed him I
won't deal in those commodities any |1 more."|I

"We'll need ballast, my lord."I
"Egyptian grain will do for ballast." "M

"As you wish," Satyros said. He had heard the rumors about m Marcus
Valerian's change in thinking-rumors that were now i confirmed. He studied
the younger man surreptitiously. What had I happened to change Marcus
Valerian's well-known axiom of giv- 1 ing Rome what it wanted? Marcus had
amassed a fortune by tradi ing in sand and slaves. Now he wanted no part in



either cargo. J Perhaps he felt enough to have his father's scruples .. . but why
| now and not before? What had changed?I

"I'll be leaving the ship in Caesarea," Marcus said.:

Again, Satyros covered his surprise with an effort. He had expected Marcus
to remain aboard until Alexandria or perhaps Rome. The elder Valerian had
sometimes traveled the full trade route to meet with his representatives and
gain firsthand information on how his operations were being conducted.

"You'll find Caesarea an interesting departure from Ephesus, my lord.
Though it lacks the elements of grandeur, it has its arenas and beautiful
women." Marcus was reputed to enjoy both to the fullest.

"I intend to remain in Caesarea only long enough to outfit myself for
travel."

Satyros gray brows rose a fraction. "There is little in Judea to commend it to
a Roman. What is it you want to see?"

"Jerusalem."

Satyros gave a soft exclamation. "Why on earth would you of all people
choose the most depressing place in all the known world to visit?" Too late,
he realized the rude intrusiveness of his thoughtless question. "From all
reports I've heard, Jerusalem is nothing but a pile of rubble, my lord," he
added hastily. "Antonia and Mariamne towers might still be standing for
defensive pur
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poses, but I doubt it. Titus' orders were to not leave one stone standing upon
another."

"I am well aware of that, Satyros," Marcus said coolly.

Satyros frowned, realizing belatedly that Marcus would, of course, know all
this for himself. As owner of the Valerian ships and trade routes, he would
have to keep well informed as to the circumstances in all regions of the
Empire. His level of success bespoke his astuteness in this regard. Yet



Satyros could not curb his own curiosity at such a surprising announcement.
"Why are you interested in such a desolate place?"

Marcus decided to answer frankly. "It's not the place that interests me as
much as the god that resided there." Over the rim of his goblet, he watched
the man's face, waiting for the inevitable question to come forth. Why would
a Roman be interested in the Jewish God? He was unsure what he would
answer to that. He was not fully aware of all the reasons himself.

However, Satyros surprised him. "Perhaps therein lies the reason for the
disaster that befell the city,"

"What reason do you mean?"
"Their God cannot be contained in a building."

Satyros' words so closely reflected those Hadassah had once said that
Marcus' interest sharpened. "What do you know of the Jewish god?"

"Only what I learned from a prisoner long ago, on the very ship you
referred to earlier. But it would hardly interest you."

"It interests me greatly."

Satyros considered this for a moment. "The man was a Jew. An
insurrectionist by all reports. Everywhere he went he caused a riot. When I
met him, he was under the custody of an Augustan centurion named Julius
and on his way to Rome to face Caesar for his crimes. I heard later he was
beheaded. His name was Paul, and he was from Tarsus. Perhaps you've heard
of him."

Marcus had, but only from those who reviled him and mocked his claims of
an all-powerful, loving god.

"What did this Paul tell you?"

"He said God had sent his only begotten Son to live among men and be
crucified for our sins so that we might be restored and live in the heavens



with the Father-God. Through this Christ, as he called him, Paul said all men
can be saved and have eternal life. Nobody listened to him until the Euraquilo
hit us."
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Marcus was aware of the feared winds that had sunk manyJAH ships.<14|

"Paul had warned us beforehand that we'd suffer great loss [H and damage,
not only to the ship and cargo but in human life,*AB Satyros said. mM

"You said earlier that no one was killed."JH

"That's true, but I'm convinced it's because Paul prayed for H I think his
God gave him what he asked for-our lives." He |H poured himself some wine.
"We were caught in the violent windH and being driven along. We managed
to take shelter at Cauda 9 long enough to hoist the ship and undergird it with
ropes. Not fl that it did us any good. When we got underway again, the
stornM hit harder. We jettisoned the cargo. By the third day, we threw wM
ship's tackle overboard. We couldn't see any stars, so we had oo"M way of
navigating. We didn't know where we were. We were saifl ing blind. There
was not a sailor or passenger aboard who was "m not terrified for his life.
Except Paul."a

Satyros leaned forward and tore off a piece of bread.1

"It was during the worst of the storm that he stood among us 1 and said only
the ship would be lost. He had to shout to be hear<|| above the storm, but he
was absolutely calm. He said an angel of.1 his God had been sent to assure
him of what he was telling us. Hm told us not to be afraid. He said we would
run aground on an | island but that no one would be killed."?

Smiling slightly, he shook his head, bemused. "It seemed his ; God wanted
him to live in order to speak to Caesar, and in the process of saving him, his
God decided to save the rest of us as well."

"It could've been coincidence."

"Perhaps, but I'm convinced it wasn't."



I'Why?"

"You would have to have been there to understand, my lord. Never before
then or since have I seen such a storm. Destruction and death were certain,
yet Paul was absolutely calm. He had no fear of death. He told us to have no
fear. He took bread, gave thanks to God, and ate. Can you imagine such a
thing? He ate in the midst of that chaos." He shook his head, still amazed as
he remembered. "I've never seen anything like his faith before, and few times
since."

Satyros dipped the bread in his wine.
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Marcus remembered Hadassah walking calmly across the sandof the arena,
unaffected by the screaming mob or the roar of lions.

Satyros took up a slice of brined meat. "When you see faith like that, you
have to believe there's something to it."

"Perhaps it was only his own delusions."

"Oh, it was more than that. Paul knew. God had revealed events to him.
Paul said the ship would be destroyed. It was." He ate the soaked beef.

"Go on," Marcus said, his own appetite gone in his eagerness to hear more.

"The ship began to break up, and the soldiers were set to kill the prisoners
rather than let them escape," Satyros went on. "Their own lives would've
been forfeit if they did. Julius stopped them. As it happened, those who could
swim jumped overboard, and the rest of us floated in on planks and whatever
else was available on the ship. The island was Malta. Not one person
perished. Not one, my lord. That is truly amazing."

"Perhaps," Marcus said. "But why credit this Jewish Christ with saving
everyone? Why not give thanks to Neptune or some other exalted member of
the pantheon?"

"Because we were all crying out to our gods for help. Brahma! Vishnu!
Varuna! None of them answered. And then even more amazing things



happened on Malta to confirm for me and everyone else that Paul was a
servant of an all-powerful God."

He saw Marcus' acute interest and sought to explain.

"The natives received us kindly. They built a fire for us, but as soon as we
settled before it, a viper came out and sank its fangs into Paul's hand. He
shook the snake off into the fire. Everyone knew it was poisonous and that he
would shortly die of the bite. The people were convinced he was a murderer
and the snake had been sent as punishment from the gods."

"Obviously, he didn't die. I was in Rome when he was brought there under
guard."

"No. He didn't die. He didn't even get sick. His hand didn't swell. Nothing.
The natives waited all night. By morning, they were convinced he was a god
and worshiped him as such. Paul told them he was not a god, but merely a
servant of one he called Jesus, the Christ. He preached to them what he had
told us."

Satyros took several dried figs from the tray. "Our host, Publius, was leader
of the island. He entertained us for three days, and then his father became
very ill. Paul cured the old man
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just by laying his hands on him. One minute Publius' father i ready for
death, the next he was up and in perfect health. Wo spread, and the sick came
from all over the island."

"Did he cure them?"

"All of them that I saw. The people honored all of us for ] presence. They
made arrangements for us to continue our jou and even supplied us with what
was needed. Paul sailed on aa- | Alexandrian ship that had Castor and Pollux
for its figurehead put out on another ship. I never saw him again."

The question that had plagued Marcus for months now burned through his
mind like a fever. He took up his goblet an4| frowned. "If this god was so



powerful, why didn't he save PautsJ from execution?"

Satyros shook his head. "I don't know. I wondered that my when I heard of
his fate. But this I know: however hidden it mas be, there was a purpose."

Marcus stared grimly into his wine. "It seems to me this Ct destroys
everyone who believes in him." He drained his goblet and set it down. "I'd
like to know why."

"I have no answer to that, my lord. But I will tell you this. After meeting
Paul, I know that the world is not all it seems to be| The gods we Romans
worship cannot compare to the God he served."

"It is Rome that rules the world, Satyros," Marcus said sardc ically. "Not
this Jesus of whom Paul spoke. You've only to look to what happened in
Judea to know that."

"I wonder. Paul said Jesus overcame death and set the way for anyone who
believes in him."

"I haven't seen a single Christian overcome death," Marcus :' said in a hard
voice. "They all face death praising Jesus Christ. And they all die just like
any other man or woman."

Satyros studied Marcus intently, sensing that some deep torment was
driving him across the seas to a rebellious land. "If it's this God you seek, I
would tread very carefully."

"WhY?"
"He can destroy you."

Marcus' mouth tipped bitterly. "He already has," he said cryptically and
rose. He thanked Satyros for his hospitality and left.

The days passed slowly, though the winds held good and the conditions of
the sea were advantageous.

Marcus walked the deck by the hour, struggling with the depth
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of his emotions. Finally, he returned to his quarters, a small private chamber
that was simply furnished. He stretched out on the narrow couch built into the
wall and stared at the polished wood ceiling- He slept fitfully. Hadassah came
to him in his dreams every night. She cried out to him, and he struggled
against the hands holding him back. Julia was there, too, and Primus. Calabah
gloated as lions roared. He saw one racing toward Hadassah and fought
desperately against his bonds-and then the beast leaped and took her down.

Night after night he awakened abruptly, shaking, his body streaming with
sweat, his heart pounding. He sat up and held his head. Digging his fingers
into his scalp, he swore and struggled against the grief that overwhelmed
him.

Closing his eyes, he remembered Hadassah kneeling in the moonlight, her
hands raised to her god. He remembered cupping her face in his hands and
looking into her beautiful brown eyes, eyes so full of love and tranquility.
Every part of him yearned for her, yearned with a hunger so deep that he
groaned.

"What kind of a god are you to kill her?" he rasped, his eyes burning with
tears. "Why did you let it happen?" The anger burned in him and he clenched
his fists. "I want to know who you are," he whispered through gritted teeth. "I
want to know...."

He rose earlier than anyone else and dressed to go above deck. He needed
the stinging cold sea air, but even standing at the bow, he felt Hadassah's
presence beside him. She haunted him, but he was thankful. His memories of
her were all he had left.

Passengers awakened and moved about as the sun rose. He crossed to the
leeward side to be alone. Most of the passengers were Arabs and Syrians who
had completed their business in Ephesus and were returning home. He could
speak only rudiments of their language and did not want company. The
corbita could hold up to 300 passengers, but only 157 were on this ship
because Marcus had ordered that most of the space be used for cargo. He was
thankful there were not more people aboard.



The winds were good and the ship held a steady course. Restless, Marcus
walked the deck each day until he was exhausted. He supped with the captain
and returned to his quarters.

A few days yet from Caesarea, he grew calmer. He rested his forearms on a
stack of crates and stared ahead at the blue-green
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sea as it flashed with reflected sunlight. He knew he would i begin his quest
across the land of Judea.

The sailors called to one another as they worked the lines.' square sails
stretched taut above him. The ship moved smoothly!* through the water. The
Minerva had made good time thus far, I Marcus remained impatient, eager to
be at his destination.

A dolphin leaped below him.

He hardly noted it at first, then it appeared again. It dove an then came up,
keeping easy pace with the ship. It came straight up once and made a strange
chattering noise before splashing " i back into the sea again. One of the crew
manning the sails spotted it and cried out that the gods were with them.
Passengers ha$ tened to the leeward side and crowded him in order to watch..
Arab wearing a red burnoose with a black band pushed his way ' forward to
get a better look.

