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It came about after the seven days, that the water of the flood 

came upon the earth.  
In the six hundredth year of Noah’s life,  

in the second month,  
on the seventeenth day o f the month, 

on the same day all the fountains of the great deep burst open, 
and the floodgates of the sky were opened.  

The rain fell upon the earth for forty days and forty nights....  
 

But God remembered Noah.... 
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Prologue 
2157 Anno Mundi1 

 
 
 
 

inter assaulted the lowlands and every living thing sought shelter. All 
except one…the young servant straightened her back and faced the icy breeze 
flowing off the great mountain. She could see the wind at work as it drove dark 
clouds down from the heights and sent them scudding across the foothills. 
Probing gusts found every opening in her thick, bundled clothes and her hands 
reflexively gripped her cloak tight to her chest. How she hated winter! Not 
content with its unending tyranny in the heights, it was once again invading the 
lowlands where it would rage unchecked until spring.   

As hard as she tried, she couldn’t stand up to the storm’s fury; her eyes 
blurred and her exposed skin burned. But the wind was relentless, driving the 
storm—the first of many—into the valley, a narrow land of meadows and 
scattered trees. The valley was separated from the mountain by a river twisting 
along its base. That river had stopped the glacier for decades; a dirty white cliff 
of ice reared up on its opposite bank. Each fall the river froze and snow and ice 
swept across. But each spring its waters raged over its banks, cleansing the 
valley again.    

She sighed, wishing that time would leap forward to spring, with herds 
feeding on green grass, flocks of birds darkening the skies, and the scent of 
freshly plowed fields filling the evenings. But wishes were wasted against the 
unyielding ice; those days were far off, the sun was hidden, and the wind still 
stung her exposed eyes.  

With a grimace she retreated to the doorway, acknowledging winter’s rule 
outside the walls of her house. Inside was different—it was a warm haven, well 
prepared to outlast any siege. Pantry and cellar were packing to overflowing 
with food. Stacks of wood armored the stone walls on the windward sides of 
the house, for the days ahead would consume wood faster than food. Most of 
the household were gone, taking the herds to their winter quarters—a two-week 
journey south to the southeastern shore of the Lake of the Islands.   

But the young women and a few other faithful retainers remained. Duty 
kept them—they would not leave the Old One and she would not leave the 
home where she had weathered hundreds of winters. It mattered little that it 
might be her last; her people were buried here and she was ready to join them. 
Until then, the young servant and a few others would while away the solitary 
months tending to her simple needs, wondering if this winter really would be 
                                                           
1 Anno Mundi means “year of the world” and refers to the number of years since 
Creation. It is often abbreviated “A.M.”, similar to “A.D.” 
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her last, but hoping it would not. A world without the Old Ones would be a 
poorer place to live.    

Yet death would bring her freedom, thought the servant, but for me…quite the 
opposite. She had a promise to fulfill, and a promise was a weighty matter. She 
frowned, and then straightened her shoulders again. No matter…it was a debt 
of honor, and honor it she would—whatever the cost. She shivered. Morbid 
thoughts weren’t making her any warmer, so she retreated through the heavy 
door into the entryway. It was cold here too, but the wind’s absence made it feel 
almost warm. She began to peel away the outer layers of clothing, but could not 
put aside her fears so easily—mostly of failing the Old One’s trust.  

When the day came, she would bury the old woman and begin her trek 
south. Not to the lake with the others…no, south—to the far kingdoms. Would 
she retain today’s determination when actually facing the dangers of that road? 
It seemed so easy here…in this refuge. But it would be different out on the 
road, for her steps would take her near the great cities. A long-buried fury began 
to rise, bringing blood to her face. She was no stranger to those roads but the 
few memories that survived were dark.  It had been years ago…a different 
place, a different time.   

 
It had seemed so innocent. A girl’s curiosity led her to question a bigoted 

priest of the goddess. A simple question! He had not answered…had not 
explained. No, he had acted as if she had killed his only son! In an insane rage, 
he had her dragged before the elders. Before she knew what was happening, a 
crowd gathered, eager for blood—they were always eager for blood. She had 
been accused. They cried “taboo,” and then cried for her head. But the sages 
decreed the slower death of exile.   

Beaten, shorn, and expelled, she had wandered for months, somehow 
surviving—it still amazed her—her feet stumbling north by some inner 
compulsion. Death had dogged her steps, but like a wild animal she survived, 
eventually stumbling through the rough hills onto a herd of sheep feeding in a 
narrow pasture on the south shore of a lake. When the shepherds found her, 
she had been nearly dead; it took her days to realize that she had found actual 
people, not the demons and ghouls of her childhood fables.  

  
She sighed as she unwound her scarf, wishing that she could shed those 

memories as easily. Anger gave way to sadness. Those that judged her were 
doomed. Despite their current comfort and power, their ignorance and 
injustice—and their unwillingness to remedy them—were leading them 
inevitably to death and worse. She, on the other hand, having been given up for 
dead—had found life by the lake. Her body healed, she had been brought to 
this very house where her heart had been healed too. She found answers to her 
questions, and questions beyond the wisdom of those that condemned her—all 
from one old woman. But more than just an old woman…she was the last of 
the Old Ones. They said they were simply the parents of all men, but they 
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seemed so much more. After all, how many people had seen the lost 
world…how many saw beyond this world in their dreams? She sighed again. If 
the wise of Nineveh only knew…their pride was vested in a few crumbs of 
knowledge compared to the rich loaf set down in the three scrolls that would 
eventually take her south. 

She blew out her breath. Here she stood, so deeply in debt that no payment 
could ever suffice. But an opportunity had risen—the Old One’s scrolls must be 
delivered to the rightful heir. Naturally she had volunteered. If the road took 
her life, it was a small price—she had a treasure that even death could not steal. 
Truth had brought reward. But it also stirred duty, and duty brought burdens. 
Once the old woman was gone, she—a simple servant—would be the guardian 
of the scrolls. She must carry them to a man, a great lord and slayer of kings 
reputed to live near Egypt. She liked to imagine his face when he finally 
received this inheritance—unexpected treasures from an ancestor he had never 
known.   

She smiled ruefully to herself, pulling her thoughts back to the dim 
anteroom. Today was today and it held today’s responsibilities. Tomorrow’s 
would have to wait. Shrugging out of the heavy cloak, she carefully hung it on a 
peg to dry. Catching back her damp hair, she fumbled to open the door. 
Journeys! So many things in life are, she mused: one age to the next, one place 
to the next, one life to the next. Each was different, but all exacted their unique 
toll.   

The door before her opened into a large room, warmed and lit by an 
oversize fireplace. She hurried over and thawed her hands before adding more 
wood. Simple imperatives brought her mind back to the present. Making her 
way into the kitchen, she stoked the fire, heated water, and prepared broth. 
Then she slipped back to the great room. The old woman was awake now, 
reclining in her accustomed place on her couch before the fireplace. She sat 
staring hypnotically into the newly fed flames, clutching her scrolls in wizened 
hands. Over the past months, she had begun to spend more and more of her 
time absorbed in whatever world of vision was revealed to her in the fire. So the 
young woman slid silently over, staying out of the Old One’s line of sight, and 
gently removed the scrolls from unresisting fingers, setting them on a nearby 
table. At a whim she lifted one and carried it to her own chair in the corner 
where she could watch both the fire and her mistress.   

She fumbled with the cords and then smiled her delight. It was her 
favorite—the second. Like her life, it was the tale of a journey, and she loved its 
symmetry of loss and discovery. The first scroll was a good tale, but was not 
about her world and so did not stir her heart. She refused to read the third 
again; it had roused such rage that despair had consumed her for days 
afterwards. But her own likes and dislikes were ultimately irrelevant; it was the 
truth that was important. The three parchments were unique, each preserving a 
part of history long repressed and forgotten. They contained a deep wisdom she 
could not grasp; had it not been for a few years of instruction, she would have 
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been hard pressed to even sense its comforting presence, hovering between the 
words like the warmth of a summer evening.   

While the Old One watched the fire, she unrolled the smooth parchment. 
Her mistress’ eyes would be lost in the flames for hours. She stared at the 
beautiful border and immaculate glyphs. The Old Ones valued writing and they 
did it well. She sighed. Maybe one day she too would write. Though forbidden 
in modern Nineveh, the Old Ones pressed learning on both servant and lord. 
Glancing back over, as was her habit, she saw the old woman still inert, her gaze 
locked on the flames. When that spark died, she would gather the scrolls and 
begin her next journey…to what end?   

She put that thought aside and gave herself to the words of that first 
turbulent day. What had precipitated such a calamity? Her mind always fancied 
some hidden significance to the brief words about lines of fire streaking down 
on the horizon before the rain veiled all else. From whence had they come? 
 
 



 

  

Prelude 
First Strike 
1656 Anno Mundi 

 
 
 
 

umbling through the void, the astral traveler rotated slowly on all three 
axes in an easy, vertiginous motion that belied its breathtaking velocity through 
space. Jagged edges framed irregular surfaces—faces with little regularity, 
symmetry, or beauty. As it turned, each facet rotated out of darkest night into 
searing sunlight and each pit and particle was illuminated with the sharp 
contrast found only in the airlessness of space. Minutes later the brightly-lit 
faces were lost once again in shadows as cold and impenetrable as the void. On 
it tumbled.  

Above, below, beside, behind: on all sides an army followed.  Only a few 
were larger and many were no more than small boulders. All shared the same 
splintered, pitted faces, unyielding in their grim hardness. All possessed the 
velocity to cross the abyss of space in weeks. And all shared an elliptical 
trajectory towards the inner system. Small particles struggled to keep up, 
stretching back along their orbit like dust behind a marching army. Within the 
front ranks were hundreds of the largest, hurtling along a course that would take 
them into the gravity well of the blue planet. Its islands of green grew gradually 
sharper. 

Only months before, the swarm had been a few among millions—
everything from motes to monoliths—pursuing their stately dance in perfect 
regularity around the sun, just as they had for all time. But a giant from the 
deeps beyond the planets had brought havoc. In a drunken surge across the 
ecliptic, it had pulverized many and had buffeted others onto new courses. 
Similar swarms followed their own predetermined paths across the void, but 
this one moved with particular purpose, accelerating towards the blue and green 
planet looming ahead.  

Less than a day away from that growing globe, a silver guardian interposed 
its bulk across their path. Her gravity was not as great, but was sufficient to lure 
many aside and intercept others whose speed and mass rendered them virtually 
immune to deflection. From a distance the giant explosions of rock hurtling up 
and out looked like small puffs of dust, rippling across the landscape. Only 
afterwards could the extent of her wounds be seen; black lava flowed like blood 
staining the silver surface. Despite her sacrifice, the guardian could not stop the 
entire swarm and her orbit carried her limping out of its path. Though safe from 
further damage, she could offer no more protection to her planet and the 
remaining travelers hurtled past. Beyond, the blue face was rotating slowly as if 
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attempting to hide, but the effort was futile. No visible barrier remained to halt 
the invaders, as one of the great green islands came into view under the light of 
the morning sun.   

As the morning curtain of sunlight marched majestically across the 
continent, the hurtling swarm met one final obstacle. But the atmosphere was 
too weak to impede it, though many of the smallest invaders were consumed. 
The large travelers roared down; the air could only heat their jagged edges, 
vainly trying to consume their great masses atom by atom. It only succeeded in 
igniting their pitted faces with incandescent fire and carrying the deafening roar 
of their passage to the surface.  

 
To the human observer—had one been present—the gradual elevation of 

thousands of square miles of the land would have been imperceptible, though 
the results over time were quite spectacular. Each upward foot represented 
unimaginable forces deep beneath. For more than fifteen hundred years the 
center of the continent had been slowly arching upward, forming a vast dome 
whose crystalline skin had greatly thinned. Reservoirs of magma gathered 
beneath it and strained upward, propagating fractures through the crust. It was a 
fragile equilibrium.   

On the surface, streams and rivers had bent their courses around the dome 
and those that lay across it burrowed deep into their beds, creating a maze of 
canyons. Thick forests covered the heights; new generations of trees subsisting 
on the decaying bodies of their fathers. But this day the woods were unusually 
quiet. With that hidden sense granted to the lesser creatures, most of the 
animals, birds, and creeping things had fled. Perhaps it was the increasing 
tremors…perhaps the odor and taste of their favorite springs, or maybe just an 
ingrained instinct denied to the lords of creation. Those too afraid to run 
crouched deep in their nests and burrows.  

Birds huddling in their nests saw lines of white fire appear high in the dawn 
sky. As the lines streaked down, a dull rumble like thunder could be heard in the 
distance. Unlike thunder, it did not fade, but grew louder as the fiery lines 
splintered the sky like lightning.   

 
Too fast for the eye to follow, the first traveler slammed into the unwary 

planet just north of the dome’s crest. In that instant, an expanding wave of 
hypervelocity energy smashed downward and outward into the ground, instantly 
transforming unyielding granite into vapor, liquid, and dust, exploding up and 
out into the morning. The smallest fraction of that energy rebounded, 
vaporizing the traveler, but it was too late. Most of the energy hurtled outward 
in an awesome seismic tsunami of destruction.   

As the rippling front slowed to the speed of sound, the crust no longer 
disintegrated—it shuddered and bucked like an angry ocean. The air blast 
traveled faster, extinguishing life over hundreds of miles. No eyes remained to 
see the waves of granite rising and falling into a pattern of concentric circles 
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around the impact’s eye. A small peak rose in the center as granite flowed like 
water, and the crater—formed within a few heartbeats—began to fill with 
debris already raining back down from the sky.   

For a moment there was an eerie stillness; a deathly silence hovered over 
the destruction, then dull echoes of other impacts shook the ground. Even the 
seemingly solid granite could not withstand such heavy blows. Shock waves 
encountered zones of weakness and fractures expanded downward into deep 
cauldrons of molten rock. The hot liquid sensed a means of escaping its rocky 
prison and surged eagerly upwards.   

Inevitably, the crust gave way and the entire dome buckled. Giant fissures 
appeared, tens of feet wide and thousands long. Unimaginable volumes of 
magma surged up, finding those exits and shooting hundreds of feet into the air; 
fountains of fire dancing skywards, celebrating their release. Liquid rock 
gathered in pools atop the sinking valley floor, then flowed for miles like black 
water in a furious flaming river before thickening, slowing, and finally slumping 
to a stop.  

As if in answer to the land’s distress under the molten assault, the skies 
released a great rain to cool the tortured ground. Woefully inadequate at the 
outset, the first drops sizzled into vapor in the hot air above the fiery river. But 
the heavens persisted and drops came thicker and faster. As each drop 
sacrificed itself, a small amount of heat was absorbed, drawing the life from the 
lava in infinitesimal bits. Rain fell harder and the watery missiles finally touched 
the surface. A crust formed on top of the molten river and its fury was 
quenched.   

But the struggle had just begun. Another fissure opened, another fiery 
fountain exploded, another flaming river advanced down the valley. The rain 
fought back, quenching that one too, until hissing rivulets of water ran across a 
blackened face. Back and forth the battle raged: another burst of lava, another 
billion drops. Lava surged and flowed, sometimes running free for a hundred 
miles before thickening to await the inevitable cooling touch of the rain. The 
scene was repeated many times. As the process continued, small valleys joined 
to form one great rift. Along its length the central valley continued to sink 
beneath layer after layer of cooling lava.  

Outside the valley, the rainwater gathered and began to flow—first as 
rivulets, then rivers, then as a vast sheet that stretched almost to the horizon. At 
the edge of the new rent in the Earth, it cascaded over cold granite cliffs, 
dislodging blocks from the weakened walls. As they fell into the molten rivers 
below, they bobbed momentarily like small pebbles in a vast ocean, before 
sinking in the red-black sea. Gradually, the cascading water helped quench the 
fires below and then carried debris across the volcanic flows.   

Eventually the lava flows slowed and ceased, the fissures sealed themselves, 
and the new crust was quickly covered by a vast lake proclaiming the conquest 
of the waters. But the land was not finished. The very water that quenched the 
lava and filled the valley washed slurries out into its central depths. Pebbles sank 
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near the margin, sand formed an apron beyond the pebbles, and mud flowed to 
the deepest parts, displacing water and reclaiming the valley.   

But the waters were not finished, either. Far to the south the sea had been 
roused. And once roused, it began to move upward and onto the land. Soon it 
would regain the territory lost on the third day, and once more the deep would 
cover the surface of Creation.  



 

  

Chapter 1 
CLOSING DOOR 

Day 1 
 
 
 
 

alf a world away, Madrazi stood in the doorway of the ark and stared 
down in despair at her best friend. Close enough to read her eyes, they were a 
universe apart. Fate was driving them into divergent futures like a bubble 
splitting in half and drifting away, never to rejoin. Her anguish was echoed by 
the groan of the giant door; some unseen hand had pulled it away from the hull 
and was swinging it slowly around to seal the eight within from the millions 
outside. As its bulk blotted out more and more of the sky, she felt a sense of 
overwhelming finality. All that she had once valued was out there. She could 
still see and hear outside, but her frantic cries no longer seemed to carry across 
the void between them.   

And there was another barrier—an impenetrable miasma of evil 
surrounding Jeriah. It had to be evil—it felt evil. Jeriah was more than a friend; 
they were mirror images of the same soul. From the moment they met, they had 
been united at some mystic level, each an open scroll to the other. Madrazi had 
confided her deepest joys and fears to Jeriah, even those she withheld from her 
husband, and she had in turn been privy to Jeriah’s secrets. Inseparable for 
twenty years, it felt now like her very body was being torn apart. There was so 
much she wanted to say, but the evil hovering around Jeriah delighted to darken 
even that farewell.   

That evil flowed from the tall golden-haired warrior, wrapping its nearly-
visible tendrils around Jeriah’s soul, rendering her deaf to every plea. From there 
it spread out and filled the entire clearing, governing the soldiers spread out 
around the ark, ready to murder and burn at their commander’s whim. For it 
was the glory of Sechiall to control the hearts of weaker men—part of his 
heritage as a Nephil lord newly come into his full strength.   

But Madrazi felt only revulsion. His adoption into the city of Lamech and 
his tutelage under her greatest general had masked his nature for a time, but his 
outward conformity hid a heart as black as the void. Outwardly a model citizen, 
he had secretly corrupted, betrayed, and murdered his way to power. Of all the 
men in that once-proud city, only Noah still dared to oppose him, and so 
Sechiall had come to eliminate that final obstacle. But instead of a weak old 
man, he had discovered a power that overmatched the darkness he hurled 
against the doorway of the great ship. In spite of his fury, that entry continued 
to shimmer with a golden light that shielded all inside.   
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The ground shook again. Fine hairs rose on the back of Madrazi’s neck and 
her face tightened.  Even the massive ark trembled. A loud, low-pitched rumble 
was punctuated by shrill cries and harsh curses. The sky was gray, poorly lit by a 
red sun. Drops of water fell and a stench like rotting eggs hovered in the heavy 
air. But at that moment, all of Madrazi’s senses were focused on the face framed 
in the shrinking band of light between the door and the sill.  