The dolphin rose again and again, just below Marcus. Arcing gracefully, it
repeatedly leaped and then slipped elegantly beneath:! the surface of the sea.
The playful animal was joined by three others, and they leaped in unison,
delighting the passengers, who began to call out greetings to them in several
languages.

"It is a good omen!" someone said in excitement. ,

"Oh, servant of Neptune!" another cried out reverently. "We thank you for
blessing our ship!"

"An offering! An offering! Give them an offering!"



Several passengers tossed coins into the sea. One struck the first dolphin
and startled it. It veered off and disappeared, the others following. The
excitement died with the creatures' departure, and the passengers milled
around and moved away from Marcus, finding places and ways to pass the
time. Several groups gathered to gamble with small dice, while others dozed
in the sun.

Satyros gave the helm to his first mate and came down to stand beside
Marcus. "A good sign for your journey, my lord."

"Would a Jewish Messiah send word by way of a pagan symbol?" Marcus
said dryly, his arms still resting on the side as he stared out at the flashes of
sunlight on the blue-green water.

"According to Paul, all things were created by this god you seek. Doesn't it
stand to reason, he can send word to you by any means he chooses?"

"And so an almighty god is sending a fish."
Satyros gazed at him steadily. "The dolphin is a symbol we all
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recognize, my lord, even those who have no faith in any religion. Perhaps
God sent the dolphin to give you hope."

"I don't need hope. I need answers." His face hardened. Defiant and angry,
he stretched his hand out over the water. "Hear me, messenger of the
Almighty! I accept no emissary!"

Satyros felt the fear Marcus should have. "Do you challenge God without
thought to the consequences?"

Marcus gripped the side. "I want the consequences. At least then I'd know if
this god truly exists, that he isn't an illusion someone thought up to foist on
gullible mankind."

Satyros drew back from him. "He exists."

"Why do you think that? Because you lived through a storm and shipwreck?



Because a snake bit a man and he didn't die of it? The Paul you speak of did
die, Satyros. On his knees, his head on a block. Tell me, what use is a god
who won't protect his own?"

"I don't have the answers you seek."

"No one does. No man, at least. Only God, if he speaks." He raised his head
and called out loudly. "I want to know!"

"You mock him. What if he hears?"

"Let him hear," he said and then repeated it, "Do you hear?" He called the
words out over the sea like a challenge, unaware and uncaring of the curious
glances he drew. "I want him to hear, Satyros. I defy him to hear."

Satyros wished now he had kept his distance from Marcus Valerian. "You
risk your life."

Marcus gave a brittle laugh. "My life, such as it is, means nothing to me. If
God chooses to take it, let him. It is empty and meaningless anyway." He
leaned on the side again, body rigid, jaw hard. "But let him face me when he
does so."
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Alexander entered the courtyard of the Asklepion. Two men' an empty litter
hurried past him to the gate and disappeared beyond the walls. Frowning, he
leaned forward, assessing the < mal scene before him.

His father had brought him to the Asklepion in Athens when he was a boy,
hoping their offerings and a daylong vigil would save Alexander's younger
brother and older sister from fever. It had been dark when he and his father
had come, as it was now,, with only the flickering torches to cast eerie
shadows over the j tening marble of the grand court. The scene he had faced
then upon entering the gates had gripped his stomach with an unspeak* able
anguish... .:

And now, as he looked at the tragic sight before him, he was filled again
with that same anguish-and with an overwhelming sense of helplessness.



More than twenty men and women lay upon the temple steps, ill, suffering,
dying. Discarded humanity. Most had been abandoned in the dead of night by
uncaring owners, left without even a blanket to cover them. Alexander fought
his emotions as he let his eyes scan the forms scattered about him, then he
turned to Hadassah.

Her stunned expression stopped him cold, and his heart sank. He had been
afraid of her reaction to what she would see and had tried the night before to
prepare her.

"My father was a slave," he had told her, watching her face in the flickering
light of the small oil lamp on the table between them. He could see the
surprise in her eyes at what he had said, for Alexander had seldom spoken of
himself or his past. He only did so now to help her understand what he
planned to do.

"He was fortunate enough to have belonged to a kind master, and because
he had business acumen, Father was put in charge of his master's finances. He
was given an allotment of money for his own personal investment and
managed to earn enough to buy his freedom. As a means of retaining his
services, Caius Ancus Herophilus, my grandfather, offered his daughter,
Drusilla, in mar

99

riage- My father had been in love with my mother for a long time and
gladly accepted. When my grandfather died, my father inherited his estate
through my mother. They had seven children.. .."

When he had paused, Hadassah's eyes had searched his face. He had known
she had seen that he was not finished. So she had simply remained silent,
waiting.

Alexander had looked at her, his eyes reflecting an age-old pain. "My father
and mother had property, money, and prestige. All the advantages one could
desire. And yet, with all of that, I am the only child who survived. My
brothers and sisters, one by one, died while still small. And all the wealth, all
the prayers and offerings at the temples, all the tears on my mother's face,



couldn't change that."
"Is that why you decided to become a physician?"

"Partly. I saw my brothers and sisters die of various childhood illnesses and
diseases, and I saw the cost to my parents. But it was more than that. It was
also what I felt each time my father took me to the Asklepion to beseech the
god's favor. I was helpless in the face of the misery I saw there. There was no
evidence of power. Just suffering. And I wanted to do something about it. I've
learned since that you can't change very much in this world. I do what I can
and try to be content with that." He had reached out to take her hand then.
"Listen to me, Hadassah. You'll see things tomorrow morning that will turn
you inside out. But we can only bring one patient back with us."

She had nodded. "Yes, my lord."

"I warn you not to have expectations. Whomever we choose has little
chance of survival. The slaves you see at the Asklepion are useless to their
masters and have been left to die. I've failed more times than I've succeeded
in treating them."

"How many times have you done this?"

"A dozen times, maybe more. The first time I tried to treat a slave left at a
temple in Rome. I had more money then, and private quarters. But the man
died within a week. Still, at least he died in comfort. I lost four more after
that and almost gave up."

Her eyes had shone with compassion. "Why didn't you?"

"Because part of my training involved a proper worship of the healing
deities. I couldn't walk by those people and pretend they weren't there." He
had sighed, shaking his head. "I can't say that my reasons were entirely
altruistic. When a student of medicine loses a patient left on the steps of the
Asklepion, no one cares.
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Lose a freeman of station and you can kiss your future good- |9 bye." A



grimace had crossed his face. "My motives are both gdifl and bad, Hadassah.
I want to help, but I also want to learn." 9

"Have any of these patients lived?"fl

"Three. One in Rome, a Greek every bit as stubborn as my jl father. And
two in Alexandria."Jfl

"Then what you did was worthwhile," she had said with a 1l quiet
certainty.|fl

Now, though, watching the look on her face, Alexander wonw dered if he
was right to keep doing this ... and if he should evelB have brought Hadassah
with him. Despite all he'd said the nightfl before, he could see Hadassah was
filled with horror at the sights of so many abandoned slaves on the temple
steps.'

"Oh," she whispered, coming to a stop beside him, that single! word
piercing his heart with its wealth of compassion and sorrovM

Alexander looked away, his throat suddenly tight with emo- <% tion. After
a moment, he spoke, his voice gruff. "Come on. We | haven't much time."]

He passed by an emaciated gray-haired man and bent down '] beside one
younger. Hadassah followed him toward the marble , steps of the Asklepion,
but paused beside the man he had passed by. She went down on one knee and
felt the old man's fevered brow. He didn't open his eyes.

"Leave him," Alexander called to her as he strode across the courtyard to
the steps of the Asklepion.

Hadassah glanced up and watched him quickly pass by two other
abandoned slaves. Their masters had not even taken the time to place them on
the uppermost temple steps where there was some shelter. This poor old man
had been discarded barely a few feet inside the propylon. Others nearby lay
unconscious, devastated by unknown illnesses.

"We'll find one that might be cured and do what we can," Alexander had
told her several times last night, adding a warning. "You'll see many who



have fatal illnesses or are simply old and worn out. You must harden yourself
to pass by them, Hadassah. We can only bring one back with us, a man with a
chance of survival."

She looked toward the glistening marble steps of the pagan temple and
counted more than twenty men and women lying on them. Discarded
humanity. She looked down at the old man

101
again. He had been abandoned here in the night without even a blanket to
cover him.

"Leave him," Alexander called to her sternly.
"We might-"

"Look at the color of his skin, Hadassah. He won't make it through the day.
Besides, he's old. One younger has a better chance."

Hadassah saw the old slave's eyes flicker and felt a grief past reasoning.
"There is one who loves you," she said to him. "His name is Jesus." The old
man was too weak and sick to speak, but as he looked up at her with fever-
glazed eyes, she told him the Good News of Christ. She didn't know if he
understood or received consolation, but she took his thin hand between hers.
"Believe and be saved," she said. "Be comforted."

Alexander looked around grimly at the selection of abandoned slaves before
him. Most were too close to death to warrant attention. Glancing back, he
saw Hadassah still bent over the dying old man. "Hadassah!" he shouted,
commanding this time. "Come away from him." He motioned for her to
follow. "See about the others."

She pressed the old man's limp hand against her veiled cheek and prayed,
"Father, have mercy on this man." She removed her shawl and laid it over
him, her eyes blurred with tears as he gave her a weak smile. "Please,
Yeshua, take him up that he be with you in paradise.” She rose painfully,
helpless to do anything more for him.



Leaning heavily on her walking stick, she crossed the courtyard and went
up the steps after Alexander. She started to bend down to another man, but
the young physician called out to her not to waste her time with that one
either. "He's dead. Look at those others over there."

As she moved laboriously up the steps, she looked at each abandoned man
or woman on the white gleaming steps of the Asklepion. She wanted to cry
out in anger. More than twenty sick and dying slaves had been left here by
their callous masters. Some had already died and would soon be carted away
by temple attendants. Others, like the old man, lay half-conscious, without
hope or comfort, awaiting death. A few moaned in pain and delirium.

Temple attendants were already moving some-not to care for them, but to
get them out of sight so that they might not offend the eyes of early morning
worshipers, some of whom had already
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arrived on plush, veiled litters born aloft by slaves. As the wealt devotees
alighted and walked up the steps, they kept their eyes straight ahead, focusing
on the majestic temple rather than on the! human suffering before it. They
had their own problems to concern them and-contrary to those sprawled
about them-the money needed for ceremonial offerings and prayers.,

Hadassah bent to another man. She turned him gently and found he was
already dead. As she rose, she felt weak and nauseated. So much pain and
suffering, and yet only one of these pitiful| creatures would gain Alexander's
full attention and medical assistance.

God, who is it to be? Whose life will you spare today? She looked around,
confused and disheartened. Who, Lord?

She sensed someone watching her and turned. Several steps above her lay a
large, dark-skinned man, his black, fever-glazed eyes staring at her without
blinking. His features were aquiline, and he was wearing a soiled gray tunic.

An Arab.

He reminded her piercingly of the long march from Jerusalem when she had



been chained with other captives. Men who looked very much like him had
thrown dung at her and the other Jewish prisoners. Men like him had spit on
her as she passed by.

This one, Lord? She looked away, her gaze passing again over all the others
and coming back to the Arab above her.

This one.
Hadassah labored up the steps toward him.
His fingers worked beads swiftly with each prayer he rasped. To Vishnu.

She lowered herself painfully onto the marble step just below him and put
her walking stick aside. She cupped his hand in hers, stilling his futile,
repetitive pleas. "Shhh," she said gently. "God hears your prayers." His
fingers loosened, and she took the prayer beads and tucked them into her sash
for safekeeping should he want them later. She touched his forehead
tentatively and assessed his eyes as he gazed up at her. She was surprised at
the fear in his eyes. Did he think she was the specter of death beneath her
veils? His breathing was labored.

She raised her head and motioned to Alexander. "Over here, my lord!"

Alexander hurried toward her. As he reached them, the man coughed. It
came deep from his lungs, wracking his body. Alexan
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der watched small spots of blood stain the pristine marble. "Lung fever," he
said grimly and shook his head.

"This is the one," Hadassah said and slipped her arm beneath the man's
broad shoulders.

"Hadassah, the disease has already consumed his lungs. I can't do anything
for him."

Ignoring him, she spoke to the Arab. "We're taking you home with us. We
will give you medicine and food. You will have shelter and rest."” She helped



him into a sitting position. "God has sent me to you."
"Hadassah," Alexander said, his mouth flattening out.

"This one," she said, and Alexander looked at her sharply. He had never felt
such fierce determination from her before.

"Very well," he said and put his hand heavily on her shoulder. "I'll take
him." He drew her to her feet and set her aside. Handing her the walking
stick, he looked around for help and called to two temple attendants. Eager to
have the ill man removed from their midst, they lifted him easily to a rented
litter.

Alexander looked at the Arab again. Drugs and time would be wasted on
this one.

Hadassah lingered, looking at all the others they had to leave behind to die.

"Come, Hadassah. We must show these men the way," Alexander said. She
lowered her head in a way that told him she was weeping silently beneath her
veils. He frowned. "I should've left you at the booth rather than bring you to
see this."

Her hand whitened on the walking stick as she walked with him. "Is it better
to hide from what's happening in the world than to know?"

"Sometimes. Especially when there's nothing you can do to change it," he
said, slowing his pace to make it easier on her.

"You are changing it for one man," she said.

He looked at the Arab being carried on the open-air litter. His dusky skin
had a faint tinge of gray and sheen of sweat. Deep hollows were beneath his
eyes. "I doubt he'll live."

"He will live."

Alexander was amazed at her conviction, but he had learned from past
experience to respect what she said. She had knowledge he couldn't fathom.



"I'll do what I can for him, but it'll be up to God whether he lives or dies."
"Yes," she said and fell into silence. He knew by the way she
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limped and held her walking stick that all her efforts were now * fl
concentrated on making her way through the crowded streets. rafl stayed just
ahead of her with the litter to his left in order to pro>H tect her way. She was
tired and in pain. She needed no careless passersby jostling her, and he meant
to make sure none did. II

When they reached the booth, Alexander placed the Arab on 'M the table to
examine him further. Hadassah took the goatskin bowl tie from the wall hook
and poured water into a clay cup. She ,M hung the bottle back on its hook and
came to slip her armJj

beneath the man's shoulders, raising him enough so that he coul4|l drink.I
"Shall I mark his cup lest we use it by mistake, my lord?" %

He laughed. "Now that you've gotten your way in bringing M him here,
it's'my lord'again."i

"Of course, my lord," she said again, and he heard the smile in 1 her tone.1

She lowered the Arab, and Alexander watched her stroke the j man's hair
back like a mother would. He knew the tenderness t that would be in her
touch and the compassion that would shine 1 from her eyes. A sudden surge
of protectiveness shot through *i him. The thought that anyone could have
wished her dead, could have ordered her sent to the lions, filled him with a
fury that star- ' tied him. -\

Abruptly he directed his gaze at the Arab. "Your name," he said.
"Amraphel," he rasped. "Rashid Ched-or-laomer," he finished.

"That is too much name for any man," Alexander said. "We'll call you
Rashid." He took the damp cloth Hadassah handed him and wiped the man's
sweaty face. "You have no master now, Rashid. Do you understand me?



Whoever left you on the steps forfeited all rights to you. I claim none. Your
only obligation to me is to do as I say until you are well. Then it will be up to
you whether you go or stay and work with me."

Rashid coughed heavily. Alexander stood by, watching him with a grim
expression. When the spasm finally passed, Rashid groaned in pain and sank
back weakly on the table.

Hadassah came and stood beside the table again. She put her hand on
Rashid's chest and felt the steady, strong beat of his heart beneath her palm.
He will live. The still small voice assured her again of this. God knew how.
God knew why.

Relaxing, Rashid put his hand over hers and looked up at her

105



with deep-set obsidian eyes. She smoothed his black hair back from his
brow again. "God has not abandoned you."

He recognized the Judean accent and frowned slightly. Why had a Jew
taken pity on an Arab?

"Rest. We'll prepare a bed for you."

When it was ready, Alexander helped him into it. He was asleep almost
within the moment he was covered with the wool blankets.

Alexander stood with his hands on his hips gazing down at his sleeping
patient. "In good health, he must have been a man worth reckoning with."

"He will be again. How will you treat him?"

"With horehound and plantain-not that it'll do him much good at this point
in the disease."

"I'll prepare a poultice of fenugreek," she said.
"Frankly, it would be more productive to beseech your god in his behalf."

"I have been praying, my lord, and will continue to do so," she said. "But
there are things we can do for him as well."

"Then let's get to it."
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Rashid did little else but sleep over the next few weeks. His mat i was
against the back wall of the booth, out of the way. When he* was awake, he
watched Alexander and Hadassah care for patie He listened to all that was
said and observed what was done.

Hadassah gave him fish, vegetables, and bread soaked in twice a day.
Though he had no appetite, she insisted he eat. "Y j will regain your
strength.”" She spoke with such certainty, he obeyed her.

When the long day ended, he watched her prepare the even meal. She



always served him first, then the physician, which sur* prised him. As he
thought proper, the woman served herself on after they had eaten their fill.

Each night he listened as they carried on lengthy discussions of | each
patient. It became quickly apparent to Rashid that the veiled woman knew
more about each man, woman, and child who came j to the booth than the
physician himself. The physician had heard words; the woman had heard
their pain, anguish, and fear. The ] sician saw each patient as some physical
ailment. The woman kri their souls ... just as she had known his the moment
she looked into his eyes. He had felt it when she touched him.

People came more often to see her, but she guided them gently to the
physician. Yet Rashid could not help wonder over the weeks that passed if
anything the physician did would do any good without her presence.

He looked at Alexander sitting at his worktable nearby, transferring all that
Hadassah had written on the tablets onto scrolls, adding what he had done for
each patient. When he finished this task, he would take the evening inventory
of drugs, making note of what was needed. He would prepare medicines.

And all the while he worked, she sat, hidden beneath her veils on the small
stool near the brazier, praying.

It seemed to Rashid that she prayed constantly. Sometimes Rashid heard
her humming softly. At times, she would unclasp her hands and spread them,
palms upward. Even during the day when
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she was seeing the sick, there was an air about her that made him think she
was listening, contemplating something unseen.

Watching her filled him with a sense of peace, for he had seen amazing
things happen in this booth over the past weeks. He was convinced that the
God of Abraham had touched her with power.

As he improved, he sat on a mat outside and overheard other things. "She
has the healing touch." More than one person spoke these words to any who
would listen. Word about Hadassah and Alexander was spreading, for some



who came to see them were not from the narrow streets near the wharf or
baths, but from across the city.

A small crowd gathered outside each morning. They could be heard
whispering respectfully, waiting for the partitions to be drawn back and the
booth opened. Some came because they were sick or injured and needed a
physician's attention. Others came to hear Hadassah's stories and ask
questions about her god.

A woman named Ephicharis came often with her little daughter, Helena. So,
too, did a man named Boethus. He sometimes brought his wife and four
children with him. He never left without giving Hadassah coin "for someone

in need." And always this offering was given to someone before the day had
ended.

One morning, a young woman came to the booth. Rashid noticed her
immediately, for she was a lovely finch among a flock of plain brown
sparrows. Though she was dressed in a simple brown tunic with a white waist
sash and a shawl drawn over her dark hair, her beauty captivated. A woman
such as this belonged in silk and jewels.

Hadassah was pleased to see her. "Severina! Come. Sit. Tell me how you
are."

Rashid stared at Severina as she moved gracefully among the others. She
possessed the radiance of a star shining in the heavens as she took the stool
beside Hadassah's writing table and said, "I didn't think you'd remember me. I
was here so long ago."

Hadassah covered the woman's hand with her own. "You look in good
health."

"I am," she said. "I didn't return to the Artemision."

Hadassah said nothing, allowing her the freedom to say more if she chose.
Severina raised her eyes again. "I sold myself as a household slave. The
master who bought me is kind, as is his lady. She's trained me as a weaver. |
enjoy the work very much."



"The Lord has been good to you."
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Severina's eyes filled with tears. With trembling hands, she took Hadassah's
and pressed it between hers. "You were kind i me when I came here. You
asked me my name. You rememb me. So simple a thing as that and yet
important in ways you i imagine." She blushed. Letting go of Hadassah, she
arose. "I j wanted you to know," she whispered and quickly turned a'

Hadassah rose clumsily. "Severina, wait. Please." She hobbli over to where
the young woman stood uncertainly on the edge < the circle of waiting
patients. They spoke for several minutes while others watched. Hadassah
embraced her, and Severina clung to her, then drew back and walked quickly
away.

Rashid watched Hadassah's stiff, awkward gait as she made her way back to
her stool. He wondered if she was even aware that several patients who sat on
the stone-cobbled street waiting*, to see the physician touched her hem as she
passed by.

Each day brought improvement for the Arab. Alexander examined him
daily and kept record of the amount of horehound and } plantain he gave him,
as well as the fenugreek poultices Hadas bound to his chest. Perhaps these
things, as well as the nourishing! food and warmth of blankets and shelter,
had had a part in savk him from death. But Rashid knew it was more than
medicine or shelter that had restored his life. Because of his knowledge, he
treated Hadassah with a respect bordering on reverence.

One thing, though, greatly troubled him. One evening he gath: ered his
courage and sought an answer. "Are you his slave, my lady?"

"Not exactly," she said.

Alexander was bent over a scroll on which he was writing. He glanced up at
her answer. "She is free, Rashid. Just as you are free."

Hadassah turned toward Alexander. "I am a slave, my lord, and will remain
so until legally freed."



Rashid saw that her statement annoyed the physician, for he put down his
stylus and turned fully on his stool. "Your masters forfeited all rights to you
when they sent you to the arena. Your god protected you, and / put you back
together again."

"If it was known I was alive, my lord, it would be within my lady's right to
demand my return."

"Then she will not know," he said simply. "Tell me her name so that I may
avoid her."

Hadassah sat in silence.
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"Why do you not tell him?" Rashid asked, perplexed.

Alexander smiled wryly. "Because she is stubborn, Rashid. You see every
day how stubborn she is."

"If not for her, you would have passed me by on the steps of the
Asklepion,” Rashid said darkly.

Alexander's brows rose slightly. "I admit that's true. I thought you were near
death."

"T was."
"Not near enough, it would seem. You are gaining strength each day."
"I was nearer death than you know. She touched me."

His meaning was all too clear, and Alexander smiled wryly at Hadassah.
"Clearly he thinks my ministrations had nothing to do with his improvement."
He returned to his scrolls.

"Do not credit me with healing you, Rashid," Hadassah said in dismay. "It
was not I, but Christ Jesus."

"You have told others that this Christ dwells in you," Rashid said.



"As he dwells in all those who believe in him. He would come to dwell
within you if you chose to open your heart to him."

"I belong to Siva."

"We are both children of Abraham, Rashid. And there is only one God, the
true God, Jesus, God the Son."

"I have heard you speak often of him, my lady, but it is not the path Siva
has chosen for me. You forgive your enemy. I kill mine." His eyes darkened.
"As I swear before Siva, I will kill yours if they ever come for you."

She sat in stunned silence, staring through her veils at the dark, proud, rigid
face before her.

Alexander glanced back over his shoulder, equally surprised by such fierce
vehemence. Turning around, he assessed the Arab. "What position did you
have in your master's household, Rashid?"

"I guarded his son until my illness overtook me."
"Then you are a trained soldier."
"From a race of warriors," Rashid said with a proud lift of his head.

Alexander smiled ruefully. "It seems God has not sent me an apprentice
after all, Hadassah. He has sent you a protector."