Jeriah was outside and she was not. It was as simple as that. A part of her 
wished that they could change places, but it was too late. Maybe it had been too 
late for a long time. Perhaps it wasn’t even the door; she sensed that the 
shimmering power estranged them as no time or distance ever could. And she 
knew that the first pangs of parting were harbingers of perpetual pain. Jeriah—
and a lifetime of people, places, and experiences—were on the threshold of 
destruction. It was a scene that she feared would haunt her for centuries.     

 
* * * * 

Debseda, Ham’s wife, had been standing behind the others, but curiosity 
compelled her towards the door. She slid forward, distracted for a moment by 
the crackling of shattering wood; the spear Sechiall had hurled moments before 
was splintering between the ponderous door and its lintel, though the same 
action drove its steel head deep into the post. Her way was blocked; Noah 
stood to her right and Madrazi was directly in front of her.   

Seized by a sudden desire to see out one last time, she slid between Japheth 
and the great beam that would catch the door. Her quick eye took in the scene 
outside: men beginning to flee, water falling faster, and the imposing figure who 
dared defy Noah and his God. He dominated the scene outside. She had always 
been curious about him—from a comfortable distance, of course—for Sechiall 
represented a link to her past that she had concealed from everyone…even her 
husband.   

As the door swung around, Sechiall moved with it, hurling hatred towards 
his unreachable foe. Noah saw him and edged left across the threshold, his gaze 
equally firm, determined to shield those inside from the evil seeking entry. 
Sechiall paused, as if finally realizing that the force of his own inner fire had met 
a superior flame. But he was cunning. So while he continued to hurl his main 
strength at the light in the door, he sent a questing tendril of thought snaking up 
from below, searching for any chink in the chaos of that clash of power. 

Debseda had seen the great warrior before, though never face to face. Until 
the events of the past year, she had thought little of him. He was merely a 
lackey, serving in the shadow of General Jared. Now she scarcely recognized the 
man below. Taller than any around him, his armor gleamed in the strange red 
light of this strange red day. There was a perfection of body and face—a hint of 
what man might be. Though dwarfed by the ark and stymied by the power of 
Noah’s God, his defiance never wavered. Admiration swelled in Debseda’s soul, 
though a twinge of guilt rushed to cover it. Her eyes seemed drawn to him 
alone and as she watched, she felt suddenly disoriented; his questing tendril 
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found a willing target in the doorway. It triggered a reaction deep within and 
something seemed to struggle towards freedom in the depths of her mind.   

The great door was nearly shut. Madrazi screamed and nearly tore herself 
from Shem’s grasp. Everyone turned to help, but as Debseda swung around, the 
corner of her eye caught Sechiall’s gaze and she froze; her eyes locked on his. 
Time halted. His searching probe had done its job. His eyes bored into hers and 
she felt something move deep inside, as if some long-locked gate had been 
unlatched. It was insane, yet so very real; she fancied that the air between them 
glowed and the hidden knowledge in his fiery blue eyes suddenly became very 
clear. Just before the door obscured her view, she caught one last glimpse. His 
rage was gone and in its place was a sardonic half smile. He knew…he 
knew…her! Her breathing quickened. Whatever message had been passed 
between them had left him satisfied and left her…what? She was not sure, but a 
quiet voice whispered that everything had changed.   

She glanced guiltily about, but it was over. Whatever had passed between 
them had happened in a flash, and everyone else was still distracted by Madrazi. 
She was amazed—to her, the exchange had been as subtle as a thunderclap. She 
quickly composed her face and turned toward the others.   

As the door traversed its final cubit, Madrazi lunged forward again, 
screaming incoherently. Shem, his face twisted in pity, locked both arms around 
her waist and lifted her bodily off the deck, her arms and legs flailing. Japheth 
stood frozen beside him, mouth agape; the rope for Jeriah’s rescue hanging limp 
in one hand. Embarrassed, he slid it behind him. The others seemed rooted in 
place by the outburst. The door boomed shut and Shem released his hold. 
Madrazi simply deflated like an empty skin, her head rolling to one side, and had 
it not been for her husband’s reflexes, she would have crumpled to the floor.   

Debseda reacted instantly; stepping back into a pool of light and spreading 
her robe on the deck. Shem saw it, lifted Madrazi’s dead weight, carried her 
over, and gently lay her on the cloak. He offered a quick glance of gratitude to 
Debseda. A pool of light cast by a copper mirror lit the unconscious face. 
Supporting her head with one hand, he accepted the soft cloth that Yaran 
quickly tore from her skirt and wiped the lines of tears. Debseda frowned and 
looked around. Seeing a waterskin, she brought it over, took the cloth from his 
hands, and began to bathe Madrazi’s face.   

She glanced at Shem, but his dark eyes were fixed on his wife. He stirred 
only when her eyes opened, then gripped her hand. Debseda watched the 
sequence as Madrazi’s eyes first stared into whatever sight lurked on at the edge 
of awareness, then focused slowly on the figures huddled around. Recognition 
was quickly overcome by memory and incomprehension by grief.   

“She’s back with us,” Debseda noted, breaking the stillness. “Let her lie still 
for a few minutes to gather her strength.” The others nodded, and Shem 
continued to hold her hand while his other brushed chestnut tresses away from 
her face. Debseda glanced at him. His dark hair framed equally dark eyes that 
could—at the rare times he was angry—be as hard as obsidian. Now, they were 
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as soft as a forest pool, with quiet tears overflowing down his cheeks. She 
turned away to give him a semblance of privacy.    

 
* * * * 

Madrazi looked around, not missing the general discomfort at her distress. 
No one spoke. Perhaps the shock had slowed their reactions. Ham recovered 
first. For a moment he shuffled from one foot to the other, before turning 
abruptly to Japheth. “We need to secure the door,” he snapped. “Bring the 
stakes.”  

Both men turned away in relief. Ham seized a large iron hammer from 
brackets set in the wall, lifting it briefly overhead to loosen his heavily-muscled 
arms and shoulders. The wiry Japheth lifted an armful of wooden stakes from a 
bin near the door. Madrazi rolled her head the other way. Noah was slumped 
over, hands braced on his thighs, his face gray in the half light. Wen-Tehrom 
put an arm around his waist and helped him to a nearby beam, where he sagged 
heavily down, staring dully at Ham. His breathing was still rapid, as if he had 
just finished some heavy task.   

She followed his eyes back towards the door. There Japheth was kneeling in 
front of Ham, having dropped the stakes. Each was two cubits long and thicker 
than his wrist. He seized one with a flourish and placed its tapered end in a hole 
that pierced the lower frame of the door and continued down into its massive 
sill. It slid in easily a short length, and then further as Japheth pressed 
downward with all his weight. Once satisfied that it was steady, he stepped 
prudently back out of the way.  

As Ham lifted the hammer, Madrazi struggled upwards and motioned the 
others aside. Still dizzy, she wrapped her arms about her knees and let her chin 
settle on them, watching Ham step forward. Shem remained kneeling beside 
her. She felt his hand lightly supporting her back, imparting some indefinable 
strength. 

Everyone watched Ham. An impressively muscular man, his feats were 
always worth watching and she needed the distraction…any distraction. So she 
concentrated as he hefted the hammer, aligning it over the first stake. A few 
easy taps forced it in tight. Then the hammer rose high above his head before 
blurring down and striking the stake with a boom that echoed into the distant 
recesses. It only took a few more blows to drive it all the way down, its top now 
flattened to twice its original diameter. Five more times Japheth set a stake. Five 
more times Ham drove it home. Then he set the hammer carefully back into its 
bracket and wiped the sweat from his face, though everyone knew he could 
have kept up the effort for hours. Once pitch was poured around the seam, the 
door would be as waterproof as the rest of the ship.    

Madrazi, knowing what remained, waved Shem away to help. As he 
reluctantly rose, her eyes followed him. Though intermediate between Japheth’s 
slim build and Ham’s imposing bulk, his broad shoulders were deceptively 
strong. But his long legs and slim hips were built for speed, and he moved with 
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the grace of a wild animal. He reached down and effortlessly helped Noah to his 
feet, and they joined the other men, each pulling a stout stave from another bin.   

Her dizziness fading, Madrazi watched with more interest as the men went 
to work. They inserted their poles into a beam set parallel to the floor at chest 
level, just to the right of the door. They pressed forward in unison and the beam 
grated through prepared brackets in the door into a heavy box on the opposite 
side, effectively locking it to the hull. Then Ham clambered up and knocked 
home swiveling iron locks set along the frame. Satisfied, he turned to the others. 

“Thanks be to the strong hand of God! Had we tried to move the door 
ourselves, we would have been killed by Sechiall’s soldiers. But now she will 
stand any sea.” He pounded the planking with his fist. “She’ll sink before this 
fails!”   

He looked about with obvious pride; as well he should, Madrazi thought. It 
had been largely due to his tireless labors that the ark had been completed, and 
its every detail reflected his mastery of wood, metal, and mechanism. A 
childhood spent in her father’s shipyard had given her an eye to appreciate his 
craftsmanship.   

But any incipient enthusiasm faded as she looked around. How alone they 
were…sealed forever from the world outside! Dim spaces merged into distant 
darkness as empty as her heart. Even with a full cargo of animals, food, water, 
and supplies for the new world, there was a spaciousness that emphasized the 
vessel’s unprecedented size. Lines of light from copper mirrors only 
accentuated the gloom. There should have been scores of other people with 
them, but their entire household had been slaughtered yesterday—was it just 
yesterday?—by Sechiall in his murderous pursuit of Noah. She felt an 
indescribable loneliness; so many were dead and Jeriah soon would be. The 
ark’s dark spaces mirrored the emptiness within her that rose from a lifetime of 
unfulfilled dreams and now threatened to overwhelm her.   

Ham echoed her thoughts, “We designed the craft to be operated by a crew 
of twenty men. Can the four of us manage?”   

His words broke the spell that lingered in the aftermath of the battle for the 
door. They could not afford to relax; there were more immediate needs. The old 
world was under sentence of death; there would be no new world unless they 
survived. Noah gathered himself and gestured to the ramp. “Up!” He forced 
strength into his voice. “Let’s go up. Hot food and drink will help us amend our 
plans. Come!” 

He led the way, still leaning slightly on Wen-Tehrom. Ham and Debseda 
fell in behind, and Yaran and Japheth followed. Shem reached out his hand to 
Madrazi. “Can you walk?”  

“Yes,” she returned, unable to keep the bitterness from her voice. “My 
body will do what is needed.” But her spirit was crushed. She wanted nothing 
more than to sink down on her face and weep for weeks. Her best friend…out 
there…. She turned back briefly, hoping to see something other than the dark 
pitch-stained wood and struggling against tears when that hope was dashed. She 
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couldn’t just walk away…couldn’t abandon Jeriah so casually. She pulled away 
from Shem and walked unsteadily over, placing her palms on the cold, unfeeling 
timber. “Farewell, my friend,” she said softly. “I am sorry that you ever knew 
me. It was a curse! Having nothing else to offer, I will carry your memory to the 
end of my days, however bitter they may be!”  

In that moment, turning back to Shem felt like a betrayal.   
 

 



 

  

Chapter 2 
ASSESSMENTS 

Day 1 
 
 
 
 

Shem stiffened. He had learned over the years that his wife’s aloof 
exterior often masked deep passions. Pain was to be expected, but the bitterness 
and despair in her voice shocked him. He shook his head. The sea might arrive 
at any moment, the animals were restless, and the family unsure what to do. But 
he put those racing thoughts aside. His wife was sinking in a swamp of emotion 
and must be stopped. He wished fervently that he had inherited Methuselah’s 
gift with words, but it had gone to Japheth instead.  

Glib or not, he never turned away from responsibility. He gripped her arms 
and held her eyes—green windows to pain. He wavered for a moment, then 
steadied himself with the memory of a prayer. “I’m sorry,” he fumbled, irked at 
the insufficiency of the words. His voice grew softer. “Grief will take its turn, 
but events now press us hard. I need you…here, now! Help me and I will 
mourn with you later.” There was no response. “Please.” His voice caught.   

Madrazi remained stiff in his arms. Shem wondered if she had even heard 
him. A moment of anger rocked him. When would she learn that pain stored 
behind iron walls of self-control only hardened her heart? Then he felt a pang 
of guilt. Her loss was great; his anger would accomplish nothing. Carefully he 
released her, took her stiff hand, and spoke again. “Please.” Madrazi dipped her 
head and a shudder seemed to ripple through her. She nodded silently and let 
him take her now-limp hand and lead her away. By the time they reached the 
ramp, her steps had steadied. She only stumbled once as they trudged its rough 
surface, but she caught herself on the rope netting that ran up its sides from 
deck to deck. He stopped and quietly waited while she gathered herself.   

“Let’s sit at the table and drink something hot,” he suggested. “We both 
need it.”   

 
* * * * 

Madrazi stood perfectly still, only half hearing his words, her vision 
wavering between past and present. Jeriah’s face floated before her. But the sure 
grip of Shem’s hand drove it away. There was nothing there but the rough 
wood of the upper deck. She swallowed her tears and struggled to focus on 
sights and sounds…any distraction. As if in answer, her eyes and ears began to 
register her surroundings once more.  

Compared to the gloom below, the upper deck was well lit. The sun still 
burned above the chaos outside, giving her hope that there was life beyond her 
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present turmoil. Its light filtered through the open windows. Each was set just 
beneath the ceiling around the perimeter of the hull with an opening a cubit 
high by two long, and set two cubits apart from its neighbor. Tight-fitting 
hatches set in sturdy guide rails would let them open as much or as little as 
needed. Noah and Ham were hurrying to the parapet, set several cubits below 
the windows; a heavy rain was blowing in from the north and a cool mist chilled 
her as it filled the air. Occasional clusters of drops rode the stronger gusts inside 
to splatter against the deck while louder bursts drummed off the wooden roof. 
But Noah and Ham soon had enough windows closed that the communal area 
was free of rain, though a fine mist lingered. 

As Madrazi let Shem lead her aft, the wind rose. It moaned around the ark, 
and she thought she heard in it the tormented souls of those trapped outside. 
But that was not the worst. As Noah and Ham closed the windows, the upper 
deck grew dim and shadows sprang out of the dark corners. It was as if the 
spirits of the lost sought passage. She turned quickly to the warm glow of the 
stove. But the call of the dying world echoed in her mind and she found her feet 
turning to the nearest ladder. Jeriah! She took a faltering step before some inner 
voice of reason stopped her. Even if she could glimpse her friend, that sight 
would be unbearable.   

Slowly her feet turned back and she focused on her family. She felt no part 
of them; she was merely a spectator to their drama. But they were her family 
now…the only one she would ever have. For years she had been close to none 
save Methuselah, but his dying words had forced a promise that now linked her 
to them forever.  

Yaran and Wen-Tehrom were cooking and it was hard to reconcile their 
mundane preparations with the drama outside. She sneered at herself; was not 
her own life full of such contradictions? She had come to them a stranger, full 
of hopes for her future. Years had passed and here she was, still a stranger, the 
hopes having long faded. Would she have made that vow to Methuselah had 
she known what it would bring? 

And yet amid her darkness, she could not escape the reality that so much 
had changed…so much was changing…. Methuselah’s death—only weeks 
ago—was fading. The last seven days had turned her life inside out. Her 
comfortable illusions of a distant, uninterested Creator had been exploded as 
divine streams of light had drawn her, this family, and thousands of creatures 
into the ark. One revolution followed another; her love for Shem had been 
shown to be hollow—a relationship centered on grasping rather than giving. 
Fear of his loss had unexpectedly transformed it, and it was that new love that 
kept her from complete despair now. How confusing it all was! Despite all her 
reservations about the ark, she was now aboard with her family. On the other 
hand, Jeriah—the one person upon whom she would have wagered 
everything—had rejected life with her and instead chosen death with the evil 
Sechiall. Now she faced an unknowable future with these seven people—not 
Methuselah, not Jeriah, not her own family…. Tears began to flow again.   
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Again she teetered on the brink of despair. Then she remembered other 
words Methuselah had spoken—words of comfort and hope. You are young, and 
your great-grandchildren will fill the new Earth. A new life needs a new heart. Was such a 
thing possible? He wouldn’t have told her if it was not. She had trusted him 
above all others, but a lifetime of skepticism died hard. Twenty years as an alien 
with these people left her wary and afraid. The past clung like the clammy death 
that hung in the air all around her, but Methuselah had faced death with a light 
filling his eyes. What was his source of confidence? How could she ever find 
that same hope? 

It felt a world away now. She could not erase the day’s events. Her pain 
seemed to divide heart from mind. Jeriah had been closer than a sister—a living 
extension of herself. In the strange symmetry of life and death it seemed that 
her soul had been split; half for Shem and a hopeful future, the other clinging to 
Jeriah and destruction. Which would prevail? 

She decided to let her practical side take over. They faced a multitude of 
problems; that at least put her on familiar ground. Challenges were old friends 
to be met head on—to be analyzed and overcome. But old habits would have to 
change…selfishness for one. These people were her family now—the only 
companions she would have until her own children helped renew the race. 
Drawing a deep breath, she wiped her eyes roughly and walked over to join 
them.  

Shem had been hovering nearby. Now taking her arm, he guided her to the 
table. More than a place to eat, she realized that it would be the natural center 
of family life during the days ahead. It was just forward of the open galley, 
which was dominated by the large brick stove set amidships on a square slate 
floor. Its collapsing smokestack, made of sections of thin tin, was now extended 
through a hatch in the ceiling and she could hear occasional drops of rain that 
found the opening. She stopped just short of the table, looking left and right at 
the opposing rows of cabins built against the hull. Every board seemed distinct. 
Either her vision had cleared or the stove’s heat had burned the mist away. So 
she slid onto a bench next to Debseda and waved Shem away to help the men.   

 
* * * * 

Debseda stirred and glanced covertly over as Madrazi sat beside her. As 
usual, her proximity brought a jumble of emotions—resentment at war with 
respect. Maybe it would have been easier if her own father, Sessoudy, had not 
been a trader. He had been prosperous enough, had provided for her needs, had 
been respectable…enough to give her a comfortable status when she came into 
Noah’s house. But what trader could hope to compare to Madrazi’s father, 
Pomorolac? Explorer, mariner, trader…first among the powerful merchants of 
the Guild…his every voyage creating another legend. He made Sessoudy seem 
like a common street vendor. When Noah had announced that Shem was 
promised to his daughter—a woman of equally imposing reputation—Debseda 
had been crushed.    
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It wasn’t right! Though Ham was the youngest, she had come into the 
family first. And anyone with half an eye could see that Ham was destined for a 
greatness his brothers could never match. Ham breathed creative competence. 
Japheth was undisciplined; he had married a mere servant! She sighed lightly. 
Even Yaran the servant had something she did not—she had known her 
mother. Debseda never had…never known anything about her, save that she 
was from the notorious Nephil city of Te’efasedon. Sessoudy never spoke of 
her, his anger roused the few times she had asked. Had she been the wife of 
another, or worse? Some town harlot? Debseda clenched her fist—she had 
spent her whole life wavering between hope and fear—hoping her mother had 
been some great lady; fearing she had not.   

So despite her years of uncomplaining labor and Ham’s brilliant success 
with the ark, her status in the family remained…nebulous. For Shem was much 
different from Japheth. He always made her wary. Like the animals he loved, he 
had an uncanny ability to sense people’s thoughts and feelings. And then he had 
married the daughter of Pomorolac! In that, Debseda had seen all of her vague 
dreams come crashing down. For a time she had nurtured them afresh; Madrazi 
had done everything possible to make the marriage fail, but Methuselah 
smoothed over every breach of decorum. Any other daughter would have been 
banished from the family. Even with Methuselah dead, she still enjoyed that 
double standard; her disgusting display over Sechiall’s slut had evoked sympathy 
from them all when it should have brought censure.   

For a moment, the memory of Sechiall drove all thoughts of Madrazi away, 
and a red heat filled Debseda’s mind. Something had happened when their eyes 
had locked…a door had been opened. Even now it stirred…what? Discontent? 
Ambition? She nodded slowly, as new thoughts swam into focus. If they 
survived this flood, they would be the rulers of a new world. Opportunity 
would be ever before her. After all, power went to those willing to seize it. 
Noah and Wen-Tehrom were old. Japheth was weak; Yaran little more than a 
slave. But Madrazi was potentially powerful…a woman of breeding and 
quality—a woman who could be a queen…a rival.  

She glanced over again, now appraisingly. What were her weaknesses? How 
could they be exploited? She was distraught and vulnerable. If I could place her in 
my debt now, she thought, it might be repaid many times over in the days to come. Shem 
and Ham would surely vie for preeminence in the new world—Shem was the 
firstborn, but…. And if Shem’s wife owed a debt to her rival…or better yet, 
was blinded to the rivalry…. Debseda’s lips curled slightly, but the smile didn’t 
rise to her eyes.   

Ambition prodded her forward. Perhaps when the Creator’s wrath was 
sated, He would leave men in peace. In time, civilization would be rebuilt. Just 
as Cain had lifted the ancient world on his shoulders and revealed man’s 
potential, so also would Ham. He just needed the right guidance and freedom 
from interference by Shem. Perhaps through his wife…. As she sat there, 
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glancing sideways through cold blue eyes, she wondered if she could start right 
now.  

For Ham held a secret advantage—and even he wasn’t aware of it. Within 
his wife flowed the blood of superior men. Most women of the Nephil were like 
their men—tall with light hair and skin, and rangy, hard bodies. Her own olive 
complexion, short stature, and lush curves had been an effective disguise—
though Sechiall had penetrated it with just a glance. But he had done more than 
unveil; he had unclothed her completely! He had seen something within her that 
even she did not see, and then had tried to show her. He had roused…what? 
Her mother’s dormant blood? She felt so alive…so brimming with potential. 
Her heart raced and her skin burned at the memory of those eyes. If through 
her mother she shared his blood, then her heritage was the same as his—
dominance over weaker men. Who would rule the future? Sechiall had won a 
kingdom by the strength of his arm. Being a woman, she must use other tools.   

She took the first step. Gently, she placed a hand on Madrazi’s arm. “It was 
a terrible shock.” Madrazi nodded as tears filled her eyes. Debseda took the 
edge of her own robe and patted Madrazi’s cheeks. “You’ll feel better with 
something warm to drink. Yaran and Wen-Tehrom will have bread and tea 
ready soon.” She spoke as if it were the most natural thing in the world that 
those two should be serving them.   

“Everything we have ever known will be overthrown,” she continued. “In 
the past we were not the closest of friends, but the past is no more.” She paused 
and watched Madrazi closely, adding a catch in her voice. “I was always a little 
afraid of you…of your reputation. But that world is gone. I would change other 
things too, if you are willing.” She let a tremor color those words.   

Madrazi leaned forward, hiding her face once more in her arms. “I know I 
haven’t been much of a sister,” she choked. “If you can overlook the past, I will 
do as you say.”   

“We won’t regret it,” replied Debseda softly. “The past is dead; we must 
not look back. A new life waits.”   

“Are you sure?” Madrazi’s muffled voice was tinged with bitterness.   
“It must be! We have no other choice!” Debseda hesitated then dropped 

her voice and confided, “Make no mistake. I’m terrified. My heart pounds…my 
skin crawls…. When the door began to close….”  She shivered. “That 
frightened me more than the warriors! And now water falls from the sky and 
the ground shakes.” Her voice trailed off and she stared at the ceiling high 
above them. At that moment the ark lurched slightly as the ground shuddered 
beneath them. “We can’t escape this nightmare. So we must survive it instead!” 
She slid her hand into Madrazi’s and squeezed. “We must!” 

Madrazi didn’t speak, but she squeezed back. Debseda smiled to herself. A 
little empathy would penetrate deep into a vulnerable heart. It was the kind of 
small debt that would loom large in years ahead. If the others wanted to help by 
remaining remote, then her task would be even easier. She slid her arm around 
Madrazi’s shoulders and said, “I’m here if you need me.” 
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Debseda released Madrazi’s hand, allowing the hint of a smile. The first 
step had been small, but it had succeeded. There would be more opportunities 
in the days ahead. Let the servant and the old woman manage life on the ark. 
She and Madrazi would look instead to a new world and its endless opportunity. 
She congratulated herself on a successful start as the waters continued to 
hammer the wood over their heads. 

 



 

  

Chapter 3 
FEW HANDS MAKE HEAVY WORK 

Day 1 
 
 
 
 

At first, Madrazi appreciated the sympathy, then a skeptical voice began 
to ask what had prompted it after years of little more than perfunctory 
politeness. Jeriah had turned her back, the world was perishing, and Debseda 
was little more than a distraction. Madrazi barely heeded her words. Her heart 
hung between two worlds. The one she had loved was under a death sentence, 
and she felt its pangs. The other was an ephemeral prophecy. She was caught 
between pain and promise—perched on a plank across an infinite chasm, with 
destruction behind and the unknown ahead. 

Methuselah had warned her that she would see the judgment, but no words 
could have prepared her for its devastating reality. It was so final. How had she 
been so blind, wasting all those years in such a shallow existence? Love, 
happiness, truth: her lips could mouth the words, but somehow her heart had 
missed their meaning. All her life there had been glimpses of a larger world, but 
they slipped away in the blink of an eye. The reality outside these thin walls was 
unnerving. Only the memory of Methuselah’s final promise and of the rich 
radiance that had brought her into the ark gave her hope. 

Yet that light was dangerous too. She now knew that she wasn’t alone. The 
Creator was here; less tangible than the woman beside her, but infinitely more 
threatening. She could turn from Debseda, but could never shut Him out. A life 
lived in the hard practicality of what she could see, hear, and touch had ill 
prepared her for the discovery that it was only the film of existence. His alien 
otherness terrified her. Only Debseda seemed to share that fear and Madrazi 
was suddenly glad of her companionship.   

As she and Debseda began to set the table she spoke. “I am afraid.” She 
said it softly, since she had the uncomfortable feeling that Yaran and Wen-
Tehrom wouldn’t understand. “But we must endure this nightmare. Perhaps we 
can find comfort in a common fear, if nothing else.” Debseda glanced at the 
other women and nodded, as if she understood that complex brew of emotion.   

 
When the men returned from securing the windows, hot food was ready 

and all eight sat together. Noah stood and spoke.  
We give thanks to you, O Lord of all the Earth, for your deliverance and continued 
mercy. Truly, You are the refuge of the weak and weary, and your right hand has 
thwarted our enemies. Continue to protect us now from the greater danger of your 



22 MABBUL 
 

 
 

anger. Let your promises be fulfilled to show your faithfulness to our children’s 
children.  

 
Madrazi gripped her cup and eagerly sipped the strong tea, which gradually 

warmed away the numbness of shock. But that only made memory more acute, 
destroying her appetite. Absently she toyed with a piece of bread. No one said 
anything until Noah stood once more, resolutely pulling himself up to his full 
height. 

“We are all that remain. None outside will escape.” Madrazi flinched. The 
others sat quietly, each remembering someone now lost. But Noah would not 
let them wallow in grief. “Hard days lie before us. But we have a promise and 
we have each other. We will need both, for we face much work with few hands. 
Heed me! We will each be tested. Anger or animosity will only multiply our 
difficulties. Find strength in love. Abhor fear; it is poison. No matter how 
terrible the judgment outside, remember that we are protected by the promise 
of the Almighty. Just as His words of judgment have proven true, so also will 
His promise of deliverance.” 

Madrazi felt a stirring in her breast, as if some strength flowed from him, 
and she was grateful. She lifted her head and drew herself up. After all, she 
reminded herself, he was a prophet—a man who talked with God. It seemed to 
fill even his ordinary words with power.   

But then his voice broke. Unable to restrain tears, he burst out, “Oh that 
our household was here! We would not be here without their years of faithful 
labor. They now rest with the fathers, but we must complete a hard race before 
we join them. At least they will never face the coming days!” 

He paused and shook his head. “God said that we would come into this 
ark. I always hoped that our house would, too. Whether it was presumption or 
vanity, I am sorry. For our tasks are now multiplied. Simply surviving will take 
hard work, and we must also care for the creatures. We have no time to 
properly mourn our loved ones. When we arrive in the new world, we will offer 
thanks for our own deliverance and remember them as they deserve.” 

Madrazi felt a pang of sympathy. She was not the only one facing loss, nor 
was hers any more wrenching. Their servants had served them well—had served 
her well—and her face burned for a moment at how little thought she had given 
any of them in the past hours. Were they of less worth than Jeriah?   

Noah straightened his shoulders and hardened his face. “This rain will 
continue for forty days and nights. The waters will rise rapidly and the winds, 
waves, and currents will be strong and unpredictable. Afterwards, the waters 
should recede, but it will take time. At least that part of our voyage should be 
smoother. We should even have the sun.”  

Turning to Japheth, he asked, “How long will our food and water last?” 
Japheth shrugged. Of everyone there, the horrors of the day seemed to rest 

the least heavy on him. He looked up for a moment, lost in thought. “With only 
eight of us to feed….” He paused, letting his words carry his thoughts along. 
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“We prepared food for eighty for many months and added a surplus as it 
became clear that we would have room. What doesn’t spoil will last years. But 
we may need it if it proves difficult to sow and reap in the new world. 
Regardless, it will be useful. Some of the monkeys are hard to please.” When he 
saw that no one appreciated his humor, he looked up, his face knit in 
concentration. “Use the grain in the feed bins before opening any sealed 
containers. It appears,” he added with an overtone of irony, “that dampness will 
be a problem for the foreseeable future.” 

“When we have the time,” he continued, “we should begin moving grain 
and hay up from the lowest storage rooms against the difficult days. Use Ham’s 
hoists.” Madrazi nodded to herself. There were a dozen lifts scattered around 
the perimeter of the hull that used pulleys to haul small loads directly from deck 
to deck. Japheth continued. “Even the women can move more than their weight 
with the strength of their arms. If you need to move heavier loads, use a draft 
animal…like Ham.” 

Chuckling at his own wit, he continued. “We have plenty of water. 
However,” he grimaced, “it will go bad in several months and we may have to 
boil and strain it. Perhaps by then we can catch rain.” He looked sideways at 
Ham. 

“Possibly,” Ham returned gruffly. “But not right away and not in rough 
seas.” 

Noah appeared buoyed by his sons’ easy competence. “You know this ship 
better than any, Ham. Inspect every cubit regularly. It will take a beating and 
since we are few, we must stay ahead of any problem.”   

Ham nodded briskly. Clearly the idea of any problem with his ark was to be 
regarded as a remote possibility.  

Noah continued, ticking off his fingers, “Look for leaks, loose gear, any 
abnormal noises, or any defects in lighting or ventilation. These must take 
priority.”  

“She will see us through, father,” interrupted Ham with an impatient pride. 
“The design was good. Every board was inspected with care before a peg was 
hammered into place. The wood is solid and the pitch has hardened over the 
years. The keels are thick, the hull is braced in every conceivable manner. 
Bronze straps reinforce every critical joint inside, and help join keel to hull. 
We’ve been over this time and again. Waves can break clear over us and she will 
still ride the storm.” He chuckled. “It would take a wave of one hundred cubits 
to capsize her, and waves that large are so broad that she will ride right across.”   

“Except in shallow water,” muttered Madrazi under her breath. 
Ham shot her a hard look. “If perchance we take on water, then we simply 

pump it out. I’m sure the cattle will be happy to help, once they see the need!” 
Japheth joined his laughter, but the others were silent.   

“That brings us to our next responsibility,” replied Noah, with exaggerated 
patience. “We have many charges, but Ham has provided the means to multiply 
our efforts. I know that it appears an overwhelming task, but this past week has 
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shown we can meet it. We planned well, we built well, and we will bring them 
alive to the other side. Remember! Water first, then food, and then waste. 
Those three things will consume almost all your labor.”   

He continued. “If you encounter a problem with the water, don’t try to fix 
it unless you are confident you know the solution. The system is complex, with 
no room for error. Ask Ham. Don’t turn a valve if you don’t know what it does. 
Don’t bother keeping the troughs full. It wastes water and multiplies slime, 
which multiplies your work. But don’t worry about each barrel, either. We have 
plenty. If a pipe breaks or a joint fails, turn off the nearest cutoff valve—those 
painted red—and leave it for Ham. As for food, the creatures have been well 
fed this week, and most will be fine for several days. As long as they have water, 
they will survive. Horses can fast for a month and though others aren’t as hardy, 
few need food every day. Set your feeding schedules according to need.”   

 
Madrazi slumped forward and began to tap her sandal. They had heard 

these words many times, especially over the past week, but Noah seemed 
determined to say them again. “Most of the time spent caring for animals is 
wasted motion—from stall to trough to feed store and back again. On the ark, 
one lever feeds a dozen and one valve waters scores. Perform your duties 
exactly as taught.” He looked at each person in turn. “It was not that hard this 
past week.”  

Ham interrupted forcefully. “Father is right! We will succeed. Our greatest 
challenges will come from very few animals—those that might become sick, 
those that require special diets, and those sensitive to light or darkness, and to 
heat or cold. The key is a consistent routine.” 

Noah nodded. “Most of our charges require minimal effort, and some will 
hibernate; the smaller ones for a few days, but the largest for weeks. Most of 
these are on the lower decks: ground squirrels, doormice, hedgehogs, some of 
the bats, tortoises, and reptiles.”   

“Don’t forget my bears!” added Japheth.   
“As long as you don’t try to join them, dear,” added Yaran dryly. Even 

Madrazi smiled. 
Noah picked up where he had stopped. “Continue as before. Ham and 

Debseda are in charge of the lower deck, Japheth and Yaran have the middle, 
and Shem and Madrazi, the upper. Wen-Tehrom will provide our meals, and I 
will help wherever the need is greatest.”  

He glanced to Shem. “Hold yourself ready for any animal that becomes 
sick.” Shem nodded.   

Finally Noah turned to Madrazi. “My daughter, would you keep an account 
of our days?” Madrazi blinked and stared at him, her mouth falling open. The 
log was, after all, the prerogative of the captain…of Noah. But his brown eyes 
seemed to see her need for a distraction. “I am old, yet I have no experience. 
Why, I already have reached six hundred years!” He stared for a moment at the 
roof. “Today is the seventeenth day of the second month. Will you record our 
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voyage?” Madrazi nodded gratefully as Noah continued. “I have prepared a 
book—parchment bound in a vellum cover. I also took the liberty of having 
Ham build a desk in your room.”  

Madrazi looked at Noah, then at Ham. Both were smiling. She had seen 
Ham do it, but had thought nothing of it—Ham was always building something. 
Noah’s eye glinted when he saw her surprise and pleasure. “You know the 
heavens better than any of us. Perhaps you can even track our progress.” 

She shook her head. “If the falling waters obscure the sun and the heavens 
are hidden for at least forty days, I cannot. But I have a few of Pomorolac’s old 
charts and know where we are now. Unless the stars fall from the heavens, we 
can at least discover where we are when they reappear. But between now and 
then….”  

Noah smiled wanly. “That’s why I asked you to do it.” He nodded and 
turned to the others. “The days ahead are hidden from us all. It will help to 
maintain a routine. We will eat together in the morning and the evening 
whenever possible. This will give us a chance to pray, to worship, and to share 
our common joys and sorrows. Those hours will prove a precious respite in the 
days to come.”   

Ham stirred, cleared his throat and spoke hesitantly. “Father, I share your 
sorrow for our household, but as you say, we must look ahead. There are 
sixteen empty rooms. With a few changes, they can serve many purposes, 
everything from isolating sick animals or those giving birth, to storing feed now 
down below. There is no urgent need, but do I have your permission to begin? I 
would like to set up another workshop on the port side.” 

Noah’s smile vanished. Ham winced, seeing too late that he had pushed at 
an inappropriate time. Noah stared out beyond the others, as if seeing those 
familiar faces. He gathered himself long enough to reply. “Yes, yes. Do as you 
will, as time allows.” His voice breaking, he quickly turned and stumbled away 
to his room, bent in grief. Wen-Tehrom quickly rose and hurried after him, 
while the others sat staring in an uncomfortable silence.  
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Chapter 4 
UPWELLING 

Day 1 
 
 
 
 

Almost at once, Yaran and Debseda began to clear away the dishes. 
Japheth rested his hand on Ham’s shoulder. “Come along little brother.  More 
work, less words,” he said. He raised an eyebrow at Shem, but Shem shook his 
head and let them go; his attention was focused on Madrazi, who sat staring 
blankly ahead. Any interest sparked by Noah’s request to keep the log had been 
swallowed once more by grief.   

He had to repeat her name before she blinked and stared at him. In all their 
years together he had seen everything from gentle laughter to flashing anger in 
those green eyes, but never had he seen this blank deadness. Words raced 
through his mind, but none seemed apt. Thinking that distraction might help, 
he blurted the first thing that came into his mind, “Would you like to see the 
waters?” 

She started to shake her head, but then her chin came up and he saw a faint 
spark of curiosity. Who would not want to see the end of a world? He stood, 
holding out his hand. She ignored it for a moment, but then rose, settled her 
cloak into place, and followed him up the nearest ladder onto the parapet.   

“Do you mind getting wet?” He had to speak up. In the past minutes the 
violence outside had risen. Even though the storm was blowing from the north, 
swirling unpredictable winds drove rain in through the south-facing windows. 
No matter. Any water that found its way inside, whether the rain above or the 
sea below, would be channeled through an efficient network of gutters and 
pipes to the bilges, where pumps stood ready to expel it. Staring out the open 
window, Shem held back, but Madrazi, heedless of the rain, leaned boldly 
forward and pushed her head outside. Shem braced his hands on either side of 
her and peered out over her shoulder. The rain was driving into her face, but 
she gave little sign that she cared; only raising a hand to her forehead to shield 
her eyes.   