110

Julia stood among the crowd inside the propylon of the Askleprrl ion and
listened to the seemingly endless program of poets com>|| peting in the
triennial festival honoring the god. She had found j the earlier game with
athletic and gymnastic events more to her taste. This sea of words pouring
forth meant nothing to her. She| was not a poet, nor an athlete. And she was
in poor health. The | reason she had come so often to the Asklepion was to
attain the mercy of the god. She could not please the deity by literary wor| or
feats of strength and agility. Therefore, she would make a vig through the
long night in order to honor and appease him.



As the sun set, she went inside the temple and knelt before thej altar where
the sacrifices were made. She prayed to the god of health and physique. She
prayed until her knees and back ached. \ When she could kneel no longer, she
lay on her face on the cold marble, arms outstretched toward the marble
statue of Asklepios,'

Morning came and she was filled with pain in every part of hei| being. She
heard the chorus singing ritual hymns. She arose and stood with the others
who had made vigils through the night with } her. A priest gave a lengthy
speech, but in her exhausted state, little of what he said made any sense.

Where was mercy? Where was compassion? How many offerings and vigils
would she have to make to be made whole, to earn restoration?

Weakened from her long vigil, depressed and sick, she sank down and
leaned heavily against one of the marble columns. She closed her eyes. The
priest droned on and on.

She awakened with a start, someone shaking her. She glanced up, confused,
still half-asleep.

"This is not a place to sleep, woman! Arise from here and go home," the
man said, clearly annoyed with her presence. From his robes, she knew he
was one of the temple wardens.

"I can't."

"What do you mean you can't?"

"I was here all night praying," she stammered.

He took hold of her and pulled her roughly to her feet. "Have
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you no maid with you?" he said impatiently, assessing the fine linen of the
tunic and veils she wore.

Julia looked around for Eudemas. "She must have left me sometime during
the night."



"I will summon a slave to take you home."

"No. I mean, I can't go home. I've been praying, praying for hours. Please.
Let me enter the abaton and receive healing."

"You must go through the purification ceremony and then be washed at the
Sacred Well before we can admit you to the abaton, woman. You should
know that. And even after that it's up to the god whether you regain your
health."

"I will do anything you ask," she said desperately.
He assessed her again. "It is very costly," he said quietly.

"How much?" she said quickly. She saw his eyes move to her gold earrings.
She removed them and handed them to him. He tucked them swiftly into the
folds of his red silk girdle and looked pointedly at her gold pendant. She
removed it as well and placed it in his outstretched hand. His thick fingers
closed around it and pushed it hastily into the folds of his red girdle along
with her earrings.

"Now will you take me inside?"
"Have you nothing else?"

She looked down at her shaking white hands. "All I have left is this lapis
and gold ring my father gave me when I was child."

He took her hand and looked at it. "I will have it," he said, letting go of her.

Tears blurring her eyes, she twisted the ring until she was able to pull it
from the little finger of her right hand. She watched him tuck it away with the
earrings and pendant. "Follow me," he said.

He left her in a purification chamber, where she was told to remove all her
clothing. She had always been proud of her body. Now as this servant washed
her, cleansing her body in preparation for entering the Sacred Well, she was
ashamed and embarrassed. Revealed were the festering ulcers and strange
purple-red bruises that were evidence of her mysterious, malignant disease.



When the loose white garment was held out to her, she grasped it and drew it
on quickly, covering herself from prying, curious eyes.

Julia entered the chamber that protected the Sacred Well and saw others
waiting ahead of her. She looked away from a woman with mentagra, a
terrible skin disorder. She fought a wave of repulsion at the ugly skin
eruptions on the woman's face and
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watched a man with swollen joints enter the sacred pool. went into a spasm
of violent coughing as the attendants 1 lower him, and they had to wait for it
to end.

The next to enter the pool was a obese woman who was / trembling
violently. Attendants sang ritual hymns and then repeated incantations as
each applicant of the god's favor ' down the steps into the water. One after
another, each with i disease or deformity, entered the pool.

When it came Julia's turn, she couldn't concentrate on theH words being
chanted or sung. All she could think about was i woman with mentagra
entering the sacred waters just ahead i her. She had watched as the attendants
lowered the woman 1 she was submerged in the murky pool. Now she was to
enter i same water that had washed over those revolting eruptions.

The hands of the attendants took hold of hers firmly, helpifi her down the
slippery steps. She fought panic as they leaned 1 back, the water cold against
her back and creeping up around and over her, covering her face. She wanted
to scream, but she held her panic inside, pressing her lips together, holding
her;:breath. Down, down, she went into the cloudy water of the ' Sacred Well,
sulfur burning her eyes even though they were clc

She was lifted up again, and it took all her willpower not to shake free of
the attendants and clamber frantically up the oppof]| site steps and out of the
polluted pool. She gave those helping he a false, tentative smile, but their
attention was already focused i the man behind her, who was now entering
the sacred waters.

Shivering, she entered the next chamber, where she discarded, the sodden



white smock and put on a loose white tunic. Another | attendant led her down
a long open corridor to the abaton, a 1 sacred dormitory adjacent to the
Asklepion, where she would be / "incubated" for the night. In front of it was
the sacred pit of snakes. Priests poured libations into the writhing mass of
churning reptiles, chanting and praying aloud to the gods and spirits of the
underworld.

Julia entered the abaton. Though she had no appetite, she ate the food and
drank the wine they brought to her. Perhaps it had drugs in it that would bring
on the healing dreams. She lay down upon the sleeping bench and prayed
again. She knew if she dreamed that dogs licked her body or snakes crawled
over her, it would be a sign that Asklepios had favored her and would heal
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her. So she prayed that the dogs and snakes would come to her, though the
very thought of either terrified her.

Her eyelids felt heavy, her body weighted. She thought someone had
entered the room, but was too tired to open her eyes and look. She heard a
man's voice, speaking softly, invoking the gods and spirits of the underworld
to come to her, to heal her of her afflictions. Her body became heavier and
heavier as she sank down into a dark pit.. ..

Snakes were beneath her, thousands of them in all sizes, squirming and
twisting together in a terrifying mass. Boa constrictors and tiny asps, small
harmless snakes she had seen in the villa garden in Rome, and poisonous
cobras with their spreading capes. Their split tongues darted in and out, in
and out, closer and closer, until they flicked against her flesh, each touch like
fire until her body was being consumed by it.

She struggled, crying out, and awakened.

Someone was in the shadows of her small cell, speaking to her in a low
voice. She strained to see who it was, but her vision was distorted, her
thoughts clouded.

"Marcus?"



The form did not answer. Disoriented, she closed her eyes. Where was she?
She breathed deeply and slowly until her mind cleared slightly, and she
remembered. The abaton. She had come for healing.

She started to cry. She should be happy. The snakes had crawled over her in
her dream. It was a sign from the gods that she would get well. And yet she
couldn't still the voice of doubt that echoed in her mind. What if the dream
meant nothing? What if the gods were mocking her? Her chest ached as she
tried to stop sobbing.

Turning her head, she saw the shadowy figure still standing in the dark
corner of the cell. Had Asklepios come to her? "Who are you?" she
whispered hoarsely, afraid, yet hopeful.

He began to speak in a low, strange voice, and she realized he was chanting.
The voice droned on, the words making no sense to her. She grew drowsy
again and struggled against sleep, not wanting to dream of the snake pit. But
she could not withstand the effects of the drugs she had been given, and she
sank into dark

ness.

She heard dogs barking and moaned. They were coming closer, closer,
faster and faster. She was running across a hot, rocky
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plain. When she looked back, she saw the dogs coming in a i racing across
the ground toward her. She stumbled and fell, A bered back to her feet,
panting, her lungs burning as she trie run faster. They came on, barking
wildly, fangs bared.

"Someone help me! Someone help-!"

She stumbled again, and before she could get up, they we her, not licking
her diseased flesh but tearing at it with their i fangs. Screaming, she fought
them.

She awakened with a cry and sat up on the narrow bed. It) a moment before



her breathing slowed down and she fully i ized it had only been a dream. No
shadowy figure loomed i dark corner. She covered her face and cried, afraid
to go back | sleep again. And so she waited through the long, cold hours 1
darkness began lifting.

A temple warden came to her at daybreak and asked what! had dreamed.
She told him in as much detail as she could ren her and saw he looked
troubled.

"What's wrong? Is it a bad omen? Won't I get well?" she as breathlessly,
near tears again. Her stomach quivered, warning < near hysteria. Clenching
her hands, she fought against it.

"Asklepios has sent a good sign," the warden assured her calmly, his face
once again devoid of emotion. "Many snakes, many dogs. It is unusual. Your
prayers have found great favor with our most high god."

Julia felt vaguely uncomfortable with his interpretation. She had seen
something in his eyes, something terrible and uns She was certain that now
he was telling her what she longed to hear. Still, she couldn't help but ask,
"Then I will be well again?"*

He nodded. "In time, Asklepios will restore your health."”
"In time," she said bleakly. "How much time?"
"Y ou must show more faith, woman."

And then she knew. "How do I show Asklepios that I have enough faith for
him to heal me?" she said, trying to keep the bitter cynicism out of her voice.
She knew what was coming. She had heard it often enough from the priests
of half a dozen other gods whose favor she had sought and failed to secure.

The warden raised his head slightly, his eyes narrowing. "In vigils, in
prayer, in meditation, and in votive offerings. And when you are well, you
must show the proper gratitude in worthy gifts."

She looked away from him and closed her eyes. She had no strength for
lengthy vigils and no heart for prayer and meditation.
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fhe wealth she had once thought enough to keep her in luxury for a lifetime
had dwindled to almost nothing, siphoned off by Primus. He had stripped her
of most of her estate and then vanished from Ephesus. Perhaps, like Calabah,
he had simply boarded a ship and sailed away to Rome, where he would find
a far more exciting life than watching her die slowly of some unnamed
illness.

She had learned only a few days ago that she had barely enough money left
to live in simple comfort. She could spare little for the kind of votive
offerings to which the warden alluded: gold replicas of the internal organs
that pained her. It wasn't pain as much as it was a spreading weakness ... the
constant fevers, the nausea and sweats, spells of trembling, and the oozing
sores in her secret places all drained her to the point of exhaustion.

"Why don't you kill yourself and have done with it?" Primus had said
during what she later realized was their last conversation before he
abandoned her. "Put yourself out of misery."

But she wanted to live! She didn't want to die and be in darkness for the rest

of eternity. She didn't want to die and face whatever unknown horror awaited
her.

She was afraid.

"I have very little money," she said, looking back at the warden, who sat
silently waiting for her to say something. "My husband has taken most of my
estate and left me. I haven't enough to have votive offerings made of gold or
silver or even brass."

"A pity," he said without feeling. He rose. "Your clothing is on the shelf.
Please leave the tunic behind."

She was stunned by his indifference.

Alone again, she sat on the couch, too tired and despondent to feel
anything. She rose after a long time, removed the white garment she had been
given, and put on her own fine blue linen tunic. She touched her earlobes and



throat where her last pieces of gold jewelry had been and let her hands drop
to her sides. She took up her blue shawl with the elegant, expensive,
embroidered flower trim and draped it over her head and shoulders.

Tipping her chin slightly, she walked out into the corridor. Several
attendants stopped her and asked how her night had gone, if the gods had
answered her prayer. Smiling, she lied and said she was healed of her
affliction.

"Asklepios be praised!" they said one after another.
She walked quickly across the courtyard and through the pro
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pylon to the people-thronged street beyond. She wanted to be home. Not in
her villa here in Ephesus. She wanted to be back j the villa in Rome, a child
again. She wanted to return to the i when her whole life stretched out ahead
of her, brilliant and 1 tiful as the colors of dawn, fresh and new, full of
potential, ] opportunities.

She wanted to start over. If only she could, how differently i would do
things, how differently things would have turned i

She had thought Asklepios would give her that. She had thought her
offerings, her vigils, her prayers would earn that for” her. And he had sent the
snakes. He had sent the dogs.