What did she see? Her world crumbling…her dreams being washed 
away…her friend facing the full wrath of the storm? He shook his head. He 
could not see with her eyes, only with his own. And what he saw was a dull red 
horizon beyond the shifting veil of rain. The south side of the clearing was 
bounded by a wooded ridge. Rain now obscured his view; the horizon extended 
no further than the ridgetop. Looking down, he could no longer see the green 
grass of the meadow, only a cauldron of brown water rushing across the 
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ground, and already covering most of the massive tree trunks half buried in the 
ground—the foundation on which the ark had been built.   

The remaining scaffolding was holding steady, but would soon be torn away 
as the waters rose. Already they lapped the hull. Another twelve or fifteen cubits 
would see the ark afloat. Away to the west, he could hear a faint rumble, a little 
lower pitched than the rain. Though the sea was a full day’s walk away, he 
guessed it was approaching fast.    

He nearly lost his balance when the ark shook again. More severe than the 
previous quakes, it threw Madrazi off balance, but his reactions had been honed 
by years in the wild, facing the challenges of the Great Forest. His feet shifted, 
one hand gripped the window, and the other arm snaked around his wife, 
pulling her upright in less time than it would take to speak her name. Though it 
only lasted a few moments, it seemed like they were pressed against the 
trembling hull for hours.   

Breathing hard, he stumbled back as soon as it stopped and saw tears 
welling in her eyes. For a moment he thought that she was hurt, but quickly 
realized his mistake—they were from a deeper well. As if reading her mind, he 
pictured Jeriah in the maelstrom outside. He wished again that Methuselah was 
still alive; the old man always knew what to say. But Methuselah was dead and it 
was up to him. Then, unexpectedly, words came to him.  

“Weep, Madrazi, while you can, while there is time! Don’t hold back! Your 
sorrow is mine. This land—our home—is drowning and the tears of every man 
for a thousand years would not suffice for today’s grief, and yet we are the only 
ones left to mourn.” Gently he pulled her rain-soaked body into his embrace 
and continued, “You know I would give my life for you and my right hand for 
your happiness. Weep, and I will weep with you!” And he did, letting his own 
tears fall with hers.  

At first, she was as stiff as the boards beneath his feet and for an instant he 
thought he had lost her. How could a dying world still hold her in so powerful a 
grip? Then he felt something give, and she burst into a paroxysm of 
uncontrolled weeping. She shook in his arms, her inchoate cries echoing into 
the distance. For a moment he feared for her sanity; the torrent pouring from 
her soul matched the raging storm outside. All he could do was hold her and 
will his strength across that embrace, praying that she would feel his love.   

He fancied she shed tears for everyone she had lost. She had lost many and 
loved deeply. And Jeriah’s rejection had seemed to tear away part of her soul. 
But the time came when the cries were stilled, the shaking stopped, and the 
reservoirs of tears were exhausted. She clung to him fiercely, as if the two of 
them were alone against the chaos. Had he pulled her back from the brink?   

Suddenly she stiffened again and pushed him away. Her hair hung heavy, 
still dripping, and her face was twisted in terror. Wild words rushed out. “Cast 
me out!” she cried. “Slay me! Everyone I ever loved has been cursed! They’re 
dead…all of them!” She stared at him from reddened eyes. “You will be next, 
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and then your family! Be rid of me now while you can! Save yourself….” Words 
failed her, but a fey look burned in her eyes.   

Shem’s breath caught in his throat. He had no idea what had spurred those 
words, but saw a soul teetering on the brink of madness. His first impulse was 
to reach out in tenderness, but other words came to him unasked. He seized her 
shoulders and shook her to break through the ranting. “Are you God?” he 
demanded abruptly. “Do you put yourself in His place, thinking you ordain the 
fate of others? Don’t be a fool! My life is in the hands of the One who controls 
the rain and the sea. Can you thwart His will?” 

He was panting as hard as she and he felt his fingers digging into her arms. 
Startled, he eased his grip and drew a deep breath. Just as he thought that his 
harshness had driven her beyond recovery, he saw the light of reason return to 
her troubled eyes. “No!” she faltered. “You don’t understand. I don’t…I don’t 
even understand Him…I cannot stand before Him….” She slumped forward 
like a puppet whose strings are cut, and he caught her to his chest.  

“Then think, woman!” he replied. He calmed his voice and forced it 
through her swirling emotions. “If you claim responsibility for someone’s death 
that your hand has not slain, you assume a power not your own. Don’t tempt 
God’s anger.” He put a finger on her lips to silence the outburst he saw rising. 
He knew what she was going to say, so he rushed on to preempt her. “I know a 
vision has haunted you for years, bringing death in its trail. Have you considered 
its source? What if it was a warning from God? If you cannot comprehend Him, 
then how can you know its real message? Are you a prophet? Seeing and 
perceiving are not necessarily the same, especially when the mind is blinded by 
fear.” 

He watched her panic begin to transform into rage. He could read her 
thoughts flashing across her eyes. Who is he to tell me what I know and don’t know? 
He has never seen it…. Then as quickly as it came, the rage was replaced by 
realization. She had been trained to think. Logic was an old friend and his 
appeal had opened that door. Finally he began to see the return of reason, and 
he felt his heart slow as his own panic receded.  

He held her gaze and let passion creep into his voice. “You know I love 
you, Madrazi. You and I are safe. We will stay safe. We will endure and see our 
grandchildren’s children fill a new world. And we will walk those years together. 
There will be time for talk later, but now I beg you to trust me.”  

Minutes passed as he held her up and watched the struggle pass across her 
face. Finally, she relaxed against him. “I will.” Through the exhaustion, he saw 
the glimmer of resolution. For the first time since the door had closed, her eyes 
were clear. Then her lips found his and he had his answer. When she pulled 
back, she looked down. “These past days have shown me how wrong I have 
been…about many things. Your love is my only certainty. It’s all I have…my 
world is gone.” 
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“Then we’ll rebuild it together,” he replied with a slow smile. Thinking of 
the time that had passed, he released her. “We had better get back to the others, 
but I want one last look outside.” 

She nodded and joined him, pressing against him as they stared together out 
onto a dying world. The waters now hid the bottom of the ark. Another ten 
cubits and the giant vessel would be afloat.   

They climbed down and walked over to the table. Shem’s face and hands 
were chilled and Madrazi was shivering. Her clothes were plastered against her 
body, and the sight warmed him. But he turned and poured her a cup of tea. 
Though the fire had been banked, it was still hot and she drank greedily. He 
joined her, letting the cup warm his fingers, then led her to their room to find 
some dry clothes.   

 
 



 

  

Chapter 5 
THE FALL OF LAMECH 

Day 1 
 
 
 
 

hanks to centuries of practice, Dajus—now the only elder present in the 
city of Lamech—was able to maintain an appropriate look of paternal concern 
while inwardly sneering at the farmers babbling before him. Even his patience 
had an end, however, and he raised his plump, manicured hand in a preemptory 
gesture. Instantly, the men were silent—one of the few benefits of Sechiall’s 
new order was the immediate and reflexive obedience to council authority.   

In the past it had been different. Five elders had led the city; Methuselah (its 
founder), Lamech, Noah, Subtur, and Dajus. Under the strong hand of Lamech, 
the council was as much the servant of the citizens as their master. But as Dajus 
had gradually learned, the pursuit of power was the grandest game of 
all…surpassing even that of wealth. He, Subtur, and General Jared had sought a 
realignment of influence within the council, eventually bringing Sechiall into 
their conspiracy. Events had then moved quickly. Playing by his own rules, 
Sechiall had murdered Lamech, creating a vacuum in the power structure. Then, 
in a master stroke, he had cast blame on their old enemy Torech, the ruler of 
Y’tor, cementing the army’s power on the council, and pushing Noah and 
Methuselah aside. Victory over Torech had brought the conspirators total 
power, but in a lightning coup, Sechiall had seized it all for himself. Dajus and 
Subtur were left with a choice: continue on the council as a façade for Sechiall’s 
tyranny or die. It had been an easy choice—for Dajus.    

Not one to let enemies regroup, Sechiall had left three days ago to deal with 
Noah. Subtur, fearing a dagger in the night, fled immediately, leaving Dajus as 
the only elder remaining in Lamech—a virtual king. He reveled in the power, 
even if it was only temporary. And kings—he reminded himself—had little time 
for farmers.   

Keeping his voice reasonable, he spoke. “Come now brothers! I cannot 
hear you all at the same time. One of you speak for the others, preferably one 
who can uphold his words with a little common sense.”  

The oldest man stepped forward and bowed again. “Esteemed elder,” he 
began, “in all the days of our fair town, nothing has ever happened like this! 
Water falls from the sky. It began as scattered drops, but now it comes thicker 
and faster. We fear for our crops!” 

“I thought that water was good for crops,” smiled Dajus indulgently. 
“Perhaps god is smiling on our city and is blessing you with extra bounty.” 
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“If it continues,” returned the old man, with markedly less respect than he 
had shown before, “it may wash our crops away! That would be no blessing!” 
He drew a deep breath and composed his face. “All we ask is that you come and 
see for yourself.” 

Dajus sighed. Obviously they were going to pester him until he bowed to 
their whim. And they appeared quite stubborn. Well, a short stroll into the fields 
to say the same words that he was going to say here would earn him their 
gratitude and support. After all, Sechiall was the sort to come to an early end. 
With Subtur gone, who better than Dajus to seize the reins of power when that 
opportunity arose? He frowned to himself. It was too bad that Subtur had 
lacked the nerve to play the game to its final throw. Dajus, for his part, was 
determined to be standing at the finish. True, he was gambling with his life, but 
the stakes made the throw worthwhile.  

But he was no warrior. If power did come, he would need the support of 
the town to keep it. All he had to do was present a face of concern and 
compassion at opportune moments. Like this. The decision made, he raised his 
bulk from his comfortable couch and called loudly for his cloak and staff. 

“Thank you, great elder,” murmured the farmers, and Dajus smiled 
benevolently, calculating new ways to spend future power. 

The first intimation of doubt came when the fawning group herded him 
outside. The sky was dim, and a dull yellow color seemed to suffuse the 
horizon. Water drops were falling regularly, and the sight of something unique 
to his hundreds of years of experience came as a shock. He began to feel some 
of the apprehension of the farmers, but of course his face revealed nothing but 
confident authority. It would not do for the simple men to see their ruler 
distressed. So with light words hiding a heavy heart, he led them to the wine 
gate and outside the walls to the orchards, vineyards, and fields that dominated 
the plateau on the north side of Lamech.  

During the few minutes it took to enter the first of the fields, the intensity 
of the falling water increased. Suddenly a man at the rear of the group shouted 
and pointed to the sky in the west. All turned to watch, and Dajus felt the skin 
on the back of his neck prickle in fear as they beheld a streak of light, far out 
over the ocean. A faint rumble echoed beneath the rising wind and rain. But 
Dajus kept a confident face and dismissed it with a gesture. 

“Let’s not be distracted,” he smiled. “We came here to see the heavens 
watering our crops, not to gawk at the mysteries of the sea.” Behind his 
bravado, he suddenly missed Subtur intensely. His friend had been skilled at 
reading the omens of the heavens. Dajus stifled a frown. Why had he fled? 
Sechiall needed them both and Subtur had been too fearful. Right now his 
knowledge would be welcome—Dajus might be the shrewdest merchant in the 
region, but could read the heavens no better than the fools surrounding him—
men who understood little but planting, growing, and reaping their precious 
grains and vegetables.  
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He kept pace with the party, but his irritation rose with each step. The dirt 
was turning to mud, clinging to his expensive sandals and spattering his second 
best robe. He sighed. The water would probably ruin it anyway, so he ignored 
both mud and water, wanting only to satisfy the fear of the party huddled ahead. 
Just a few more minutes and a few platitudes, and then he could take refuge in a 
hot bath, with wine and food to take the edge off of his exertions…. 

 
Dajus suddenly found himself staring at mud, just before his eyes. Though 

the soft dirt had cushioned his fall, it took several heartbeats to realize that he 
was lying on the ground. He could hear nothing, but it was not silence; he 
instinctively understood that the roaring around him was too much for his ears. 
His body was bouncing like a child’s toy…no… it was the ground! Looking up, 
he saw the land moving like waves in water and he and the men around him 
were repeatedly tossed into the air. Finally, the shaking subsided, but Dajus was 
slow to rise, and he knew that the fear on the mud-caked faces around him was 
mirrored in his own. Had the rain not softened the fields, they would have been 
seriously injured. Some of the men gabbled incoherently, others moaned, and 
the rest, like Dajus, were too frightened to utter any noise at all.   

Suddenly one of them pointed west and gave an incoherent shriek. The 
pride of Lamech for centuries had been its great tower, an engineering marvel 
that warned ships away from the steep, hundred-cubit cliffs of the great cape 
and the dangerous rocks at its unbroken base. Mariners could see the sun 
reflected off of its polished mirror during the day and at night a fire was 
maintained in its open top. Now, there was nothing…no tower, no ruins, not 
even the foundation. It took several moments for Dajus to realize that both the 
tower and the ground beneath it were gone. The cliff edge was now much 
closer. The entire outer rim of the cape had been swallowed by the sea!   

Suddenly he felt hands shaking him and heard cries of terror in his ears. 
Grasping hands pulled him around and pointed back south. Instead of the high 
walls of his beloved city, he saw only ruins. He forgot his bruises and muddied 
garments, and stood gaping, unable to accept the scene. Through a thickening 
curtain of water he saw long stretches of the great wall thrown to the ground. 
Through those gaps, he could see many buildings leaning at precarious angles or 
collapsed altogether. Distance and rain obscured the wails of the survivors, but 
he saw a few stumbling through the wreckage. Had Lamech been built further 
north or west on the great massif, not a soul would have been left alive.  

Out of the fog of shock came pain. A sharp twinge in his left wrist rapidly 
grew as broken bones and stretched sinews sent shrill messages through his 
body. Unthinking, he grasped it to his chest with his right hand and 
automatically began to stumble back across the fields towards the broken walls. 
His robe lay back on the ground and his sandals soon followed as the clinging 
mud pulled them from his feet. He didn’t care any more. His city, his home, his 
wealth, his position—all were gone. Even his body had not been spared. Now 
he saw people fleeing through the rents in the ruined wall, but his growing pain 
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left him little sympathy for anyone else. Looking around, he realized that he was 
alone—the farmers had scattered like rabbits. 

He stopped and stood staring dumbly. Rain was beginning to wash the 
worst of the mud from his tunic, but it would never be fit for use again. He 
needed to return home. It could not have been destroyed—he was Dajus! 
Besides, there was no other refuge. At least he could find help for his wrist and 
wine to dull the pain. Trudging back through the vineyards he came to the edge 
of the open ground between the fields and the walls. But that low vale had been 
transformed into a torrent, already to deep to negotiate. It was already rolling 
great blocks of rubble out to sea.  

Cradling his tender arm, Dajus turned west. He didn’t know where to go, 
but suddenly realized that it didn’t matter. A strange lethargy seemed to deprive 
his mind of its reason. He found his feet moving down the edge of the torrent 
towards the sea. The ocean had always been the life of Lamech and the source 
of his own wealth; it seemed natural that it should call to him. As he walked, 
memories flashed across his sight: the face of Methuselah welcoming him to the 
council, the voice of Noah crying disaster upon his city, and the glistening sweat 
on Sechiall’s corded arms as he heaved Noah’s seat of honor into the dirty 
harbor only days before. The pictures faded, but Noah’s words echoed in the 
recesses of his mind. 

He reached a point where he could go no further, at the top of the new cliff 
face. His ragged tunic was slipping off his shoulder, but it didn’t matter. His 
attention was riveted to the sea. It looked strange. One moment, it was as it had 
always been, and the next, it was ebbing rapidly. Looking down from such a 
height, he thought little of it at first, but then the water withdrew more, leaving 
the seafloor exposed as far out as the rain would let him see. Its rocks and sand 
were bare…he was shaking his head. Something was wrong. 

Had the rain not veiled sight and hearing, he would have had more time to 
contemplate his fate. He did not see the wall of water until it was just moments 
away. There was no time for detail; he had a vague impression of great height 
and greater speed. Then it slowed as it drew nearer, growing even higher until it 
towered far above him. He tilted back his head, forgetting to scream until the 
last moment. There was no time for another breath. The wave broke, 
obliterating the remaining ruins of the city by the sea.  

  
Wave after wave then marched across the diminishing rubble and headed 

inland. The sea was rising and the land falling. Within minutes, waves were 
breaking far inland. During that short time, the stones of Lamech were battered 
into a slurry of sand and mud, which mixed with that from the broken land and 
the great offshore reefs.  

 
* * * * 

Unlike Dajus, Subtur understood almost as soon as the first droplets struck 
his face.   
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His remaining shreds of honor had driven him yesterday on a detour into 

the forest. His wife had complained and his servant had raised an eyebrow in 
question, but they had both followed. He had hoped his conscience might be 
salved by warning Noah of his impending danger from Sechiall. But Noah had 
shown little gratitude, dismissing that threat with the wave of his hand! Instead 
of thanks, Subtur had received the same tired lecture warning him of a much 
worse disaster—that ridiculous flood! Noah even had the gall to urge them to 
take refuge in that giant barge—a monument to the foolishness of religious 
excess! Subtur knew that those thin wooden walls would not stop Sechiall. His 
plan was far better—sanctuary in Taspar, where thick stone walls and a 
disciplined army would provide real safety. He even let himself imagine that he 
could rebuild there and someday return to restore Lamech. 

So he left Noah in his forest clearing and forged ahead, eager to make up 
for lost time. He had pushed his wife and servant hard, and the former was still 
tired this morning. She was not used to forced hikes, and he set a rapid pace. 
Finally she could stand no more. She stopped and stared at him, gesturing 
dramatically to the heavens. “Why is this happening to us?” she moaned. “First 
we must flee our own city, leaving all my friends and wealth. Then you drag me 
into the forest so that you can do right by the very madman who caused our 
woes in the first place! Then you push me beyond endurance to make up the 
time you wasted!” 

Subtur ignored her as he caught his own breath. She had been compliant 
enough during decades of growing wealth and power. She had even been smart 
enough to understand their peril under Sechiall’s new regime, and had been 
eager to join this self-imposed exile. She had shown unexpected courage during 
those first tense hours, knowing that if Sechiall recaptured them, she would be 
lucky to die quickly. But as hours passed with no sign of pursuit, the threat of 
Sechiall receded and discomfort displaced terror, much to his disgust. The past 
night had been spent on the hard ground, wrapped only in an extra cloak, 
listening to her unrelenting complaints until at last she fell asleep. So far, he had 
refrained from chastising her because he was preoccupied with his own 
problems, but patience was wearing thin. Their servant, seeing the brewing 
storm, wisely kept his distance. 

By late morning, Subtur had reached his limits. The road to Taspar 
stretched out before them; the journey would take many days. Though he 
fervently hoped to meet one of their long-ranging patrols, the hard truth was 
that it would take a stroke of fortune to find Taspar’s scouts this far south. But 
a faint hope was better than none at all. If they did meet a patrol, he would have 
a horse and an escort; he would be free of Sechiall’s killers.  