And yet she knew, deep within, that it was all for naught, less rage filled
her. "Stone! That's all you are! You can't heal i one! You're nothing but cold,
dead stone!" She bumped into someone.

"A curse on you, woman! Watch where you're going!"
Bursting into tears, Julia ran.
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The Minerva landed in Caesarea Maritima at the beginning of the warming
of spring. Though the city was built by a Jewish king, Marcus found it as
Roman, both in appearance and atmosphere, as the Eternal City in which he'd



been reared. Four centuries before, this same site had been settled by
Phoenicians who built a small, fortified anchorage called Strato's Tower,
honoring one of their kings. The anchorage had been expanded and
modernized by Herod the Great, and he named his new city in honor of
Emperor Caesar Augustus. Caesarea had become one of the most important
seaports in the Empire and the seat for Roman prefects governing Palestine.

Herod had rebuilt the city with his eyes on Rome, borrowing mightily from
the conquered Greeks. Hellenistic influence showed strongly in the
amphitheater, hippodrome, baths, and aqueducts. There was also the temple
honoring Augustus, as well as the statues to various Roman and Greek gods
that continued to so enrage righteous Jews.

Marcus was well aware that conflicts had often arisen between the Jewish
and Greek people of the city. The last bloody rebellion had been sparked ten
years before, only to be crushed by Vespasian and his son Titus before they
had marched on against Jerusalem, the heart of Judea. Vespasian had been
pronounced emperor here in Caesarea and had promptly elevated the city to a
Roman colony.

Despite the iron grip of Rome upon the city, Marcus sensed that unrest
remained an undercurrent as he walked through the narrow streets. Satyros
warned him against entering certain sections of the city, and it was to those
very sections that Marcus went. These were Hadassah's people. He wanted to
know what made them so stubborn and determined in their faith.

He wasted no time in contemplating the violence that might befall him at
the hands of zealots or sicarii. He was on a quest to find Hadassah's god, and
he wouldn't find him in the Roman baths and arenas or in the homes of fellow
Roman merchants.
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The information he needed lay in the minds of these Jewish pad"H ots who
had the same stubbornness he had sensed in HadassaMB/AH

Within three days of his arrival, Marcus had purchased a sttrijAH desert
horse, supplies for his overland journey, and an itinerary '"HAl showing roads,



stationes, and civitates, all with distances betwemfH After a day of studying
the map, he rode away from Caesarea arm”k headed southeast for Sebaste, in
the district of Samaria.'f|"\|

Marcus reached the city early in the afternoon on the seconB day. He had
been told beforehand that the ancient Jewish city |fl vied in grandeur with
Jerusalem before the destruction. He spo$$M ted it long before he reached it,
for it was high on a hill. From IfflH conversations with Satyros while sailing
from Ephesus on the <IH Minerva, Marcus knew Sebaste to be the only city
the ancient iH Hebrews founded. Built by King Omri over nine hundred years
before, Samaria-as it had previously been called-had served dPB a capital for
the kingdom of Israel, while Jerusalem was capital ,H| for the kingdom of
Judah.|9

The city had a long and bloody history. It was here that a Jew*jB ish
prophet named Elijah had slaughtered two hundred Baal *fjfl priests. Later
the dynasty of King Ahab and his Phoenician wife, "M Jezebel, was
overthrown by a man named Jehu, who slaughtered' m the worshipers of Baal
and then turned the god's temple into a 'M latrine. But the bloodshed had not
ended there. 'M

Over the centuries, Samaria was conquered by the Assyrians, !|
Babylonians, Persians, and Macedonians. Finally, a Hasmonean "I leader by
the name of John Hyrcanus I made the city part of a ;! Jewish kingdom again.
But less than two centuries later, Pompey 'i took the city for Rome. Caesar
Augustus gave Samaria to Herod I the Great as a gift, and the Jewish king
promptly renamed itj

"Sebaste," Greek for "Augustus."

As Marcus rode through the gates into the city, he saw again the heavy
stamp of Roman and Greek influence. The populace was a mingling of races:
Roman, Greek, Arab, and Jew. He found an inn near the marketplace, or what
was called an inn. Actually, it was little more than a protected courtyard with
booths along the inner walls and a fire in the center. Still, it was shelter.

After a visit to the baths, he returned to the inn and asked questions of the



proprietor, a thin, shrewd-eyed Greek named Malchus.

"You're wasting your time looking for the Jews' god. Even they dispute
among themselves as to which mountain is the holy
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mount. Those in Sebaste say Mount Gerizim is where Abraham took his son
to be sacrificed."

"What do you mean 'sacrificed'?"

"The race of Jews began with a man named Abraham, who was told by their
god to sacrifice his only son, a son he had in his old age and who was
promised him by this same god," Malchus said, pouring wine into Marcus'
goblet.

Marcus gave a mirthless laugh. "So he killed his own from the beginning."

"They don't see it that way. The Jews believe their god was testing their
patriarch's faith. Would this Abraham choose to love God more than his only
son? He passed the test, and his son was spared. It's considered one of the
most crucial events in their religious history. Abraham's obedience to his god
is what made his descendants 'the chosen people.' You'd think they'd know
where it happened, but somewhere along the line the location came into
dispute. It's either Moriah to the south or Gerizim within walking distance of
here. It didn't help matters that the Jews in Jerusalem look upon those here in
Samaria as a tainted race."

"Tainted by what?"

"Intermarriage with Gentiles. You and I are Gentiles, my lord. In fact,
anyone not born a direct descendant of this Abraham is a Gentile. They're
adamant about it. Even those who embrace their religion aren't considered
true Jews, not even after they've been circumcised."

Marcus winced. He'd heard what circumcision entailed. "What man in full
possession of his senses would agree to such a barbaric practice?"

"Anyone who wants to adhere to the Jewish Law," Malchus said. "The



problem is the Jews can't even agree among themselves. And they hold
grudges longer than any Roman. The Jews in the districts of Judea and
Galilee hate those here in Samaria, and it's got to do with whatever happened
centuries ago," he said. "There was a temple here once, but it was destroyed
by a Hasmonean Jew named John Hyrcanus. The Samaritans haven't
forgotten that, either. They've got long memories. There's a lot of bad blood
between them, and the rift between them grows wider as time goes by."

"I'd think worshiping one god would unite a people."

"Ha! Jews are splintered into all kinds of factions and sects. You've got the
Essenes, the Zealots, the Pharisees, and the Saddu
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cees. You've got Samaritans, who proclaim Mount Gerizim tlui/\

holy mountain, and Jews in Judea who've still praying at what"H
remains of their temple walls. Then you've got new sects cropJ\B
ping up all the time. These Christians, for example. They've AH
lasted longer than most, though the Jews have driven almost allH
of them out of Palestine. There are still a few determined to stajjfl
and save the rest. I'll tell you, where there are Christians in PaleJM
tine, you can be sure there'll be a riot and someone will get ,]H
stoned."Jfl

"Are there Christians here in Sebaste?" Marcus said.

"A few. I don't have anything to do with them. It's not good 4M
for business."|fl

"Where would I find them?", M



"Don't get anywhere near them. And if you do, don't bring '}jm
any into my inn. Jews hate Christians worse than they hate the im
Romans."*1

sifl

"I thought they'd have a common ground. The same god." 1

"You're asking the wrong man. About all I know is the Chris-'T tians believe
the Messiah has already come. His name was Jesus.fi He laughed derisively.
"This Jesus, who was supposedly their I anointed one of God, came from
some little dunghill in Galilee ;| named Nazareth. Believe me, nothing good
comes out of Galilee. | Ignorant fishermen and shepherds, mostly, but
certainly not a I Messiah like the one the Jews are expecting. The Messiah is
sup- I posed to be a warrior-king who comes down from the heavens " with a
legion of angels. The Christians worship a Messiah who was a carpenter.
What's more, he was crucified, though they claim he arose from the dead.
According to this sect, Jesus fulfilled and, thereby, abolished the Law.
There's enough in that claim to keep a war going forever. If there's one thing
I've come to know in twenty years of living in this miserable country, it's this:
A Jew isn't a Jew without the Law. It's the air they breathe."

Malchus shook his head. "And I'll tell you something else. They've got
more laws than Rome, and they're adding to them all the time. They've got
their Torah, written by Moses. Then they've got their civil and moral laws.
They've even got dietary laws. Then they've got their traditions. I swear Jews
have laws about everything, even how and where a man can relieve himself!"

Marcus frowned. Something Hadassah had once said about the Law
flickered like a small flame in his mind. She had summed up the entire Law
in a few words for Claudius, Julia's first hus
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band. He had written it down onto one of his scrolls and then read her
words to him. What had they been?



"I need to find out," Marcus muttered to himself.
"Find out what?" Malchus said.

"What the truth is."

Malchus frowned, not understanding.

"How do I get to Mount Gerizim?" Marcus said.

"Just walk out that door and you'll see two mountains, Mount Ebal to the
north, Mount Gerizim to the south. Between them is the pass to the valley of
Nablus. Abraham came through there to their 'Promised Land."

Marcus gave him a gold coin.

Malchus' brows lifted slightly as he turned it in his fingers. The Roman
must be very rich. "The road'll take you through the town of Sychar, but I
give you fair warning. Romans are hated throughout Palestine, and a Roman
traveling by himself is asking for trouble. Especially one with money."

"I was told a Roman legion guards these roads."

Malchus laughed without humor. "No road is safe from sicarii. And they'd
sooner slit your throat than listen to any plea for mercy."

"I'll be on the watch for zealots."

"These men aren't zealots. Zealots are like those who committed suicide on
Masada a few years back. They preferred death to slavery. You can respect
men like that. Sicarii are something else altogether. They see themselves as
patriots, but they're nothing more than murderous bandits." He pushed the
gold coin into the fold of his grimy girdle. "You've picked a foul country to
travel in, my lord. There's nothing here to recommend it to a Roman."

"I came to find out about their god."

Malchus gave a surprised laugh. "Why would anyone want to have anything
to do with their god? You can't see him. You can't hear him. And look what's



happened to the Jews. If you ask me, you ought to stay well away from their
god."

"I didn't ask you," Marcus said in clear dismissal.

"It's your life," Malchus muttered under his breath and went to see to his
other patrons.

Malchus' wife placed a clay bowl of stew before Marcus. Hungry, he ate
and found the mixture of lentils, beans, and grain with honey and oil
satisfying. When he finished, Marcus rose and found his booth against the
wall of the open courtyard. His horse
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had been given hay and grain. Nudging the animal aside, Martig/\l rolled
out his bed and lay down for the night.9|

He awakened every time someone stirred or got up. Two travfl elers from
Jericho drank wine, laughed at jokes, and talked far H into the night. Others,
like a retired soldier and his young wife iH and child, settled early.'|H

Marcus awakened at daybreak and set off for Mount GerizingH He rode
through the town of Sychar late in the afternoon. Eager M to reach his
destination, he didn't stop but continued up the ill mountain. He stopped at a
Jewish shrine to ask questions, but ><fl hearing his accent and noting his
dress, the people avoided him. fl He rode a little farther, hobbled his horse,
and set off on foot to m reach the top. m

What he found there was a magnificent view of the hill coun- M try of the
Jewish Promised Land. m

But there was no sign of a god. Not that he could see. Frus- i] trated, he
cried out against the emptiness around him. "WhereK| are you? Why do you
hide from me?"J

He spent the night staring up at the stars and listening to a , j wolf howl
somewhere in the valley below. Hadassah had said her 1 god spoke to her in



the wind, and so he strained to hear what the ] wind had to say to him.5
He heard nothing.
He spent all the next day waiting and listening.
Still nothing.
He started down the mountain on the third day, famished and thirsty.

A shepherd boy was standing near his horse, feeding the animal green
sprigs from the palm of his hand. Scattered around the hillside were sheep
grazing.

Marcus strode down the slope. With a cold look at the boy, he unlooped the
goatskin water bag from the saddle and drank thirstily. The boy did not
retreat but watched him with interest. He said something.