He sighed. There was nothing before them but the empty plain, and for the 
present they were an easy target. He could not afford to be distracted by his 
wife’s whining. He opened his mouth to berate her and force her forward again.   
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But the first gentle raindrops bouncing off his clothes struck with a force 
that shattered his world. His mouth closed abruptly, struck dumb by the irony 
of his failure. His anger at her, hers at him, and even his great plans and 
schemes seemed suddenly small and insignificant. In one sickening moment he 
knew—too late—that Noah had spoken the truth. But how could such lunacy 
be right? He had seen no portents. Had he missed some small clue? Was 
everything he believed wrong?  

Then the intellectual questions evaporated before the dreadful final irony. 
He cursed himself. Yesterday, he had been offered an escape. His only hope 
was a dark monstrosity sitting in a clearing in the forest, now a day’s walk 
behind them! He had been within minutes of its door and had turned his back. 
The ground trembled and the water began to fall faster. Subtur slumped, sat in 
the road, and stared out to the western horizon, no longer hearing his wife’s 
complaints or his servant’s questions. Their journey…his journey was over. 
There was nowhere to go and no reason to try.   

 
The sea soon drowned the old shoreline. Waves broke and rolled inland. 

Farther and farther they advanced, filling the shallow valleys between the sea 
and the Great Forest. Those broad shallows robbed the waves of much of their 
energy; by the time they broke on the borders of the forest they were only a few 
cubits high. But the sea was rising fast and the forest could not stand before it. 
Though the waves were small, they were pushing against trees whose roots were 
already weakened from the torrential rain. They toppled, tangled together by 
uprooted shrubs to form masses of vegetation that were soon washed back out 
to sea. With the plants gone, the soil was quickly scrubbed clean. Still the 
relentless waters attacked, pounding the very bedrock. Acre by acre, the land 
was devoured. 

 
 



 

  

Chapter 6 
FIRST WAVE 

Day 1 
 
 
 
 

Emotionally drained, Madrazi retreated to her day room and collapsed 
into the chair at her small desk. Both were anchored solidly to the deck. Eight 
cabins—four on either side—had been built against the hull just aft of the great 
ramp down to the middle deck, which pierced the upper deck one hundred 
cubits forward of the stern. The two forward rooms on the starboard side were 
day and night accommodations for Shem. The two aft were for Japheth. Across 
the way were those for Noah, aft, and Ham, forward. Latticed ceilings allowed 
light to filter from the great windows into the rooms, and a stray shaft now 
illuminated Madrazi’s desk.   

Though warm and dry on the outside, she felt cold and empty within. She 
was alone; Shem had gone forward to water the animals while he still could. Her 
mind wanted to replay the events of the day, but she forced those memories 
back down. She was desperate for any distraction, but in the midst of this insane 
day there was nothing for her to do in the ark, while the whole world perished 
outside. To keep her dark thoughts at bay, she decided to start her log while the 
ship was still stable.   

For some minutes she sat, brush poised above the page, as though afraid 
she would stain its beauty with words. Noah had made it himself; the fine 
vellum cover bore testimony to his ability. Aside from a natural reticence to mar 
its creamy purity, she was uneasy about her role—like everyone else, she had 
assumed that Noah would write the tale of his voyage. But he had trusted it to 
her and she knew it was no casual choice. She gathered herself and wrote 
quickly, in her clear, firm hand: 

 
First Day of Voyage, 17th day of the 2nd month of Noah’s 600th year.  

 
Dropping down, she added: 
 
Water falls from the windows of heaven. The ground shakes. At first we saw distant lines of 
fire across the sky, but since the rain began we can hardly see across the clearing. The animals 
are strangely subdued. Noah’s God protected us against our enemies and shut the door of the 
ark. We were wanderers in this world; now it is disappearing and we continue our trek. 
Everything that was is now ending. What lies ahead? A coming storm we must survive. A 
new world if we do. If we reach it, what will it be like?  Water is rising in the clearing and we 
can hear the ocean’s rage in the distance. I fear Lamech is no more...   
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She paused, unconsciously tugging at a curl beside her ear and rubbing the 

polished wooden handle of the brush against the side of her nose. What else 
should she record? She had intended to limit herself to the day, its events, and 
her best guess at their position. The emotions of the past hours begged for 
some release in words. She took a deep breath. Her personal ramblings were 
insignificant. The voyage must be communicated clearly and accurately to their 
descendents. Her own story was better kept in her memory. Perhaps someday 
she would tell it.   

For now, she decided that she would keep the log as she had been taught by 
her father, Pomorolac—soon destined to be eclipsed by Noah as mankind’s 
most famous mariner. Others might come in time and retrace Pomorolac’s great 
journeys over the waves of some future sea, but she knew in her bones that 
nothing—past or future—could compare to this journey. She reread her words. 
They lacked the position of the journey’s beginning. How had she forgotten 
such basic information? Irritated, she sketched a map of the clearing, their 
home, Lamech and its coastline, and the surrounding countryside. Noting the 
date, she added a list of the season’s constellations in a column to the side. 
Pomorolac had spent years teaching her the heavens and their relationship to 
time and place. Navigation would depend on a solid fix of their present location 
by the stars, since the familiar landmarks would be covered or wiped away.   

Finally content, she cleaned the brush, corked the ink, and closed the 
hinged desktop. A chill had settled in the air and she wrapped a cloak around 
her before walking back out to the table. Wen-Tehrom and Noah sat in quiet 
conversation; no one else was in sight. If possible, the rain was drumming with 
even greater violence on the roof, creating a staccato thunder that rolled 
through the ark. Noah waved to her with a wan smile and she sat down beside 
them. But before she could say a word, the deck shook again, and for the first 
time, the ark slid perceptibly on its foundation. Though expected, the actual 
movement was disconcerting; for decades they had grown accustomed to the 
vessel’s immovable bulk.    

Suddenly she realized that they were blind. There was no deck to mount 
and scan the sea and sky. They were confined, yet a terrible storm was coming. 
Had Lamech been rent by earthquakes and swallowed by rising waves? She 
pictured the intervening land in her mind. If so, the gentle slope of the ground 
inland would allow the sea to roll rapidly across the plain. They were fortunate 
in this location; low hills to the west and south and thick forest to the north and 
east made it a natural harbor. It would give them a fighting chance—if the ark 
could not find her natural stability afloat before facing the full fury of the 
waters, there was no hope; the crashing waves would smash it to splinters.   

Having been raised with the sea, Madrazi had learned its lessons. Its power, 
once aroused, could overwhelm a ship twice the ark’s size. Shem interrupted her 
thoughts, striding up to the table, brushing dust from his tunic. “Come,” he 
said, holding out his hand to Madrazi. “I want to see again.”   
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So they climbed once more to the window and peered out into the sluicing 
rain. The wind had veered back north and only a few drops blew in. Looking 
down, the muddy water was rushing across the clearing, mounting the ark’s side. 
Its surface boiled like a cauldron from the force of the rain, and a fine mist 
hovered just over its face. For some minutes they stared at a sight they would 
never see again. Then Madrazi felt strong arms pulling her back into a warm 
body. She relaxed into that embrace, thankful for the love behind it.   

“You’re shivering,” he said, leaning his face forward into her neck.   
“It’s cold!” she agreed. Twisting around, she did something about it, lifting 

chilled lips to be warmed by his. 
“It’s been a dark day,” he murmured, nuzzling her ear, “and night is 

coming. But a new day will dawn.” 
She stiffened. “How can you be so sure?” She searched his calm dark eyes.  
“It’s not ‘how,’ my love; it’s ‘who.’ You see the power outside. The same 

strength that works destruction there protects us inside these walls. A mother 
cares for her children; God will take care of us. We face a few hard days, but 
they will fade into a forever of happiness.” 

She sighed. “I can’t see it.” 
“Trust me, you will!” 
“Very well.” She looked up again into his dark eyes. “Very well,” she 

repeated with more conviction. “You trusted me when I didn’t deserve it; I’ll 
trust you now.” 

Looking down again, she marked the rise of the water. Most of the exterior 
bracing was covered, and soon it would be up to the middle deck, the critical 
level of buoyancy. As Shem continued to hold her, she leaned far out of the 
window, looking for the western hill. It was now an elongate island, and as she 
watched, a small wave crested the road on its south side and came rolling into 
the basin. It nudged the ark and she almost thought it moved again.   

More waves followed and the ark slid sluggishly forward a span, and then 
back. Suddenly, Madrazi’s mind snapped clear of the warm embrace of her 
husband’s arms and with a terrifying clarity she knew what lay beyond the hill.    

She cursed herself as a fool. How could she have missed the all-too-clear 
warnings? The sea was here and they were unprepared. Soon waves would 
invade their little harbor with increasing violence. Scant hours separated them 
from the sea’s full fury. All the childhood stories of storms came rushing back 
and she knew that they must prepare immediately. Frantically pulling Shem back 
down to the deck, Madrazi ran back to the others, hearing timber scrape against 
timber as the ark dragged across its foundation. Soon it would be bobbing like 
an oversized toy.    

Noah and the women were huddled around the table. They stared at 
Madrazi—her fear was readily apparent, but her voice was firm. “We’re nearly 
afloat. Our clearing is lower than the surrounding country and the hills break 
the full force of the waves. But soon they will sweep us like driftwood into the 
full wrath of the storm. When it comes, it will come quickly, with great fury.” 
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“What then?” asked Debseda, trembling. “I’ve never been in a boat in my 
life. What peril have we been dragged into?” What…?” 

Madrazi stamped her foot in frustration and cut off the fearful babbling. 
“Stop! You need your wits, no matter what happens.” 

But at least Debseda was afraid. Wen-Tehrom and Yaran appeared little 
concerned. Madrazi took her own advice and calmed herself. They couldn’t 
know. They had never seen rough seas from the fragile deck of a pitching ship, 
never had to look up to see the tops of the waves, and never felt how small man 
and his ships were in the vast uncaring expanse of the waters. Even her worst 
experiences would be nothing compared to what was coming. Wind, waves, and 
currents would toss the ark like a toy in the surf. Without sails to pit wind 
against wave, they would be at the mercy of the ship’s design—its extended keel 
and sailfin bow working together to keep them head on into the wind and 
waves. And even if those ingenious innovations worked as planned, it would 
still be a nightmare for those inside.   

She drew a deep breath. “We must prepare now. Imagine what will happen 
when we leave this haven and the waves are higher than the hills. Each one will 
lift the ark many cubits upward at one end and then plunge it down many cubits 
at the other.” Her hands illustrated a pitch of forty-five degrees.  

“Even trained sailors are hard pressed to keep their footing in that! Stay 
near a handhold. And if you are caught in the middle of the deck, lie flat and try 
to catch yourself as you slide. If the direction of the waves changes, then the ark 
will roll, or even pitch and roll at the same time.” She used her hands to show 
the motions. Debseda’s face went white and the others now shuffled nervously.  

Madrazi seized Noah’s arm. “Run ropes anywhere you want to walk! What 
we will face will be worse than anything my father’s men ever encountered. The 
size of the ark won’t help. Imagine it pitching and rolling to the point of 
capsizing. It will be all we can do to hold fast.” 

“But how will we care for the animals?” asked Noah, impatiently.  
In a moment of insight, Madrazi realized that no matter how carefully Noah 

had planned every peg and post of his ark, his lack of experience at sea blinded 
him to things that she had always taken for granted. It helped her stay calm. “If 
we are tossed about in here,” she said, waving her arms at the cavernous 
interior, “then we will die and no one will care for them. They are well fed and 
have sufficient water. If we live through this night, we can worry about them 
tomorrow. Run lines now…while you can!”  

As if to underscore her words, the ark moved again and did not settle 
completely back onto its foundations.   

Noah pulled himself up. “Can you tie off lines?”  
“Of course,” she returned impatiently.   
“Shem!” commanded Noah. “Bring some rope. The women can run lines 

here. We will work forward and then down to the lower decks.” 
Shem dashed off before his father finished. He returned quickly with three 

large coils of a medium-weight line across his shoulders. Madrazi was already 
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instructing the women how to lay the ropes along prospective paths. “Work 
quickly, but carefully,” she cautioned. A hopeless snarl will be worse than 
moving too slowly.”  

Shem ran for more rope. By the time he returned with another load, Wen-
Tehrom and Debseda had already uncoiled lines down the main aisle. Madrazi 
followed, securing the line to the great posts with knots learned years ago. She 
cursed her clumsiness under her breath, and berated herself for not thinking of 
this simple precaution sooner. Yaran worked efficiently beside her, keeping the 
lines clear.  

After the first few knots her hands began to regain the dexterity of youth. 
Though her practiced eye could see more efficient pathways, she did not bother 
changing them. That could be done later, once they attained their sea legs. The 
more lines they ran now, the less restricted their movements would be. In the 
middle of tying a knot, she stopped short—the frantic efforts of the past 
minutes had chased away her dark memories of Jeriah. She remained grateful 
even when Yaran tangled the line again. Any distraction helped.  

Straightening the line and resuming her knot, she surveyed the cubits of line 
laid across the deck and felt a surge of gratitude that Ham had agreed to bring 
so much. It had been one of her few suggestions during years of active 
disinterest in the ark’s construction, and she made a mental note to thank him 
for listening. As if in response, Ham came trotting back; his unsteady gait 
reflecting the ark’s increasing motion. He glanced at the growing paths of the 
lines and the knots holding them, nodding approval.   

“Japheth is keeping watch forward,” he said, as Shem returned and dumped 
another three coils on the deck with a thump. “He’ll ring the emergency bell 
when he sees a large wave. If you hear it, grab hold and brace yourself.” Ham 
had cast nine bells and hung them at strategic spots throughout the ark. 
Although the subject of numerous jests, he had ruthlessly forced them all to 
learn his system of signaling against the hour when the noise of wind and sea 
would drown out their voices. Madrazi blushed when she remembered how she 
had scoffed at his effort; she was glad that he had been so stubborn. She caught 
him looking at her, his slow smile betraying that he had read her red face 
correctly. “What would they do without us?” he asked, shaking his head. 
Madrazi actually laughed, reassured by his competence.  

Yaran interrupted nervously. “Will Japheth be safe on the parapet?” As if to 
accentuate her question, the ark jerked again and all hands reached instinctively 
for the nearest hold.    

Ham patted her reassuringly on the back. “I personally secured him to the 
railings.” 

“It would be good to work in pairs,” interrupted Noah, joining them. 
“Shem will come with me and start working along the middle deck. Ham, can 
you work forward within sight and sound of Japheth?” 

Ham nodded, effortlessly grabbing several heavy coils of rope before he 
disappeared forward into the dim twilight.  
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The women continued to tie lines between their cabins, the galley, and the 

aft storage rooms. Then they began to work forward. It was becoming a race; as 
they worked, they felt the ark slide a little more with each passing wave and 
several times they were saved by the very ropes they had just secured. Suddenly 
a sharp double peal came floating back from the bow. They instantly gripped 
the ropes in front of them, and within moments a wave lifted the bow and 
shoved the ark back sharply. The keel was no longer scraping against the 
foundation logs, though a few thumps signaled the hull knocking the exterior 
scaffolding over.   

Seeing their progress, Wen-Tehrom grabbed Debseda’s arm and raised her 
voice. “We’ll hang some bread, wine, and water while you two finish.” Madrazi 
nodded and watched them hurry back to the galley. In between knots, she 
glanced back and saw them tie bread nets to a post near the table and lash water 
and wine skins to several others. Afterwards they splashed water into the stove, 
latched the door, and collapsed the telescoping smokestack. There would be no 
hot food tonight; fire would be catastrophic in wild seas. Madrazi moved to the 
next post. Yaran was uncoiling another rope down the main starboard aisle, 
moving past the opening for the great ramp as Madrazi bent over to secure her 
end. 

 
* * * * 

Up front, Japheth had been enjoying himself immensely. Secured to the 
parapet railing and overconfident in the ark’s protection, he gave himself over 
to the grandeur of the scene out the open windows. No one else had this view! 
Rain sluiced down and the wind whipped an occasional gust in though the 
window, but it did not dampen his enjoyment. Waves were marching regularly 
down what remained of the hill and rolling across what had now become a 
sheltered lagoon. Two of the barns had already collapsed and the living quarters 
were covered. Only the remaining barn and the brick chimney of the pitch 
furnace were still visible. The ark slid easily back and forth, maintaining a 
straight line as long as scaffolding steadied the hull. Soon it would float. Where 
would the waters take them then, he wondered? Though still sheltered from the 
oncoming sea, he could hear the rising fury of the waves on the other side of 
this hill.  

Recalling his knowledge of the surrounding lands, he realized that to the 
north and east, rain on the slopes of the Red Mountains would be rushing 
southwest to meet the oncoming sea. Only a few low hills stood between the 
ark and the ocean. It would be a violent clash. Had they not been here, sheltered 
by the forest, the ark would even now be facing the maelstrom of rain-fed 
flooding and onrushing waves with insufficient water under the keel to keep her 
afloat. Japheth silently thanked his father’s foresight.   

There was a dim red glow on the northwest horizon, visible when the rain 
eased. Little did he know that it was an eruption—within a few hours walk—
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with fountains of fiery lava were shooting a hundred cubits into the air before 
falling back into the advancing waves. A solid wall of rain pelted the lava from 
above, creating giant clouds of steam that were beat into nothingness by more 
rain. The very waters that threatened the ark also spared it from both deadly 
heat and poisonous gas.   

Happily ignorant of that benefit of their shelter, Japheth continued to watch 
the waves slop into their basin. Suddenly, he saw something quite different. 
Another wave was cresting the hill, but unlike the others its dark mass stood at 
least five cubits above the hilltop. Hovering for a moment, it broke down with a 
great crash and rushed towards the ark. Stunned, Japheth froze a moment, 
remembering too late to yank the bell rope looped around his wrist. The surge 
lifted the front of the ark and shoved it back towards the east end of their 
anchorage. 

 
* * * * 

Madrazi felt the deck dip under her feet just as Japheth’s warning peals rang 
out. Ordinarily, the ark would slide back with the wave, but the stern was 
connected to one of the giant foundation logs by massive cables. It was 
intended as a sea anchor, and she knew in a flash that it would jerk them to a 
halt. Instinctively, she grasped the nearest rope and cried a warning. Looking 
aft, she saw Debseda and Wen-Tehrom clutching their lifelines as the wave 
surged beneath them, abruptly stopping, then reversing the deck’s downward 
plunge.   

Madrazi heard a low cry and looked around. Yaran was teetering several 
steps from a handhold and the sudden surge threw her off balance. She 
stumbled, recovered, and then lost her footing just as the deck began to rise. 
Time slowed to a crawl. Madrazi saw her fall forward as the hard wooden floor 
rushed up to meet her. The dull blow of the wood striking flesh was clearly 
audible. Without thinking, Madrazi let go of her line and slid across the deck. A 
large post loomed behind Yaran’s limp form. Sensing the impending jerk, she 
threw herself across the unconscious woman, enfolding her limp body.  