"I don't understand Aramaic," Marcus said tersely, irritated that the boy
hadn't taken himself off to tend his sheep.

The young shepherd spoke to him in Greek this time. "You are fortunate
your horse is still here. There are many who would steal him."

Marcus' mouth curved sardonically. "I thought Jews had a commandment
against stealing."
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The boy grinned. "Not from Romans."

"Then I'm glad he is still here."

The boy rubbed the velvety nose. "He is a good horse."
"He'll get me where I'm going."

"Where are you going?"

"To Mount Moriah," he said and then after a brief hesitation, added, "to find
God."



The boy looked up at him in surprise and then studied him curiously. "My
father says Romans have many gods. With all of them to choose from, why
do you look for another?"

"To ask questions."
"What sort of questions?"

Marcus looked away. He would ask God to his face why he had allowed
Hadassah to die. He would ask him why, if he was the almighty Creator, he
had created a world so full of violence. Most of all, he wanted to know if God
even existed. "If I ever find him, I'll ask him about many things," he said
heavily and glanced back at the boy. The small shepherd studied him with
dark pensive eyes.

"You will not find God on Mount Moriah," the boy said simply.

"I've already looked on Mount Gerizim."

"He is not on a mountaintop, like your Jupiter."

"Then where will I find him?"

The boy shrugged. "I don't know if you can find him in the way you want."

"Are you telling me this god never shows himself to man? What about your
Moses? Didn't your god appear to him?"

"Sometimes he appears to people," the boy said.
"What does he look like?"

"He's not always the same. He came as an ordinary traveler to Abram.
When Israelites came out of Egypt, God was before them, a pillar of cloud by
day, a pillar of fire at night. One of our prophets saw God and wrote he was
like a wheel within a wheel and had the heads of beasts and shone like fire."

"Then he changes form, like Zeus."

The boy shook his head. "Our God is not like the gods of the Romans."



"You think not?" Marcus gave a cynical laugh. "He's more like them than
you know." His grief rose, gripping him. A god
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who loved his people would have reached down from the 1 to save
Hadassah. Only a cruel god could have watched her!

Which are you?
The boy looked at him solemnly but without fear. "You s angry."

"Yes," Marcus said flatly. "I am angry. I'm also wasting i He unhobbled the
horse and mounted.

The boy moved back as the animal pranced. "What do yofli want of God,
Roman?"

It was an imperious question from so small a boy, and was ,] said with a
curious blend of humility and demand. "T'll know when I face him."

"Perhaps the answers you seek can't be found in something | you can see
and touch."

Amused, Marcus smiled. "You have big thoughts for a small! boy."
The boy grinned. "A shepherd has time to think."

"Then, my little philosopher, what would you advise?";

The boy's smile faded. "When you face God, remember he is God."
"I'll remember what he's done," Marcus said coldly.

"That, too," the boy said almost gently.

Marcus frowned slightly, studying the boy more intently. His J mouth
curved wryly. "You're the first Jew who's spoken to me man-to-man. A pity."
Turning the horse, he started down the hill, i; He heard the jingle of bells and
glanced back. The boy was walk*'; ing across the grassy hillside, tapping his
belled staff on the ground. The sheep responded quickly, gathering closer and



following him as he headed toward the western slope.

Marcus felt something strange move within him as he watched the boy with
his sheep. An aching hunger. A thirst. And suddenly, he sensed an unseen
presence ... a vague hint of something, like a sweet, tantalizing aroma of food
just beyond his grasp.

Reining his horse in, he stopped and stared after the young shepherd for a
moment longer, perplexed. What was it about him that was different?
Shaking his head, Marcus gave a self-deprecating laugh and urged his horse
on. He had spent too much time on the mountain without food and drink. He
was turning fanciful.

He continued at a brisk pace down the mountain and headed south for
Jerusalem.
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Hadassah awakened to someone banging on the outer partition of the booth
and calling for help. "My lord physician! My lord! please. We need you!"
She sat up, struggling from sleep.

"No," Rashid said, moving quickly to intercept her. "It is late, and you must
rest." He stepped around her to push the partition aside, determined to silence
and chase off the intruder. "What do you want, woman? The physician and
his assistant are asleep."

"My master sent me. Please. Let me speak to him. My mistress' time has
come, and we learned her physician has left Ephesus in disgrace. My mistress
is in great difficulty."”

"Be off with you. There are other physicians at the baths. This booth is
closed."

"She will die if she doesn't get help. You must awaken him. He must come.
I beg you. Please. She is in terrible pain, and the baby won't come. My master
is rich. He will pay whatever you ask."

"Rashid," Hadassah said as she drew her veils down over her face. "Tell her



we will come."
"You have just lain down to rest, my lady," he said in protest.

"Do as she says," Alexander told him, already up and checking his
instruments, adding several to his leather carrying pack. "Bring the
mandragora, Hadassah. If it's as bad as it sounds, we may need it."

"Yes, my lord." She added several other drugs to the box besides the
mandragora. She was ready before he was, and, taking up her walking stick,
she limped to the partition. Rashid blocked her way, and she put her hand on
his arm. "Let me speak with her."

"Do you not need rest like any other?" he said and glared at the slave girl
outside. "Let her go elsewhere."

"She has come to us. Now move aside."

Mouth tight, Rashid yanked the partition back. Hadassah went outside. The
slave girl drew back from her, her face pale in the moonlight. Hadassah
understood her trepidation, for she had seen it often enough. The veils made
many people nervous. She tried to ease the slave girl's anxiety. "The
physician is coming,"
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she said gently. "He is very knowledgeable and will do all he < for your
mistress. He's packing what he needs."

"Oh, thank you, thank you," the girl said, bowing several times and then
bursting into tears. "My lady's pains began ye day afternoon and grow worse
and worse."

"Tell me your name."
"Livilla, my lady."
"And the name of your mistress?" |

"Antonia Stephania Magonianus, wife of Habinnas Attalus.A



Alexander had appeared. "Magonianus? Surely not Magonianus the
silversmith?"

"The same, my lord," Livilla said, clearly distressed at the slightest delay.
"We must hurry. Please. We must hurry!"

"Lead the way," Alexander said, and Livilla set off quickly.

Rashid yanked the partition closed with one hand and followed. "You
cannot keep up," he said walking beside Hadassahij

She knew he was right, for already pain was shooting up her bad leg. She
stumbled once and gasped. Rashid glowered at her with an expression of
grimness as he reached out to take her armiij "Do you see?"

Alexander glanced back and saw her difficulty. He stopped and waited for
her to catch up.;

"|

"No," she panted. "Go without me. I will come as quickly as I< can.
"She should not be coming at all," Rashid said in annoyance. <

Hadassah shook his hand off her arm and limped after Livilla, who was
standing at a corner and calling back to them to hurry. Alexander fell into
step beside her. "Rashid is right. It's too far and too hard on you. Go back. I'll
have Magonianus send a litter for you."

Gritting her teeth against the pain, Hadassah scarcely heard him. All of her
attention was on the frightened slave girl urging them to hurry.

Rashid swore in his own language and caught Hadassah up in his arms. He
strode up the hill, still muttering under his breath.

"Thank you, Rashid," Hadassah said, her arm around his neck. "God sent
her to us for a reason."

They followed Livilla through the maze of dark city streets and reached a
large shop facing the Artemision. One glance told Hadassah who they were
coming to see. Magonianus. The silversmith. The idol maker.
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stimulate fertility. She took the smooth oval hematite in her ] and saw,
engraved on one side, a serpent devouring its own I She knew without
turning it over that on the other side we an engraving of the goddess Isis and
a scarab beetle. Also engraved in minute detail were an invocation in Greek
and 1 names of Oroiouth, Iao, and Yahweh. Wearers believed the i bination
of Greek, Egyptian, and Semitic motifs and words wo bring magical powers.
Untying it, she set it aside.

"I'm going to die," the girl said, rolling her head back and forth. "I'm going
to die."

"No," Habinnas said in agony. "No, you're not going to die won't let you.
Even now, the priests are making sacrifices in yoij name to Artemis and
Hera."

Hadassah leaned closer. "Is this your first child, Antonia?" ,<

"NO . "
"She's lost two others," Habinnas said.

"And now this one won't be born." She began to pant, one hand raking the
damp blanket while her other whitened on her husband's hand. "It pushes and
pushes, but it won't come. Oh, Habinnas, it hurts! Make it stop. Make it
stop!" She screamed, her body curling in agony.

Habinnas held her hand with both of his and cried.

Still distracted by the opulence of his surroundings, Alexander” crossed the
room and removed perfume bottles and unguents from an ivory table. He
glanced around again at the shining Corinthian bronze bed with its Chinese
silk veiling, at the intri- ' cate pattern of various colors of marble on the floor,
and at the '{ large ornate brazier and gold lamps.

As Alexander methodically laid out oil, sea sponges, pieces of wool,



bandages for the newborn, and surgical instruments, he wondered why a man
of Magonianus' obvious wealth would send a slave to the public baths for a
commoners' doctor. Another thought came to him in the wake of the first, a
grim realization that filled him with misgivings. If he failed to save
Magonianus' young and clearly beloved wife, he would be driven from the
city, his reputation as a physician destroyed.

"I should have listened to you," he said under his breath to Rashid.
"Say you can do nothing and leave."

Alexander gave a soft mirthless laugh and glanced toward the bed. "I would
not be able to pry Hadassah away from her now."
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Antonia's screaming subsided, and Hadassah spoke quietly to her and to the
distraught Habinnas. "May Asklepios guide me," Alexander said and
approached the bed.

"We will need hot water, my lord," Hadassah said to Habinnas.

"Yes. Yes, of course," Habinnas said, prying his hand free of his young
wife's grasp.

"Don't leave me," Antonia said, sobbing. "Don't leave-"

"He won't leave you, my lady," Hadassah said, taking her hand. "He's
sending Livilla for water."

"Oh, it's coming again! It's coming," Antonia moaned, her back arching. "I
can't bear it! I can't bear it anymore. .. ."

Habinnas didn't return to the bed but stood with his fists pressed against his
temples. "Artemis, almighty goddess, have mercy on her. Have mercy."

Hadassah placed one hand on Antonia's forehead and found her skin hot.
Antonia held her breath, her eyes filling with tears as her face reddened. The
cords in her neck stood out, and the tears ran from her eyes. She gritted her
teeth and let out a deep moaning cry. Her hand tightened until Hadassah



thought her own would be crushed.

When the contraction eased, Antonia sank back exhausted, sobbing.
Hadassah's eyes blurred with tears, and she stroked the girl's forehead,
wishing she could comfort her more. She glanced back at Alexander. "What
can we do?" she whispered, but he merely stood watching grimly.

"Make it stop," Antonia whispered hoarsely. "Please, make it stop."

When Alexander said nothing, Hadassah leaned down. "We will not leave
you," she said softly and dabbed the sweat from Antonia's forehead with a
cloth.

"I must examine her," Alexander finally said. When Antonia tensed, he
spoke quietly, explaining what he was doing and why. Antonia relaxed, for
his hands were gentle. Her ease was shortlived, for another contraction was
upon her. She groaned in agony as it built. Alexander did not remove his
hands from her until she sank back, weeping. He straightened, and the look
on his face filled Hadassah with anxiety.

"What's wrong?"
"The child is in the wrong position."
"What can you do?"
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"I can perform an operation, take the baby out through her AH abdomen .. .
but there are risks. I'll need Magonianus' permisJM sion to do it." He left the
bedside. |l

Hadassah was filled with doubt as Alexander spoke toS
Habinnas Attalus Magonianus in a voice too low for her to heavy

"No!" Magonianus suddenly said in alarm. "If you cannot fl guarantee me
she will survive, I will not permit it. She is what fl matters to me, not the



babe. I will not allow you to risk her lifeJ'B

"Then there is only one other thing I know to do-" Alexan- m der broke off,
glancing at Hadassah as though hesitant to con- m tinue. Then, his face drawn
and tense, he looked again at m

Magonianus and spoke quietly. Hadassah saw the older man's M face turn
even whiter, and he shook his head as though dazed. :m

"Are you sure? You can do nothing else?" Alexander shook hoi head, and
Magonianus nodded slowly. "Then do what you must J| But, by the gods, do
it quickly so she doesn't suffer more."I

Heart pounding, Hadassah looked at the instruments Alexan- w der took
from his leather carrying case. Her stomach knotted. Shfel watched as he had
Rashid move the table to the foot of the bed. 1 He glanced up at her. "Give
her a strong draft of white mandrag-8! ora, and then go outside. Rashid will
assist me."I

"Mandragora will put her to sleep."]