Before she could brace herself the great vessel stopped short and Madrazi 
was propelled backwards, Yaran still clutched in her arms. Fortunately the post 
was nearby; had it been even a few cubits farther, Madrazi would have broken 
her back. Instead, she felt a blow hammer her shoulders. There was no 
immediate pain. She lay clinging to Yaran, wondering why she could not 
breathe. As from a great distance, she heard Debseda’s scream and Wen-
Tehrom’s authoritative cry for help. She tried to speak, but still could not find 
breath. A bell rang in the distance. Pain finally began to penetrate her fuzzy 
mind before blackness took her.  
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Chapter 7 
CASUALTIES 

Day 1 
 
 
 
 

Madrazi stirred back to awareness. She could breathe, which was good, 
but each gasp hurt, which was not. She couldn’t move her right arm. Blinking, 
her vision back into focus, she saw the still figure of Yaran lying across it. She 
had rolled over with the impact and Madrazi could see her face. Blood was 
running down it in a fascinating pattern; trickling from her forehead to her 
cheek and then lazily dripping onto the deck, before gathering in a small pool. 
She wondered who would clean it up. She started to drift again, but the pain 
beginning to register in her back and shoulders woke her up. Where was 
everyone? She felt the deck vibrate, and suddenly faces were staring down at 
her; Shem’s with a look of tight-lipped concern. She felt his hands pulling on 
hers. Looking down, she saw she still had a tight grip on Yaran and it took a 
conscious effort to let go. Then he was kneeling beside her and she heard him 
call her name as from a distance. “I’m not hurt,” she gasped, fighting for 
another breath. “See to Yaran.” 

Noah and Wen-Tehrom picked up the limp woman and draping her arms 
around their necks, started to half-carry, half-drag her away. Some deep instinct 
warned Madrazi of the ark’s next move and she tugged frantically on Shem’s 
arm. “Wave…tell them to wait!”  

Shem understood and shouted a warning. Almost at once, the ark pitched. 
Madrazi started to slide, but Shem caught her. “They’re fine,” he said quickly. 
She wanted to get up, but her body wouldn’t cooperate. Shem bent to lift her. 
Before she could blurt a protest, his arm pressed against her back. She felt a 
flare of pain, bit her lip, and then sank again into the welcome darkness.   

The next thing she felt was cold water on her forehead and face. Her eyes 
opened to Shem’s worried face partially obscured by a white blur. She felt 
dampness on her forehead and the blur receded as he withdrew the cloth he was 
holding. “You will be fine,” he said wryly. “As best I can tell, no bones are 
broken and I don’t hear any bleeding in your lungs.” He shook his head. “You 
will have a magnificent bruise.” He looked down. “I’m sorry I hurt you…I 
didn’t stop to think.”   

Madrazi forced a lopsided smile and found that her next breath came more 
easily. “I know. You were trying to help.” She cautiously drew another, relieved 
that her lungs were finally remembering how to do their job.     

“You’re a brave woman,” he said softly.   
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“Not really.” She reached for his hand. He looked so concerned that she 
had to stifle a sudden desire to laugh at him. Trying to shift her position, the 
pain stifled it for her.  

She heard a knock and Japheth rushed in—a very different Japheth. His 
face was white and stained with tears. She was suddenly afraid. “Yaran?” she 
asked. All he could do was nod. He clearly wanted to say more, but “Thank 
you,” was all he could choke out. He caught up her hand and gripped it tightly 
before turning and rushing away.  

Madrazi looked back at Shem, raising an eyebrow. Her head felt too large, 
but she was breathing and her vision had cleared. He sat on the edge of the bed, 
amusement quirking the corner of his mouth. “He’s just a little excited. The 
women told him this strange tale of Yaran lying senseless on the deck, about to 
be crushed against a post. In their story, someone leapt wildly to her and 
shielded her. They are under the impression that she was saved from grave 
injury.” Catching the undertone of gentle teasing, Madrazi knew her head was 
clearing.  

At first she averted her eyes. Then feeling perverse, she retorted, “They 
couldn’t see. They make it more than it was. She probably would not have been 
hurt.” 

“Which is why you went flying across the deck,” he snorted. 
“I really remember nothing,” she snapped defensively. Embarrassed at the 

tone of her own voice, she forced a degree of calm into it. “One moment I saw 
her fall and the next thing I remember is you standing there, gawking at me.”   

“There were several witnesses,” he declared gravely. “Perhaps you can get 
the story from one of them!” 

Madrazi’s anger faded into an uncomfortable self-consciousness. She knew 
that she had done nothing special—it had been instinct and she couldn’t help 
that. For some reason, her memory leapt back decades, to an old salt sitting 
beside her on the pier, his knife flying across a piece of wood that would soon 
be a toy ship. ‘Aye, little miss, you look a’ter your shipmates; them’s the only 
ones lookin’ a’ter you!’ She had grown up with that dictum—no one in this 
family would understand, so she didn’t try to explain.  

Sighing, she held out her hand. “Help me up then!” she ordered. “I can’t let 
my back stiffen. And I want to see her.”  

Shem frowned, but seeing her resolve he reluctantly obeyed. Wincing at the 
effort, she pulled herself up and swung her legs over the side of the bed. The 
room swam. But Shem patiently steadied her until it subsided. Just as she was 
ready to step down, the ark shifted again and she had to clutch his arm. The 
incoming waves kept the ark straining against its anchor, catching sharply as 
each new surge broke across the harbor. She knew she must make the most of 
the remaining stability, so she took a few cautious steps, still clinging to Shem.    

Leaning on him like an old grandmother, they made their way slowly out 
and along the wall to the second door. Wen-Tehrom and Japheth were leaning 
over the bed. Shem led her inside. Yaran lay still; the bleeding from her 
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forehead had stopped and she was awake, but her face was pale behind 
gathering bruises and was etched with pain. Madrazi limped over to her and 
knelt down by the bed.  

“We make quite a pair,” she said softly, forcing a smile to her lips, hiding 
the pain that was rapidly spreading across her shoulders and upper back. 
“Perhaps we can avoid work for a few days.” 

Yaran understood and managed a weak smile, but her eyes were dull. She 
nodded slightly and Madrazi found her hand and clasped it. Yaran nodded again 
and relaxed back into the pillows, closing her eyes.  

Japheth hovered nervously nearby, but Wen-Tehrom helped Madrazi stand. 
She exuded the calm of centuries of experience. “Thanks to the Creator and to 
your quick wits, she’ll be better in the morning,” she pronounced firmly. “A 
draught, some sleep, and a day or two in bed will see her right.” She ticked off 
her fingers. “Poppy and lavender for pain; nettle, sage, and mugwort for her 
head.” She laid a hand on Madrazi’s head. “Some poppy and wine for you too, 
young lady.” Nudging Japheth aside, she pulled padded straps across Yaran’s 
sleeping form and fastened them securely.  

The four were leaving the room when the ark pitched again, and Madrazi 
would have fallen if Shem had not caught her. “Back to bed!” All hesitation had 
left his voice and the command was clear. Wen-Tehrom interrupted. “I will 
bring a draught, son. Keep her awake until I come.” 

Madrazi didn’t bother with her clothes. She was happy to reach her bed and 
let Shem gingerly ease her in, twisting slowly to find a comfortable position. 
Ham had built it as a shallow box, with a mattress inside and cushions to pad 
the freeboard. Though it would take a severe lurch to throw anyone out, he had 
anchored broad padded straps to the frame that could be fastened across the 
sleeper’s legs and chest. As Shem pulled them across her body, she felt the ark 
heave again. Her mind was immediately back outside, visualizing conditions in 
the clearing.    

She clutched Shem’s arm. “Listen! It will soon be worse. Yaran and I are 
hurt. No one else…you don’t know….”  

Shem nodded. “What should we do?  
“Get the women in bed. Keep only the flames you need. Stay together.” 

She began to fade. “Pray to your God….” Finished, she lay back. Wen-Tehrom 
bustled in with a cup. “Drink this first!” she commanded and Madrazi raised her 
head long enough to obey.   

Shem watched her for a moment. She said nothing, but he smiled his 
agreement and reached out to touch her face. “We will do what you say. Sleep 
now and place fear aside.” The last thing she saw was him blowing out the 
candle and closing the door behind him.   

 
* * * * 

Ham was about to lose his temper when he looked up as Shem glided 
across to the table. Even now he did not need the ropes, and walked with none 
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of the others’ hesitant clumsiness. Shem had always possessed an enviable sense 
of balance and coordination. I guess that’s what makes him such a good archer, 
thought Ham absently, his mind distracted from its growing frustration.   

Everyone but Madrazi and Yaran was sitting at the table, and all were 
talking at the same time and none were making any sense. Ham was on the 
verge of an outbreak when Shem’s voice cut through the chatter. “It will be very 
rough all too soon. Father, with your permission, the women should be in bed. 
We need to extinguish all lights but those we need aft, and we need to do it 
now.” His voice carried a no-nonsense authority seldom used. Ham suddenly 
grinned. It was just what they needed.   

Throwing his lot with Shem, Ham nodded his agreement and rose 
expectantly. Noah drew a deep breath and looked around. He nodded, and then 
gestured to his wife and Debseda. Without a word, they hurried across the deck 
to their rooms, gripping the lifelines to maintain balance. Ham glanced at Shem. 
“If you and Japheth will take care of the lanterns, Father and I will ready the 
cables. Leave one lantern here”—he gestured at a hook set into the nearest 
post—“and bring two more back when you are finished.” 

Ham saw his brother wait just a moment longer for Noah’s slight nod. It 
irritated him, but he quickly shook it off when Shem turned back to him and 
grinned. “At last! You will finally see whether your anchor works.” Ham pursed 
his lips and hoped that the others could not see the touch of worry in his dark 
eyes. Shem lightly punched his shoulder. “Like everything else you do, I’m sure 
it will perform exactly as designed.”   

Ham forced a chuckle. “Better to boast after the race.”   
Noah broke in, placing his hand on Ham’s shoulder. “Let’s cobble together 

some harnesses while these two blow out candles. I have a feeling we will need 
all our hands tonight!” He sighed and started aft. The brothers looked at each 
other for a moment. Noah appeared much older than his years…less decisive. 
Perhaps the morning’s battle with Sechiall had taken too much from him; 
perhaps the loss of his household was still too fresh. Ham saw those thoughts 
mirrored in Shem’s eyes. After years of leaning on their father’s seemingly 
inexhaustible strength, it was time for them to take on more of the load.   

Ham jerked his head slightly. There was work to be done. Shem nodded 
and pulled Japheth forward. Ham started aft, but he could not forget the doubt 
in Noah’s eye. Despite his brave words, how could eight people crew a vessel 
built for five times that? Tonight would only highlight their need. Even though 
the four of them could let out the cables for the sea anchor, they needed twenty 
men to crank them back into the ark. And if the mechanism didn’t work 
perfectly, then the four of them would not even be able to let the cables out. 
They would have to cut them and discard the one thing that might prove vital 
to their survival in the rising seas. He frowned. They needed all their courage 
and confidence tonight, and even in the candlelight the shadows in Noah’s eyes 
had been obvious. Hopefully a busy night would refocus his mind. Ham shook 
his head and slowly followed his father aft.   
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* * * * 

Madrazi was sweating and shaking in a black cocoon. Had she slept? Was 
she awake? Her mind was fuzzy from injuries, poppies, or both; she blinked 
several times and looked about. As her eyes grew accustomed to the darkness 
she could see the dim outline of her door. She sighed her relief. At least she was 
awake. What had roused her? Rain still pounded overhead and waves now 
lapped against the hull. She felt a disorienting sense of motion, but her bed 
seemed to shelter her from the chaos. As she listened, she heard wood 
groaning—the ship was afloat. Senses satisfied, her mind turned inward to the 
sudden sharp memory of a haunting dream—already the spirit of Jeriah had 
invaded her sleep.   

Tears came, but brought no comfort. For a moment she wept 
uncontrollably. Get used to it, she’s dead! No doubt Jeriah’s face would haunt her 
sleep for decades, and she couldn’t start blubbering every night. But her 
resolution faltered; in the dark her mind kept replaying the image—Jeriah’s face 
turning away once more…. She moaned aloud and jammed her fist in her 
mouth, biting on her knuckles. The pain broke the moment. Why had she been 
singled out for so much pain and sorrow? Slipping into a morass of self pity, she 
caught herself instinctively with the long-forgotten habit of reciting verses of 
her favorite poems in her mind—a discipline she had practiced all too often 
when dark dreams terrorized her childhood nights.  

 
Night is done, here comes the sun; 
To rescue all from its black pall; 
Greet the light, it will shine bright; 
A new day’s here for work and cheer.  

 
She took a deep breath, her hands shaking. She had experienced the 

corrosive effects of self-pity before and would not travel that path again. Raised 
to resist the deluding influence of emotion, she fought to do so now. Her father 
had often said, ‘You can cheat anyone but yourself. With them, you may 
succeed. With yourself, you never will.’   

So however painful it might be, she began to analyze the pain, peeling away 
the layers like dead scabs. She acknowledged that it was heavily weighted by 
guilt and anger—guilt at her own impotence and anger at Jeriah. Mostly anger, 
she realized with shame. It hurt to think ill of her friend, but whatever the 
circumstances, Jeriah had betrayed their friendship. The door had been open, 
the invitation offered, and she had turned away. Sechiall had taken his hands 
from her and let her make the choice…and she had preferred him! How could 
she? Madrazi shuddered; she would have killed herself before letting an animal 
like Sechiall lay a hand on her.    

She followed that thought. In a way, Jeriah’s rejection hurt worse than her 
loss. They had been closer than sisters…she had been closer than Shem. That 
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brought its own cauldron of bubbling guilt and Madrazi quickly suppressed it—
she was not ready to deal with that too.  

Had Jeriah really wanted a life with Sechiall, or had she become so degraded 
that she felt she deserved it? Madrazi found herself imagining her friend’s last 
days. Though it seemed much longer, just a few weeks ago Jeriah had been 
living Madrazi’s fantasy; a husband who respected her, position in the city, 
wealth, and status. Then her husband Jared had left for war as he had done 
countless times before. Only this time he had not returned. As she pondered 
that, Madrazi realized that Jeriah would not have learned of his death until the 
very day that Sechiall had callously claimed her. She shivered. She had not 
realized that before. What would she have done? What would it have been like 
to hear of Shem’s death and within minutes face Sechiall’s lecherous demands? 
Jeriah could not have known that Sechiall had murdered her husband—he had 
always been like a son to the great general. Maybe that connection to her dead 
husband had opened the door. Maybe there had been some threat. Her 
ignorance only multiplied her grief.   

Madrazi bit her lip as the ark jerked. Even with the padding and straps her 
bruised back was sensitive to any motion. She would be stiff and sore for days. 
But at least she was alive—she and seven others, while millions outside were 
perishing even now.    

Jeriah receded from her mind to be replaced by a parade of faces—all the 
people she had known in Lamech: shopkeepers, servants, merchants, the rich, 
the powerful, the poor and weak. All were dead, consigned to a common 
grave—one that was rapidly spreading to claim every corner of the earth…every 
person, good or evil. Peniah, her hard and grasping stepmother, was probably 
dead, but so were old Captain Jakeh and his wife Jahaz, the servant of her 
youth. Her father’s men…those who had told her stories, taught her songs, 
argued over her hair-brained designs. Fathers, mothers, children…homes, 
villages, kingdoms! Everyone…. 

She found herself biting back a giggle. It frightened her badly—was her 
mind beginning to break under the strain? She forced those thoughts down. She 
was in her own bed in her room in her family’s ark. The sea was outside and she 
was safe. She had escaped. 

Death had missed her once more, but at the cost of so many. It had claimed 
her family, friends, her town…indeed, all mankind. They were dead, wishing 
they lived, and she lived, wishing she were….  Madrazi caught herself. She must 
not give in to madness. She owed it to her family—they would need her hands 
in the days ahead. The memory of her arms instinctively enfolding Yaran pulled 
her back from that brink. The world outside was dead, but here inside the ark 
there was still life…still people who needed her. She knew that she must find 
strength in that responsibility, but it would not come. Nothing could be 
achieved without rest, so she forced down the dark thoughts and drifted back 
into a deep and dreamless sleep. 
 



 

  

Chapter 8 
CLEARING HARBOR 

Night 1 
 
 
 
 

In later days the four men would agree that the only good thing about 
their first night in the ark was the deep sleep that claimed the women. None of 
them ever told the full tale of that night, and their wives learned in time to cease 
asking. Even had they been inclined to relate it, none of them would have been 
able to provide a coherent account. Their memories—darkness, motion, noise, 
helplessness—remained as chaotic as the night itself. Their totality would have 
been the stark clarity of a few terrifying moments standing out from hours of 
confused chaos. Each man held a few individual recollections scattered in a fog 
of terror, exhaustion, a constant expectation of death, and the final shock of 
survival.   

Ham bore the brunt of the night, both in his considerable physical burdens 
and in his later inability to escape its unwelcome memories. Years after the 
others had stored them away, he continued to be haunted by inchoate dreams 
of uncontrollable motion in a dark place. It was not surprising; he had, after all, 
poured a lifetime of skill, sweat, and determination into building and equipping 
the vessel. It was his child—all the best of his strength permeated each plank, 
post, and peg. That night he shared its struggles with wave, wind, and current; 
he felt every blow it absorbed. Despite his inexperience as a sailor he possessed 
the craftsman’s uncanny ability to sense every stress of its timbers from waves 
and currents. He never understood how he or the ark survived those wild hours; 
only that they did and that neither was the same afterward. 

 
His night started in frustration.  
 
“Not so tight!” exclaimed Japheth. 
“You think I want to drag your broken body out of some dark corner?” 

growled Ham, his patience worn thin. “A little discomfort is the price of your 
life tonight.” He scowled. Why couldn’t his brother understand that devising 
harnesses for four men in a matter of minutes was sufficient burden without the 
added weight of complaints?     

Japheth saw the shadows in Ham’s face and subsided as his younger, but 
much larger, brother finished knotting the improvised ropes around his torso, 
ending in a small loop in the middle of his chest. A short cord hung from the 
loop that could be easily secured to a lifeline. Japheth glanced over at his 
shoulder. Noah and Shem were adjusting their ropes and flexing their hands in 
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the leather half-gloves that Ham had produced from his seemingly endless 
supply of necessities. Japheth, a little embarrassed, pulled on his own.   

It was well he did; the ark shuddered and snubbed sharply against its anchor 
as the men grabbed for the lines, and Japheth’s hands slid a span before he 
locked his grip and he stared down at the leather gloves with new appreciation. 

“Grip hard when you have to hold,” advised Ham, with an ‘I-told-you-so’ 
overtone. “You won’t be any good to us with the skin torn from your hands. 
There’s plenty of rope work ahead.” 

Japheth nodded, looking uncomfortably about. The darkness was 
oppressive. He loved the sun and the open sky over freshly plowed fields. 
Though high overhead, the roof of the ark seemed to press down—like a dark 
cave with no exit save death. The door was shut and sealed; the gray half-light 
of day long faded.  

For a moment, he wished he was back at the front parapet—at least there 
he could see outside. There had been a sense of exhilaration at seeing waves 
crest the hill and feeling the giant ark jerk back and forth. But the only thing 
visible now was the play of faint shadows on the stern wall, and his imagination 
ran riot. He could hear the rain and the waves and feel the ark snubbing against 
its anchor. His mind pictured giant waves ready to break across the hill and he 
found his hands shaking when he let go the rope. Although frightened, he at 
least had the refuge of an undue confidence in the size of the ark. He consoled 
himself that the night would be a fine adventure—a subject for many 
embellished stories later in life. He would soon discover his error.  

 
* * * * 

Ham knew better. He concealed a slight tremor by keeping his hands busy. 
Nothing man built could stand the sea’s rage, and they would need a lifetime of 
luck to survive. He tried to settle his mind with the words Noah had prayed 
after they had gathered at the stern, but they seemed to slip from his mind, 
pushed away by fear. He shook his head. He couldn’t afford anything that 
would slow his mind or reactions tonight. His eyes flickered nervously along the 
great cables near his feet, looking for the tiniest change. They would be his first 
test; success would mean they could face the full fury of the sea with a better 
chance of staying afloat. Of course failure would mean a quick death.   

 
* * * * 

Shem remained outwardly calm, though he recognized their peril. He had 
faced death more than once in the dark places of the Great Forest and knew 
that fear would come, and that it would try to devour his heart and slow his 
actions. But he also knew how to fight it—Methuselah had shared the secret 
decades ago. The antidote to fear is love. The words had been just words for a time, 
but the day had come when Shem had learned their truth firsthand.  

Tonight would be like all the times before. There was danger and it would 
breed fear, but that could be controlled by focusing on the loves of his life—
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God, wife, family. He would be afraid tonight—he might even be terrified—but 
he had been terrified before and knew that he could function in spite of it. He 
glanced at his brothers. He hoped they would too.  

 
* * * * 

Noah stood beside Ham, staring at the cables, feeling utterly inadequate for 
the night ahead. Still weary from the struggle at the door, he could almost smell 
the stench of Sechiall’s evil clinging to his clothes. He wondered briefly why his 
body was so tired—it had been a spiritual clash and he had merely been a 
channel for God’s power, just as Sechiall had been for the serpent’s. Perhaps 
the intrinsic link between spirit and body that made men unique in God’s 
created order explained his exhaustion. If he had been purely a physical being 
like the animals, then the spiritual conflict would have left him untouched. Had 
he been a spiritual being without a body like the angels, then there would be no 
flesh to suffer the aftermath of the conflict. But he was what he was and the 
honor of the battle had been given to him. He straightened his shoulders. There 
had been many sleepless nights in his six hundred long years; another wouldn’t 
kill him.   

He drew a deep breath, angry at his weakness. Then he looked at the others. 
They were no longer boys; they were men, and he would need their strength 
tonight. He appraised them for a moment as men—not his beloved sons—and 
seemed to see them with new eyes. He had no doubts about Shem. He would 
endure long after others surrendered. Japheth lacked the strength and skill of his 
brothers, but he was a willing and cheerful pair of hands. Ham was physically 
the strongest, but lacked Shem’s inner steel. Already he seemed tense, fearful 
that the work of his hands might not be equal to the night ahead. Noah sighed. 
Ham was young and had seldom faced failure, and never the kind that tempered 
your soul. Whether the furnace of fear tonight would bring out his latent 
strength or burn it away remained to be seen. Tonight would test more than the 
ark.   

Despite his share in the ark’s design and construction, Noah felt a different 
burden. Tonight was as much a test of faith as of skill. Ham might agonize over 
wood and pitch, but Noah worried about the lives it protected…and the lives it 
doomed. Especially those it doomed. All those deaf ears. If only he had found 
better words or spoke them with greater skill, perhaps there would now have 
been many more on board. Now they were dead or dying…every last one. 
Earth’s future rode with his family tonight, and that weight was the heaviest of 
all. Yet there was consolation in the One controlling the chaos—strong hands 
were wrapped around this frail ship. But that did not preclude peril. Survival 
was promised, but the path ahead was dangerous, requiring clear heads and 
strong arms. For decades he had anticipated this night. Now that it was on him, 
he felt its full weight. 

As if that were not enough, once again the whispers of responsibility for 
those outside assaulted his mind. He pushed them away with a prayer. Only 
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madness lay in assuming responsibility for God’s actions. He was not the judge; 
merely a servant who had obeyed. No more, no less. But the whispers still 
echoed and he supposed they would to the end of his days.   

 
* * * * 

Ham placed his bare foot on top of the cable, trying to sense its message in 
its every quiver. He glanced up. As thick as a man’s leg, the great rope ran 
forward across the deck to its giant drum; taller than a man and wider than it 
was tall. There were two, one on each side of the centerline, set twelve cubits 
forward of the stern. There were more than two hundred cubits of cable 
wrapped tightly around each one, excluding the length that ran across the deck 
and out the stern to the ground below. Special beams, bored down their length, 
were fixed to the deck at the stern, and it was through those holes that the cable 
let down outside.   

Noah had long anticipated the need for better control in heavy seas. With 
no sails, it was clear that the vessel needed another way to keep from turning 
sideways to the waves, which would cause it to quickly roll and sink. The most 
practical method was to build a hull that would keep its bow facing the wind, 
and therefore the waves. A wooden fin jutted up at the bow to catch the wind if 
the ark began to fall off. It looked like the dorsal fin of a shark, rising up at the 
centerline of the bow. At the stern, the hull needed to drag against the water to 
reinforce that fin’s force, and so the keel had been extended like a fixed rudder. 
Furthermore, the center of weight for the hull had been moved slightly aft and 
skegs built into the hull at the stern. But none of these features had ever been 
tested on something the size of the ark, so in order to ensure a margin of safety, 
Ham and Noah had agreed to add a sea anchor for additional drag.   

Ironically, it was Sechiall that provided the impetus for the anchor’s design. 
His scheme to strip workers away from the ark several years before forced 
drastic improvisation. With no time to build a more elegant anchor, Ham had 
shown his genius in finding a simple solution. The ark had been built atop a 
leveled foundation of great trees, planed flat and half buried in the meadow soil. 
In addition to supporting the weight of the multiple keels, they formed the 
foundation for the external bracing and extensive scaffolding. Ham had taken 
advantage of those existing resources, stapling spirals of heavy chain around the 
easternmost trunk at the stern, and weaving the ends of the two cables through 
a large iron ring forged into the end of that chain. Once underway, buoyancy 
would free the anchor and a system of gears would allow the drums to slowly 
pay out the cable to a safe distance. The chaotic waters made the timing more 
critical and they would need good judgment—once let out, the cables could 
never be rewound with the strength of just four men.  

As they stood and waited, Ham cursed his stupidity. Though every peg had 
been painstakingly fashioned, he had always assumed the waters would simply 
rise, lifting the ark and carrying it west out to sea. Nothing had prepared him for 
the fury outside. The onrushing waves would probably carry them east instead! 
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If so, the anchor would have to remain secure in the ground long enough for 
the ark to pivot and swing clear. Otherwise, it could pop up beneath the hull; at 
best becoming hopelessly entangled, at worst driving through the ship like a 
spear through straw. Even if they floated clear before it escaped the ground, the 
chaotic currents in their harbor might still turn it into a battering ram.   

He cursed again under his breath again, thankful that outside noise kept 
Noah from hearing. His father had little patience for coarse language, but years 
of managing rough men had given Ham a rich vocabulary. If anything went 
awry, they would have to cut free and hope for the best. All he could do now 
was grind his teeth and stand ready.  

He was tempted to cut the cables now. But he couldn’t. If they got clear, 
the anchor might be the difference between life and death. Noah caught his eye 
with a knowing glance and shrugged, as if to say that he had no better ideas. But 
Ham was in no mood for sympathy. Perversely, his father’s kindly look 
hardened his decision—he would stay with his original plan.   

Japheth was fingering an ax. “Give it a chance!” Ham shouted, and the 
others nodded assent.   

He flexed his hands and tried to relax. There was nothing else to do; they 
were committed. If things went bad, they would have only moments to hack 
through the heavy ropes. If they were too slow or if he had underestimated the 
breaking strain…. Though just standing and waiting, Ham felt sweat dripping 
down his forehead, stinging his eyes before he could wipe it roughly away.    

His only information came from the ever-changing tension of the cable 
under his foot. It stayed taut; incoming waves were now keeping the ark 
straining eastward against the anchor, still firmly fixed in the ground. Suddenly 
the giant ship lurched around; it was beginning to pivot on its stern. As it did, 
the roll increased, making the men grateful for lifelines and gloves. Then the 
motion eased as the bow came around; they were facing inland, with the anchor 
astern. The ropes groaned as the ark jerked up short, but the drums held steady. 
Noah grinned at Ham and Ham returned it. He felt like leaping in the air. That 
simple pivot had erased half his problem. Now if the ground would release the 
anchor…. The familiar feeling of inevitable success began to flood Ham’s mind.  

As if in answer, his foot felt a perceptible slackening. The giant log had 
finally yielded to the force of buoyancy. The rope lost its bar-like tautness and 
his foot “felt” the trunk heave to the surface. Once again he breathed a sigh of 
relief. Noah smiled broadly, Japheth laughed out loud, and Shem gave a half 
bow. Ham’s confidence soared.   

But their celebration was cut short as they realized that the ark was not yet 
moving. The waves in the clearing were mounting, threatening to send their 
newly-released sea anchor right through their stern. All four men held their 
breath. Ham stared at the slack rope, a sick chill replacing the hot exultation of 
the previous moment. The flush of victory fled before the sick fear rising from 
the pit of his stomach. 
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For one desperate moment he was tempted to cut the cables, but a remnant 
of common sense reminded him that it would make little difference while they 
remained trapped in their constricted harbor. The others stood tense, watching 
him for a signal. Each moment seemed an hour as they braced for the expected 
collision. But instead they felt the ark finally slide forward in a series of jerks. A 
loud scraping announced the keel’s freedom from the trees that had caught it 
after it had pivoted around. The vessel slid sideways, then forward, and began to 
gather momentum.  

Ham clung to his lifeline and called up the picture of the clearing in his 
mind. It was bounded to the south by a steep ridge. If they had just eased free 
of the trees, they were near its eastern end. Since the water had been advancing 
from a little north of west, then the ridge was probably funneling a current that 
would carry them past it to the east. Would they then continue east, or turn 
north or south? He felt a small swing to starboard as the current strove to pull 
them around the submerged ridge and out of the clearing. South it was!   

Though he could sense their direction, he could not know what lay ahead. 
Had he an eagle’s perspective, he would have seen that the sea was sweeping 
inland from west to east with a pronounced slant from the north. That angle 
combined with the landscape to create rip currents to the southwest—raging 
rivers amid the expanding sea—and the eastern boundary of the clearing 
marked the edge of one of the largest. The ark shuddered as it nosed into it, and 
then the current had them. All four had to grip hard on the lifelines to keep 
their balance as the bow dropped into the millrace.  

“Let out the cables!” shouted Ham, sensing their situation in a flash. It was 
the perfect opportunity to put some needed distance between the stern and the 
anchor. He sprang to the nearest braking lever while Noah and Shem began to 
push the other. Japheth reacted more slowly, but soon added his strength to 
Ham’s and both levers groaned all the way open. At once the cables began to 
uncoil smoothly but rapidly. Ham held his breath as cubit after cubit wound off 
the drums; the braking system was holding steady in spite of the strain. When 
more than half the rope had disappeared, he shouted again and the men re-
engaged the levers. He wiped his brow, and wondered what new hazard lay 
ahead. With a dizzying lurch, the ship swung to starboard, the stern dropped, 
and the trailing anchor followed the ship on its new course, southwest. 

Once the anchor was in the current they began to pick up speed, but did 
not realize how much until the ponderous vessel literally bounced across a 
wave, leaving the men grasping desperately for their lifelines. Ham had always 
imagined the ark sliding majestically across waves or bulling through currents; 
never in his wildest imaginations had he dreamed that such a massive vessel 
could jump like a skiff in a millrace. A series of jolts battered the ark; not the 
regular waves of the rising ocean, but the sharper, contrary waves found only in 
the fastest rapids. A smoother stretch gave their aching hands a respite, but 
another stretch of shallower water brought more rough water that had them 
desperately clinging to their lines once more.   
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And so it went. The ark would shudder through a stretch of rapids and they 
would hang on with all their strength. Without warning, they would hit 
smoother water and the jolting would subside. Just as they began to relax, 
another shuddering series of jolts would strike, testing their reflexes and 
strength. Soon, even Ham’s massive forearms were burning from the effort.  

Their helplessness magnified his frustration. They could not steer; they had 
no sails to set; they could not even see the water around them. He clung as 
another series of waves rocked him, belatedly realizing that there was nothing 
else to do. He was careening into the unknown, trapped in the dark. He prayed 
fervently for deep water. If the ark hit ground at this speed….   

Then a solid impact forward reverberated through the hull and he caught 
his breath. But they were still moving and he felt no change in their motion. It 
took several more hits before he realized that they were being struck by trees 
caught in the same current, jostling for an advantage in the race to deep water. 
Soon the men became accustomed to the occasional shocks, though several 
forest giants shook them to the soles of their feet. But after a time the impacts 
became routine and the men tied their harnesses to the lifelines to ease their 
burning arms.  

Ham did not realize that his estimate of their speed was seriously in error 
until he was suddenly thrown forward, then back. Pain lanced into his back and 
thighs as the ropes of his harness dug against his flesh, but panic chased it away 
almost as quickly. As impossible as it seemed in that current, the ark had 
actually stopped. The cables groaned, the drums creaked, and the great stern 
dipped low in the water. A sharp bang rattled the stern wall, then another and 
another until there was an incessant crashing outside. Fear brought sweat to his 
forehead. Trees were slamming into the stern! The impacts eased a little as a 
tangle quickly built up, but they had only moments before they were either 
pulled under or a large trunk speared the hull.   

 
Shem was the first to recover his wits. “We’re caught fast!” he shouted.  
His words broke Ham’s terror. He was staring hypnotically at the stern, 

fully expecting to see it disintegrate before a wall of water. But Shem’s voice 
penetrated the fear, restarted his mind, and he quickly assessed their peril. The 
anchor had been snagged by some forest giant still clinging to the land. Even if 
it broke free, the cables were now thoroughly tangled in the mess outside. There 
was only one hope.  

“Cut the ropes!” he shouted. “Cut the ropes!” His voice gained its old 
authority as the need for action tore away the shreds of his remaining fear. 

Suiting actions to words, he loosened his harness, caught up an ax, and 
staggered over to the nearest cable, barely able to keep his footing on the 
slanting deck. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Shem, ax already in hand, 
head for the other while Noah and Japheth struggled to untie themselves.   

He shivered for a moment at the danger, but shook it off and lifted his ax. 
The cable lay like an iron bar across the deck. Swinging frantically, he nearly lost 
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his balance and missed the rope entirely. He gathered himself. Panic would not 
help; he must brace his legs and let the power of his arms do the work. The next 
swing fell wide as another tree shook the stern. But anger at the thought of his 
precious ark being assaulted steadied him and he began to chop with short, 
sharp strokes, ignoring everything else. Again and again he smote the rope, 
willing it to give. His hands went numb—hitting the taut rope was like swinging 
a dull ax against a rock. Sweating freely now, he knew nothing but the up-and-
down motion of the ax. They might not live, but he would strike the cursed 
cable with his last strength. Nothing else mattered.    

From a great distance he heard a steady thumping. Some part of his mind 
noted that Shem was attacking the other cable. He felt, more than saw, Japheth 
line up across from him and begin to tentatively hack away. But Ham was so 
intent on his own attack that he barely noticed when one of his errant swings 
just missed decapitating Japheth when he overswung and stumbled.   

 
* * * * 

Japheth thought he had been terrified when the massive ark had swooped 
through the first stretch of wild water like a child’s toy. He was reasonably 
certain of it when they collided with the first tree. His certainty increased when 
the anchor caught, jolting him in his harness like a rag doll. But when he slipped 
and saw Ham’s ax hurtling for his head, he finally realized what terror really 
was.  

Whether it was a miracle of his own reflex, of Ham’s, or of some shift of 
the deck, he never knew…all he could be sure of was that it missed—though he 
later swore that he could see the scratches of the rasp as the bit hurtled by his 
widening eyes. But in that moment he also realized that there was a limit to fear, 
and so he stood back up, picked up his ax, and began hacking at the cable in 
tandem with Ham…though with a closer eye on his little brother. Like Ham, 
Japheth found anger burning away some of the fear—in spite of their frantic 
efforts, it seemed that the axes were making little headway against the wet rope. 
Hours seemed to pass between each snapping strand. But there was nothing 
else to do, so he put all thoughts aside and simply continued to funnel that 
anger through his ax to the rope.   

 
* * * * 

After an eternity of effort, Ham saw the cable fraying its final cords. 
Although his mind was slow, his reactions were quick. He dropped his ax, 
grabbed Japheth’s tunic in one giant hand and dragged him over the cable and 
back to one side. It was well that he did; when it parted, one end of the cable 
whipped across the space they had just vacated and disappeared out the stern. 
The other end whistled through the air as it snapped back into the drum with 
equal force, before falling inert to the deck. Either could have broken a bone. 
Ham sighed in relief; Japheth just stood staring, for once speechless.   
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Ham was drawing breath to shout a warning to Shem and Noah, but his 
older brother had already seen the danger out of the corner of one eye. The 
other cable, already fraying from the final tension, was ready to snap. Shem 
stopped abruptly and pulled Noah back. Then he leapt lightly onto the cross-
brace between the cable beams, still clutching his ax. With one cable parted and 
the other still holding, the ark was beginning to swing ponderously. Debris still 
shuddered against the stern and the unpredictable current adding its own 
confusion.  

Ham never forgot the next moment—his brother balancing easily on the 
beam as he almost casually flipped his ax at the cable, with no more apparent 
concern than sending a spear at a straw target. But there was nothing haphazard 
about that throw—it struck the cable precisely in the middle of the fraying cut. 
It parted with a jerk that sent the ax flying in one direction and the rope 
whipping across the deck before it disappeared out the stern. Finally free of the 
tangled anchor, the ark surged forward and Ham was flung to the deck once 
more, adding to his already impressive collection of bruises.   

As they began to gather momentum the sound of debris striking the ark 
lessened, and the four men stared at each other’s sweat-soaked, wide-eyed faces.   

“How did you know you could hit it?” muttered Ham. 
“I could see it,” shrugged Shem. At first Ham didn’t understand, but in a 

flash of insight he realized that Shem could not explain in mere words, any 
more than he could explain how he knew to position a brace or to choose nails 
instead of pegs for a particular plank. He always just knew. Perhaps Shem saw 
targets the same way. Ham shook his shaggy head. Of all the times to be 
distracted by such abstract nonsense…. 

Noah brought him back to the present. “Let’s get the axes stowed and the 
rope tied off before one of us gets hurt.”   