"It's best if she is asleep for what I have to do." Alexander:placed a hooked
knife, a decapitator, a cranioclast, and an,

embryotome near at hand.

Hadassah rose and blocked his way. "What do you mean to do to her that
you would send me from the room?" she whispered, her hand on his arm as
she looked at the fearsome instruments.

He leaned close, speaking in her ear. "She will die if I don't remove the
child."

"Remove it?" she said weakly. She looked at the surgical instruments again
and realized with a sickening jolt that he meant to dismember the child and
extract it from the womb. "You can't do this, Alexander."

He caught hold of her arm and drew her firmly aside. Holding her in front
of him, he spoke in an earnest whisper only she could hear. "Would you have



them both die, Hadassah? The child is wedged inside her. Do you
understand? The way it's positioned, it can't be born."

"Turn the child yourself."
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"I can't," he said firmly. He held his hands out for her to see how large they
were. "Can you?"

"You can't do this, Alexander."

"I don't like it any more than you do," he said in a low, fierce voice, his eyes
full of desperation. "But there's nothing else to be done. Besides, the child is
probably already dead. She's been lying in for two days. The mother is more
important than the child."”

"They are both important in God's sight."

"Go outside and wait until I call for you. I know you've no stomach for this
part of medicine. It's best if you don't have to stand and watch. You can tend
her afterward."”

He started to step past her, but she caught his arm in a surprisingly strong
grip. "Please, Alexander!"

"If you have a suggestion, Hadassah, I'll listen. Otherwise, stay out of the
way. She can't wait." Seeming to confirm his words, Antonia cried out again.

Hadassah could see Alexander was not eager to do what he had said, but he
had set his mind on what he thought must be done to save Antonia. She
shook her head. "We must pray."

"Prayer isn't going to save that girl! I know what has to be done."

Hadassah knew only too well the low value placed upon a baby's life. Even
when a child was born, there was a high chance of death. So high, in fact, that
no law forbade the burial of an infant within the city walls, nor was a name
given for the first week or more. Infants were disposed of in villa gardens and
tossed into rubbish heaps. There was even a custom of placing a newborn



infant in the foundation of a new building!

Hadassah glanced at Habinnas and knew she would gain no help from him.
His only concern was for his young wife.

Seeing her glance at the idol maker, Alexander grasped her arm in a painful
grip. "I can't let that girl die, Hadassah. Do you have any idea who this man
is? He's one of the wealthiest men in Ephesus. He eats at the table of the
proconsul. If his wife dies in my care, my medical career is over. Do you
understand? Over! Finished before it's even begun. I'll have to leave the c :v
and hope I can start somewhere else."

Hadassah met his eyes unflinchingly. "Do not be so eager to destroy a
human life. Ask for help from the one who created Antonia and her child."

Alexander drew back. He could not see her face behind the
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veils, but he heard the conviction of her words. "I beseech him JAB then,
and you. Call upon your god. I beg you to do so," he saidlfl a hushed voice.
"But pray hard and fast, and may he hear you JM quickly because I can't give
you any more time than it will take |9 me to get everything ready for the
surgery." He turned from he&fl cold fear taking hold of his heart. If there was
any other way to fl save Antonia, he would take it. But time had left him no
choice.! He would have to cut the child in half and crush its skull in ordefl to
extract it from the girl-and if he didn't do it carefully and M soon, she might
die. No one would care that he hadn't been <m brought here until the last
moment. The blame would fall on himJ

As Alexander returned his attention to his instruments, HadasJI sah's heart
cried out in anguish. All of Alexander's faith was in him own knowledge, in
what other masters had taught him. And that jl was not enough. M

Hadassah returned to Antonia. Another contraction had M already begun,
and she was whimpering pitifully, her hands twist-1 ing in the damp linens as
the pain increased. She had no more 1 strength to even scream. "My baby,"
she moaned. "Save my , f baby."]



"O God, please ...," Hadassah said and placed her hands on Antonia's
distended abdomen. Her lips moved, though no sound i came as she cried out
to the Lord for his intervention.

O God, you are the Creator of this woman and child. Save them both! Turn
things aright that they both might live. Turn things aright that Alexander will
not do what's in his mind to do and bring sin upon himself. Please, Jesus, let
them see your power and your love.

Antonia gave a deep cry, and Habinnas started toward the bed. "Leave her
alone! You're hurting her more!"

Rashid stopped him. Habinnas fought to free himself, and Rashid slammed
him up against the mural of sprites, uncaring how rich and powerful he was.

At the sound of Antonia's moans, Hadassah wept. "Please, Jesus, oh
please," she whispered, moving her hands in a gentle caress over the child
held captive in the womb. "Please, Lord, hear us. Please have mercy on her
and her child. Turn the babe aright and bring him forth."

The child moved.

Hadassah left her hands lightly on Antonia and felt the baby turn, slowly,
smoothly, as though invisible hands had gently taken
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hold of him. She wept harder, filled with joy, and her tears dripped onto the
taut skin.

Antonia cried out again, but differently this time, and Alexander, standing
close by with the hooked knife, saw what was happening and dropped it.

Habinnas had stopped shouting and fighting against Rashid's hold. "What's
happening?" he cried.

"The baby has turned," Alexander said, unable to keep the excitement from
his voice. There was no time to place Antonia in the birthing chair. He braced
himself with one knee on the end of the bed and leaned forward. Another
contraction had already begun, and as it did, the babe slid smoothly from



Antonia's body into his hands. She gave a gusty exhalation and sank back.

Alexander laughed, looking down at the child in his hands. "You've a son,
Magonianus!" he said with a mixture of awe and relief. "Come take a look at
him," he urged as he cut the cord and tied it.

Hadassah stepped back, trembling violently, enraptured by what she saw.

Rashid released Habinnas, and the idol maker stood motionless for a
moment, hearing the cry of his newborn son. Livilla was there to take him
from Alexander.

"A son, Habinnas," Antonia rasped, exhausted. "I've given you a son...."
She tried to rise enough to see her child, but hadn't the strength to do so. She
sagged against the damp bed, her breathing slowed and relaxed, her eyelids
closing.

After a brief glance at the squalling child in Livilla's arms, Habinnas knelt
down beside the bed. Seeing the blood on the sheets, he buried his head in his
wife's neck. His shoulders shook. "Never again. I swear. Never again will you
go through this."

"Tend to the child,"” Alexander said to Hadassah, massaging Antonia's
abdomen so that her body would expel the placenta. "T'll see to her."

Livilla put the child in her arms and drew back from her, eyes wide. She
was shaking noticeably, and Hadassah frowned slightly, wondering what was
wrong with the slave girl.

Hadassah washed the baby carefully in a basin of warm water. Then she
placed him gently on soft linen and rubbed his body all over with salt to
prevent any infection. Remembering how her mother had wrapped Leah, she
did likewise. Murmuring to him, she wrapped the infant tightly so that he was
perfectly firm and
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solid, like a small mummy. She took a small strip of white linen and bound
his head, passing the shawl under his chin and across his forehead in small



folds. Then she lifted him, secure and warm in his swaddling clothes, and
carried him to his mother.

Habinnas rose at her approach. "Livilla will take him to his wet nurse.";

"He will not be given to a wet nurse. He needs his mother," Hadassah said
and leaned down. "Antonia," she said softly, brushing the girl's brow. "Your
son." Smiling sleepily, Antonia shifted slightly, and Hadassah laid the infant
down beside her. Antonia gave a soft, gasping laugh of joy as the baby's
mouth closed on her nipple. Her expression fell after a moment.

"I have no milk," Antonia said, blinking back tears and struggling against
exhaustion.

Hadassah stroked her cheek gently. "Don't worry. You will." Already
Antonia's eyes were drifting closed.

The room was very quiet. Hadassah continued to stroke Antonia's cheek,
giving thanks to God for sparing her and the child. She felt joy swelling
within her and longed to sing praises as she had once done, but the scars she
bore from the lion's attack in the arena had done more than disfigure her.
Ensuing infections had taken most of her voice. Yet, she knew it didn't really
matter. God had heard her prayer. He now heard the singing of her heart.

Blinking back tears, she raised her head. Habinnas Attulus Magonianus
stood across the bed from her, staring at her. She saw in his eyes what she
had seen in Livilla's a moment before- fear.

Alexander stepped back from the bed, having finished binding Antonia. He
gave instructions to Livilla concerning her mistress' care. Turning from
Magonianus' stare, Hadassah approached, only to have Livilla bow deeply.
Hadassah told her to change the infant's swaddling clothes once a day. "Wash
him carefully and rub him again with salt. Then wrap him as you saw me do.
Do not give him over to a wet nurse but allow his mother to tend him."

"It shall be as you say, my lady," Livilla said, bowing again.

Habinnas spoke to another servant. He left his wife's bedside and



approached Alexander and Hadassah as they packed up unused instruments
and medicines. "I do not even know your name."

Alexander introduced himself, but hesitated when Habinnas
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looked pointedly at Hadassah. "My assistant," he said, withholding her
name for a reason he couldn't quite grasp. He looked at Rashid. "We are
finished here," he said. "You may take her back."

As Rashid bent and caught Hadassah up in his arms, Alexander turned to
Magonianus again, ignoring Hadassah's soft protest as the Arab carried her
from the room. "How is it a man of your position sent for a physician who
practices outside the public baths?" Alexander said, curious, but also wanting
to distract Habinnas' attention from Hadassah.

"Cattulus removed himself from Ephesus,” Magonianus said, and
Alexander recognized the name of a prominent physician. Cattulus was
reputed as one of the finest physicians in the city and treated only those of
wealth and position. "I learned of his disgrace when it was too late to make
other arrangements," Habinnas said grimly. "I sent my wife's slave to find
help. How she came to find you, I don't know, but I thank the gods that she
did."

"God sent her to us,"” Hadassah had said on the way here. Alexander
frowned. Had he?

"Make sure she is warm," he said, nodding to Antonia. "She will need rest.
I'll return tomorrow and see how she's doing."

"Will she come back with you?" Habinnas said, nodding toward the
doorway through which Rashid had carried Hadassah.

"Not unless you wish it," Alexander said cautiously.
"Yes. I wish to know more about her."

Alexander straightened, his leather carrying case securely under his arm.
"What is it you wish to know?"



"I saw what she did with my own eyes. The woman has great power. Who
is she? What god does she serve?"

Alexander hesitated again, unsure of the unease he felt stirring within him.
Might this man move in the same social circles as Hadassah's masters? If so,
would revealing her identity put her in danger? Whoever had owned her had
sent her to die in the arena. If they learned she was still alive, would they take
possession and send her there again?

"Who is she?" Habinnas asked again.

"If she wishes to reveal herself to you, she will do so," Alexander said and
started for the door. A servant stood to one side of it, a small cedar box in his
hands.
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"Wait," Habinnas said. He took the box from the servant and held it out to
Alexander. "Payment for your services," he said.

The box was heavy.

"See that the physician reaches home safely," Habinnas told the slave and
then ordered another to have a sleeping couch brought in so that he could stay
close to his wife and son."'

Alexander went outside, gave directions to his booth to?

Habinnas' four litter bearers, then stepped into the luxurious box* As the
slaves lifted the litter, he closed the thin privacy curtains and leaned back
wearily into the soft cushions. Though exhausted, his mind was whirring.

Tonight had been momentous! Just how momentous filled him with
disquiet.

He reached the booth before Rashid and Hadassah. With a twinge of
conscience, he realized he hadn't even looked for them on the way. He
entered the booth and put his instruments and medicines away. Sitting at his
writing table, he mixed soot and water and wrote on his scroll the events that
had just occurred. Leaning back slightly, he looked at what he had written



with dissatisfaction:
Hadassah laid her hands upon Antonia's abdomen and ,

wept. As she did so, her tears fell upon the woman, and the child turned and
came forth.

Bottled tears were often used as a curative. Was there healing power in
Hadassah's? Or had it been her touch that had brought on the miracle? Or had
it been the words she spoke silently to her god?

Someone kicked the partition, and Alexander rose and pulled it back.
Rashid entered, Hadassah in his arms. She was asleep. Rashid lowered her
gently to the beddings on the floor near the back of the booth and covered her
carefully. He rose and turned to Alexander. "She must rest."

"It's almost sunrise," Alexander said. "Patients will be gathering outside
soon."

His jaw set. "You must send them away."

Alexander's mouth tipped at his tone. "Are you sure you were a slave,
Rashid, and not a master?" He held up his hand and added, "You are right."
He took a writing tablet and wrote a
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short message on it. "Put this outside on the ledge. We will hope those who
come can read."

Rashid read it.
"Does it meet with your approval?" Alexander said dryly.
"Yes, my lord."

When Rashid came back inside, Alexander nodded toward the small cedar
box on the counter. "Take a look," he said, sprinkling sand on his notes.

Rashid opened it. He took one of the gold coins out and turned it in his



fingers. An aureus. "A fortune," he said.

"Habinnas prizes his wife's life very highly. There's enough there to rent an
apartment and buy more supplies.” His mouth flattened. "I have a feeling we
will be needing both soon."

Rashid put the coin back in the box and closed it. "Yes, my lord. Tonight
opened a new path. Hadassah touched that woman and brought the child
forth. Magonianus saw. He will tell others .. . and those others will come."

Alexander nodded grimly. "I know." He poured the sand back into the small
bowl. "As long as her compassion was limited to commoners or slaves like
you, we've had no problem other than more patients than we can handle. Now
there's danger."

Rashid's gaze darkened. "Magonianus moves in exalted circles."”

"Yes, as do the masters who sent Hadassah to die in the arena," Alexander
said, seeing Rashid fully comprehended the threat. He rolled the scroll and
tucked it into a cubicle above the writing table. "As Hadassah said, legally
she still belongs to those who purchased her."

"You are also in danger for harboring her, my lord."

Alexander hadn't considered that. "There's that, too, I suppose. The problem
is what do we do now? She has a valuable gift, and there are many who need
it." The thought of what could happen if Hadassah's owners discovered she
was alive propelled Alexander from his stool. He paced in frustration. "I'm
not about to give her back to anyone who sent her into the arena to die, no
matter their reasons!"

"Find out their names, and I will kill them."

Astonished, Alexander stared at him and saw the dark fierceness in the
Arab's eyes. "You leave me in no doubt you could do such a thing," he said,
appalled. He shook his head. "There are sides to your character that worry
me, Rashid. I'm a physician,
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not an assassin. I strive to save life, not take it. In that, Hadassah, f and I are
alike."

"I will protect her, whatever the cost."”

"Hadassah wouldn't approve your means of protection. In fact, it would
cause her tremendous grief.":

"She need not know."

"She would know. I don't know how, but she would." He ' looked at
Hadassah, lying asleep on the mat. "She's a strange one. She can see into
people and know things about them. She says it's only because she listens and
looks, but I think it's more. I' think her god reveals things to her." She had
curled on her side like a child. He stepped over and gently removed the veils,
exposr ; ing the disfiguring scars. Gently he touched her marked face, i ful
not to awaken her. "The fact that she's alive is a testimony to her god's power.
My abilities as a physician wouldn't have been enough." Straightening, he
looked at Rashid. "Perhaps we should leave it to her god to go on protecting
her."

Rashid said nothing.

Alexander looked at the fathomless face. "Do you know why she covers
herself?";>

"She is ashamed.™

Alexander shook his head. "She has not one particle of vanity in her. She
covers her scars because they disturb others. No other reason than that.
People see the mark of the lion on her. They fail ; to see what it means."

He bent down and smoothed back the tendrils of hair. His heart ached for
her. From the moment he had seen her walk into the middle of the arena, he
had been drawn to her. She was like the slaves at the Asklepion: cast away
and forgotten, her life meaningless in the scheme of things. And yet her
sweetness and humility were like a beacon to Alexander's heart-and to many
others. Scarred and broken, Hadassah had a resilience that defied reason.



Sometimes the love she expressed to a patient by a light touch or softly
spoken word pierced him. It was the love he wanted to show .. . the love he
seemed to lack.

He cared. Hadassah loved.

He shook his head in wonder. How was it possible for anyone who had
been through what she had suffered to be the way she was?

"I've never known anyone like her, Rashid," he said, rubbing a strand of
dark hair between his fingers. "I will do nothing that
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would displease her." He was startled to realize that his voice was shaking
with the intensity of his emotions, and he straightened quickly. He looked at
the Arab, staring hard into his dark eyes. "Nor will you."

"I have sworn to protect her, my lord."

"Then protect her, but do so in a manner pleasing to Hadassah and not
yourself."

"My life belongs to her. Because of that, I can't let someone take hers."

Alexander's mouth tipped. "She would say your life belongs to her god, just
as hers does." He let out his breath and rubbed his neck wearily. "Don't ask
me for answers. I haven't any. Perhaps we are only borrowing trouble.
Nothing may come of tonight, neither opportunity nor threat. Let's get some
sleep. We can face whatever comes much better with some rest."

But rest was elusive.

Alexander lay awake, thinking, going over and over the night's events in his
mind. Wonder over what had happened mixed with a troubling confusion
when he considered the intensity of his feelings at the thought of Hadassah
being in danger. He tried to tell himself that it was only natural he be worried.
After all, Hadassah was a capable and valuable assistant. But something deep
inside told him there was much more to it than that.



Finally someone knocked on the partition and called out an appeal in
Hebrew. Alexander recognized a few words and knew it was not him for
whom the man called, but Hadassah. Apparently, Rashid was having equal
difficulty sleeping, for he rose swiftly and opened the partition just enough to
speak to the intruder upon their sleep.

"You fool! Can't you read?"

"I must speak with Rapha."

"The physician has left the city and will return tomorrow."
"Rapha. I want to speak to Rapha."

"She's not here. Go away! There are other physicians at the baths. Take
your trouble to them." He shut the partition firmly and lay down on his bed
again, his face rigid as he saw Hadassah had been awakened.

She sat up, rubbing her face. She grimaced as she looked toward the crack
of light coming through the partition. "It's morning."

"No," Rashid lied. "The moon merely shines."
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"So brightly?",(

"Go back to sleep, my lady. There is no one to disturb you."
"I heard someone-"

"You heard no one," he urged gently. "You were dreaming you were back
in Judea."

She rubbed her face, then raised an eyebrow at him. "If I was dreaming,
how is it you know they spoke in Hebrew?" She reached for her veils.

Alexander got up. "I'll look," he said, fully aware she couldn't i ignore
someone's plea for help no matter how badly she herself needed rest. He
stepped over her and went to the partition. Peer! ing out the crack, he saw a



man walking away dejectedly..
"There's no one standing outside," he said truthfully.,<
"You're sure?"

"Absolutely." He went to the back of the booth, where he took down a skin
bag. Pouring water into Hadassah's small clay cup, he added a portion of
mandragora and took it to her. "Drinlc j this," he said, holding the cup to her
lips. "You must rest or you'll be no good to anyone. I'll awaken you before I
open the booth.";

Thirsty and exhausted, she drank. "What about Antonia?"

"Antonia is sleeping as you should be. We'll go and see her ,, tomorrow."
He covered her again and remained hunkered down [ beside her until the drug
took effect. As soon as she drifted to sleep, he returned to his own mat.

Rashid sat watching Hadassah.
"Rest, Rashid. She won't wake up for hours."
The Arab reclined. "Did you hear what the Jew called her?"

"I heard. What does it mean?" Rashid told him. Alexander thought for a
long moment, then nodded in satisfaction. "I think we have our answer."

"Answer to what?"

"How to protect her. Henceforth, Hadassah won't be known by name,
Rashid. She'll be known by the title just given her. She'll be known as
Rapha."

The healer.
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Marcus rode south for Jerusalem, following the road through Mizpah. He
continued on to Ramah, where he stopped to purchase almonds, figs,
unleavened bread, and a skin of wine. People withdrew from him. He saw a



woman gather her children close and hurry them inside a small clay house
like a hen protecting her brood of chicks against a predator.

He understood when he saw Jerusalem.

As he rode toward it, he felt the pall of death over the land. All Rome had
talked about the conquest and destruction of Jerusalem. It had simply been
another uprising successfully crushed by Rome's legions. Now he saw for
himself the annihilation of which Rome was capable.

Crossing the arid valley, he was staggered by what he saw. Where once a
great city had stood were broken-down walls and buildings, blackened
remains of burned homes-it was a land stripped bare of life. In a wadi behind
a mount were tangles of bleached bones, as though thousands had been tossed
heedlessly into the pit and left unburied. Two strategic towers had survived
the demolition and stood like lone sentinels in the rubble.

Jerusalem, the "Dwelling of Peace," was peaceful indeed. It had been
reduced to an open graveyard.

Marcus made camp on a small hillside beneath a scraggly olive tree.
Looking over the small valley, he could see the shattered remains of
Jerusalem's ancient walls. He slept fitfully, disturbed by the echoing silence
of so many dead.

He awakened at the sound of hobnailed sandals on rock. He rose and saw a
Roman legionnaire coming toward him.

"Who are you and why are you here?" the soldier demanded.

Marcus curbed his annoyance and gave his name. "I've come to see the
house of the god of the Jews."

The legionnaire laughed once. "What's left of it is up there on that hill. They
call it Mount Moriah, but it's nothing when compared to Vesuvius. You won't
find much left of the temple. We've torn it down and razed it for materials to
rebuild barracks and the township you see over there."
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"Were you with Titus during the siege?"
The legionnaire looked at him enigmatically. "I was in I nia. Under Civilis."

Marcus studied the man more closely. Civilis had ret against Caesar and
fought with the Germanic tribes during i brief uprising. Domitian had
commanded the legions that brought the frontier back to order. Civilis had
been brought 1 Rome to die and one out of every ten men under his con had
been put to the sword in the field. Apparently the rest ] been sent to duty
stations throughout the Empire. Judea was < sidered the worst.

"Decimation has a way of restoring one to loyalty," the sot said, looking
squarely into Marcus' eyes. "Sending me here i sure of it." His mouth twisted
in a bitter smile.

Marcus stared back at him, unafraid. "I came to see the temple."

"There is no temple. Not anymore. Titus' orders were to I down stone by
stone until nothing was left." His mouth tipped.| "We left one section of
wall." He looked at Marcus again. "/ are you so interested in the temple?"

"Their god was supposed to dwell in it."

"If there ever was a god here, there's nothing left of him novtyf The
soldier's gaze swept across the stretch of devastation. "Not s|| that Rome will
ever convince the Jews. They still come here. Some of them just wander
through the ruins. Others stand by I cursed wall and weep. We send them
away, but they still come | back. Sometimes I think we should tear the whole
thing down and crush every stone to dust." He let out his breath and looked 'i
at Marcus again. "Nothing will come of it. There aren't enough men left in all
Judea to make any serious trouble for Rome. Not for generations."

"Why did you tell me you were part of Civilis' rebellion?" Marcus asked.
"As a warning."
"A warning against what?"

"I've fought campaign after campaign for twenty-three years so that men



like you could recline on comfortable couches in Rome and live a life of ease
and safety." His hard mouth curved sardonically, his hard eyes flicking over
Marc