“Yes, please!” croaked Japheth, beginning to tremble at the memory of how 
close Ham’s ax had come to his head.   
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Chapter 9 
WINDOW TO THE PAST 

Night 1 
 
 
 
 

Debseda moaned softly, oblivious to fast water, colliding trees, or tangled 
anchors. Sleep had not come easy, but once it had, she fell far from the waking 
world—past rationality, past sensation, past even intuition…into depths of her 
mind unknown and unexplored. A door had been unlocked; things long bound 
were now free. Alien memories began to flow into her unconscious, filling it 
with visions. Again she moaned, unknowing. 

 
* * * * 

Sessoudy knelt by the bed, his face buried in rumpled sheets. He lifted it to see lamps at 
the head and foot illuminating the body of Isebris—an obscene reflection of a woman who had 
embodied life. But what lay before him was just a husk; all that was truly her was gone. He 
let his hand fall from her still-warm fingers as he averted his eyes from the blood that so 
liberally stained the middle of the bed.  

“Isebris, Isebris,” he groaned, “Come back! Don’t leave me alone!” But the only answer 
was the quiet shuffling of the others, standing back, trying to give him at least the illusion of a 
private agony. Tears filled his eyes as they stood by; he could hear an occasional impatient step 
and could imagine their sideways glances down the hallway to the heavy, locked door.   

They were so quiet that he could hear the slave in the next room, a lean, narrow-faced 
woman. “Hush, little one. You will live…no thanks to that incompetent midwife! But 
Eubach is here. All will be well. Let’s clean you and wrap you and then you can feed. I will 
be a mother to you. My child is no more and you are alone…we were made for each other.” 
He did not hear her as she pulled the babe to her breast and whispered, “They wanted a boy, 
little one, and might not like your dark skin, but I see the spirit of your mother! There’s my 
little flower,” she smiled, holding the babe tight against her. “My little dark flower. Dark 
flower…I will call you Debseda and may the gods let you keep my name!” 

Sessoudy heard the measured steps before he felt the hand of his father-in-law, Calportus, 
on his shoulder. “She is lost to us both, my son,” he said gently. “But we haven’t much time. 
Think of the child! She is all that remains of Isebris.” His grip tightened and Sessoudy was 
effortlessly pulled to his feet. Though a tall man, he felt like a child beside Calportus, who was 
not only a head taller, but had a body like a bear—though any bear would probably come off 
second best in a contest of strength. But the great bear of a man now gently embraced his 
weeping son-in-law before gripping his shoulders and taking his eyes in his own. Sessoudy saw 
his own loss reflected in the eyes of the older man, but felt a measure of resolve return under 
that steady gaze.    
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He nodded, but turned his head one last time to the form of his young wife. So 
beautiful…even in death her long yellow hair seemed to reflect the light of the absent sun. He 
never understood why she had chosen him—an outsider, one of the weak ones—but her choice 
had opened a door to a time of happiness such as he had never before known. She loved 
laughter: his stories and songs would bring a smile, then a giggle, and soon they would be in 
each other’s arms, sharing tears of merriment. And laughter never failed to rouse her passion; 
she would seize him and drag him away to the nearest bed to fill his night with delights beyond 
imagination. She did not care that he was an outsider, and her family had accepted him. Their 
rough humor was no burden—what did that count against her joy? His laughter had won her, 
but he would never laugh again. She was dead and it was his fault. Centuries of loneliness 
loomed before him—the price he would pay for a few happy months…. Suddenly he stiffened. 
Calportus’ words struck home. There would be no long years…there would be only a few short 
hours.  

Calportus led him out of the room and down the hall. “Sit! Drink!” he pushed a large 
bone cup into Sessoudy’s hand and guided it to his mouth. Part of it dribbled down his beard, 
but most found its way into his mouth, burning his tongue and stinging his sinuses before 
plummeting to his stomach like fiery naphtha. He sputtered and felt the dullness flee. Taking 
a deep, shuddering breath he drank again, this time without help. 

Calportus nodded. “Our woes have only begun. Drink and be strong, for you and the 
child will need it. We have but a few minutes.” Turning to the door, he commanded, 
“Eubach, bring the baby!” 

She came into the room, her arms protectively shielding the small bundle at her breast. 
She would not hand him the baby, but knelt and tilted its face so that he could see. Greatly 
daring, she looked up and spoke. “Debseda, she is—your little dark flower. Do not let her 
appearance fool you; the spirit of her mother runs true in her.” The baby seemed to agree with 
a sudden cry that faded as Eubach clutched her again to her breast.   

Sessoudy started to object, then nodded. “Debseda,” he retorted. “Yes, how apt for her 
name to come from a slave.” 

“Sometimes slaves see when kings are blind,” Eubach returned with dignity. “As I was 
her mother’s, so I shall be hers until she is of age. No man will touch her as long as I draw 
breath. Then I will go to Isebris and serve her again as long as the underworld lasts.” 

Sessoudy drew back from her vehemence and nodded. “Very well, Eubach. You belong to 
her as you belonged to Isebris.” Shaking his head at the dark hair and eyes in the small face, 
he sighed.  “We are all likely to join Isebris, soon enough.” 

Two younger men slipped into the room. Too late, one thrust his bloody hands behind his 
back to hide them, and Sessoudy wondered anew at their undeserved compassion, shown in 
even the smallest consideration. They should have hated him; should have killed him when he 
first dared to speak to their sister, but for some unknown reason they had adopted him as their 
own. The happiness of Isebris had bound them all together.   

He sighed. Calportus and his family, noble though they were, were an anomaly. King 
No’emgaman ruled Te’efasedon with a harsh hand. Every affront was washed away in blood. 
If the king lacked entertainment, the offender would be brought before him, so that all would 
see anew the prowess that had won him the throne. If not, there was Jaxa—his chief 
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assassin—the perfect killer. As lethal as a stalking panther and less likely to show mercy, it 
was said that the king’s whisper in Jaxa’s ear was deadlier than an enraged asp.  

Despite his tyranny, none dared rise against No’emgaman. Fully five cubits tall, he was 
as solid as a seasoned oak, and equally skilled with sword, spear, and knife. His reputation 
had grown to the point that men wagered only on how much time he needed for the kill. Of 
course No’emgaman had more than once toyed with weak opponents just to confound the 
gamesmen! Just as no single warrior would ever slay him, no plot could succeed either. Sachlac, 
the king’s seer, could ferret out traitors with a single roll of the bones. And there was little 
inclination towards revolt as long as Te’efasedon’s powerful army continued devouring 
neighboring towns, enriching everyone.    

But Calportus and his sons were different. They were from one of the oldest families—
probably the only thing that had saved them from some midnight visit by Jaxa. Men might 
laugh behind their backs at their old-fashioned ideas, but even Jaxa would have hesitated to 
face Demesiod or Rentos in a fair fight and Sessoudy knew that Calportus trained against 
both sons. 

Such was Isebris’ world and Sessoudy had upset a fragile balance. Wealthy women might 
take an inferior as a lover, as long as they were suitably discreet, but Nephil noblewomen no 
longer married outside their kind. However Isebris had not only broken that custom, she had 
spurned Jaxa to do so. And Sessoudy had selfishly plunged into a marriage that he knew 
could bring nothing but trouble to his wife and her family. He shook his head. He did not 
require Sachlac’s powers to see that he and his little dark-haired Debseda were doomed. They 
could never escape. The only chance for Calportus and his sons would be an instant public 
repudiation of the whole mess.   

He might as well make it easy. 
“Calportus,” he started, hating the quiver in his voice. “Go fetch the night guard. It is 

your only hope. It is the way of your people.” 
“No!” The old man’s face was implacable. “It may be the way of No’emgaman, but it is 

not mine! Nor of my sons!” Demesiod and Rentos growled their hard-faced agreement. 
Calportus softened. “Do you think the shade of Isebris would ever forgive us for betraying her 
own? She gave her life for her daughter. Her family will not dishonor her memory with 
anything less!” 

Sessoudy lowered his face and wept. He heard Calportus turn to his sons. “Make ready! 
We leave within the hour.” He knelt down and Sessoudy once again felt the giant hands grip 
his shoulders. “We knew this time would come, even before the happiness you gave Isebris. We 
cannot overthrow No’emgaman, but neither can we live under his rule. We have wealth in 
other towns and have long prepared for flight. If the gods will blind Sachlac tonight, then we 
will be free within a week. We will travel as far as it takes to find a home where the sons of 
men and the Nephil can live together in peace.” 

Sessoudy looked over to where Eubach stood waiting with the baby as the old man 
continued. “The spirit of Isebris lives in our little Debseda. By my word, she will walk the 
Earth long after No’emgaman and his brood have crumbled into the dust. So swears 
Calportus!” 

 
* * * * 
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Debseda cried out, scrambling back to wakefulness. A great weight crushed 
her chest and she panicked. Then her hands scrabbled beneath her blankets and 
felt the strap securing her to the bed. Its familiar feel brought her back to her 
room, though she felt disoriented and dizzy. A series of jolts made her glad for 
the strap, but she quickly forgot the ark and its voyage. She had been with her 
father—seen with his eyes, spoken with his mouth, heard with his ears, and 
thought his very thoughts. Even now, in the blackness, she felt a presence 
hovering nearby and shivered in terror. “He’s dead!” she whispered to herself. 
“I saw him die!”   

Then she inhaled sharply. Fear gave way to a wonder mixed with ineffable 
sadness. Tears welled—she had seen her mother. Then they flowed—she had 
seen her mother die. She brushed them away and tried to catch up to her 
seesawing emotions, settling back into her blankets. After crying softly for a 
short time she suddenly stopped. It had been worth it. Even dead, it had been 
worth it. Eubach had never offered more than vague whispered generalities and 
her father had refused to talk of her mother at all. It no longer mattered. She 
had finally seen her true face—sharp, clear, and beautiful…oh, so very beautiful. 
And her grandfather…her uncles…. Eubach had never mentioned them.  

She might be alone in the dark, but she felt their spirits beside her. Sweat 
beaded on her face and her hand trembled. How had she wandered into such a 
vision? It had been so real, she could have been there. It was too vivid to have 
come from some long-forgotten tale of Eubach. It was something else… 
something locked away, just waiting for the right key.  

Sechiall! Just a glance—just the locking of their eyes for a few moments…. 
Something had passed between them that had awakened the spirit of her 
mother. It made sense. Her mother had been a woman of noble family, a 
woman of Sechiall’s superior blood…as was her daughter! Debseda shivered. 
What else lay hidden within her?   

She relaxed in spite of the extravagant motions of the ark as curiosity 
overcame fear. To what end had her sleep been so disturbed? Her first 
impression was of the courage and compassion of her family…their 
commitment to each other. But a voice inside—Sechiall’s voice?—told her that 
she was thinking like the introverted daughter of Sessoudy, the itinerant trader. 
She would be that woman no more! She was her mother’s daughter. And her 
mother had been noble…had been Nephil! No wonder Sechiall had so easily 
plumbed the depths of her heart. 

No, there was something else…. 
Then it struck her and instantly she knew it for the truth. The waters were 

raging outside, destroying the world. In the midst of that chaos, a dream had 
revealed her true heritage. She had been touched—perhaps by her mother’s 
dying spirit—with a destiny, something the wrath of man or god could not 
overcome. Why else was she alive while kingdoms perished all around her? This 
voyage was not the great adventure of her life…it was merely another step on a 
road that had begun long ago. A road leading to great things. She wasn’t sure of 
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her destination, but she had finally seen its beginning. If she could see the past, 
then the future would become clear in time. The door had been unlocked and 
she must wait for the next revelation. It would be wonderful…she was sure of 
that. With that confidence she relaxed beneath her blankets and eagerly sought 
sleep. 
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Chapter 10 
ROUGH RIDE 

Night 1 
 
 
 
 

s the men stowed their tools and secured the broken cable to the drums, 
the sense of imminent death faded. All the pain and exhaustion that had 
accumulated over the past hours began to seep to the surface as the stress of 
their struggles faded. Weariness was augmented by helplessness—they could no 
longer affect their fate as the ark careened out of control. But tired and sore as 
they were, all four would have welcomed some great labor to distract them from 
the tension that wound tighter around their hearts with every eerie sound or 
unexpected jolt.    

Ham looked around. His head was pounding and his arms quivering. He 
had to raise his voice to be heard over the roaring waters and occasional 
banging of debris against the hull. “We can wait the next danger just as easily at 
the table. And a little wine would be welcome!” 

Noah nodded wearily, so they inched forward, bracing as they felt the 
sharper swoops that marked a patch of shallow water. Finally they sagged down 
at the table onto the hard wooden benches and managed to pour some wine, 
holding the table with one hand and their drinks with the other.   

After the first cup, Ham felt his wits and strength revive. Though his heart 
still turned over every time he heard debris bang against the hull, he was gaining 
confidence in his craft. He could feel her stability; she rode the current well. It 
was a taut ship! His thoughts went back to Meshur—the only other man who 
had understood…had really understood the ark. Hired as an ordinary laborer, he 
had proven anything but, and quickly found his place as Ham’s right hand. A 
simple man in many ways, Ham had met no other man with that blend of 
creative vision, youthful optimism, and technical competence. He had deserted 
the labor several years ago, thanks to Sechiall’s threats against his family. But he 
had returned days before. Though Ham had not been at the house, Madrazi had 
told him everything, and her tale had removed the sting of his unannounced 
disappearance. Unfortunately Meshur had insisted on one last journey to 
Lamech to bring his cousin into the ark—a decision that took him only to his 
death. Ham fancied that his spirit now rode the waves with his beloved ship.   

Japheth interrupted his reverie. “How many hours have passed?” he asked. 
Ham shook his head. “It could have been one or many,” Noah replied. 

“Danger has a way of driving out such trivialities. I, for one, wonder instead in 
which direction we are moving.” 

Ham and Japheth shook their heads.  
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“South to southwest, as I can best make it,” said Shem quietly. We left the 
clearing about six hours ago.” Ham smothered a grin. Shem could find his way 
through wild country, night or day, and had honed an instinct for time and 
direction that the others could never begin to match.   

But his smile faded once more. Hours passed. An unusually loud thump 
would signal some larger piece of flotsam striking the hull and the men would 
take turns in pairs making an unsteady way down to look for damage. None was 
found, but the searches kept them busy, fumbling around narrow passages 
looking for any telltale crack or stain of incoming water. None of them were yet 
accustomed to the motion; in spite of the lifelines, harnesses, and gloves, they 
became progressively more bruised and battered as the night passed. Near 
morning, Noah fell against the edge of a feed bin, gashing his thigh, and Japheth 
burned his forearm against a rope. But these were inconveniences compared to 
the peril outside. Shem insisted that they were still moving south and west, but 
as time wore on, he became less certain, and none of them had any idea of how 
fast they were being carried along.   

 
Although the four men could not know it (and would have doubted if told), 

the ark had escaped the worst turmoil. The sea swept across foundering 
shorelines in broad pulses. Rain inland created streams from ditches, rivers from 
streams, and great sheets of water from overflowing rivers—all rushing down to 
meet the incoming sea. Water clashed with water, thundering louder than any 
surf and forming a vast millrace along the advancing front.   

More than water clashed. Raging currents plucked trees and scoured 
bedrock, creating slurries of sediment ranging from clay to boulders—the latter 
were constantly pounded, abraded, and broken into smaller pieces. Not to be 
outdone, the rising sea broke up vast offshore reefs, which were carried inland. 
Mineral-rich seawater, heated by underwater eruptions, met the cold rain, and 
new rock was precipitated, entombing myriads of uprooted sea dwellers. On the 
surface, uprooted vegetation became tangled into great mats that lapped back 
and forth atop the furious waves.   

The current carrying the ark was far enough inland that it spared them that 
cataclysmic clash of the waters, yet close enough to the sea to carry them 
beyond it, before dissipating the next morning. Their rough ride was a gentle 
journey compared to any other possibility. Had it not been for that ephemeral 
flow, the vessel and all within would surely have been dashed to rubble and 
quickly entombed before sunrise.   

During the night the four men passed east of their old home. Between the 
shallow valley at the south end of the Great Forest and the sea to the southwest, 
an east-west line of hills blocked their path. They were hills no longer—just a 
strip of dangerous shoals and sinking islands. The current that kept the ark 
locked in its grip narrowed and slashed through a twisting valley between two of 
the remaining islands with all the fury of a raging river in flood. Their hilltops 
defined the narrow pass that added speed to the current. Though they could not 
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see the shoals, the men felt the rough ride that signaled shallower water. As it 
continued to shake the ark they began to have a glimmering of their location—
they knew the area quite well. Was the water deep enough to clear the hills? 

 
Ham could sit no longer. He stood again, braced against a line. For endless 

hours he had stumbled through the ark, looking for any damage. But the stout 
wood shrugged off blows from even the largest trees. The ship was intact, but 
the men were past exhaustion. They sat numbly at the table until the bouncing 
benches drove them to their feet, where they hung to lifelines until their 
burning arms demanded that they sit once more. Twice they had replaced the 
candle in the lantern over the stove, a signal that the long night was finally 
drawing to an end. The flickering flame created a dim oasis in the surrounding 
darkness. Ham stared at the others. Japheth seemed lost in a fog and Noah was 
muttering to himself. But Shem stared back at him, a grim determination in his 
dark eyes that told Ham that he would be prepared to go on for another 
night…and another…. 

Ham flexed his arms. As the night wore on, it seemed that he felt his own 
aches less and less. He fancied instead that the planks and posts of his beloved 
boat had taken the place of his limbs. All the years of skill and toil—decisions 
dictating just how a particular beam would be braced or two planks joined—
jelled in his exhausted mind. He felt in his own body the blows from the trees, 
the pounding of the waters, and the strains of the treble keel with each sharp 
jolt. As time passed, they stirred a powerful brew of rage and frustration that 
left him visibly trembling when not being jolted to and fro. As the night passed, 
those feelings found an outlet in resentment against his father and brothers. 
How could they remain so unaffected by the ark’s battering, content merely to 
cushion their own bodies?  

So when the ark neared the line of hills—its speed increasing—it was quite 
a different Ham who stood facing forward, expecting the worst. No longer the 
confident craftsman of the day before, he would have roared his frustration had 
he seen their path. Two narrow valleys, one to the south and one to the north, 
formed a pass. As the channel narrowed and shallowed, the current gathered 
more speed. The men could feel it, stunned that such an ungainly vessel could 
move so fast.   

Had the passage been straight, there might have been little danger, but the 
narrow neck of the pass included several doglegs that caught the water and 
whipped it back and forth between the walls. Ham could not see the rock 
ahead, but he sensed approaching peril. Then he heard the boom of surf against 
rock. His heart beat faster. The first wall loomed up and though the tops of the 
hills were above the surface, the danger lay in the rocks below.   

Moments away from collision, a whirlpool formed in the center of the first 
bend. It pulled the front of the ark sharply away from the canyon wall. The 
wooden walls of the starboard side caught the rebounding water from the 
hillside, forcing the rear of the ark back into the current. All four men were 
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thrown sideways. The change in direction slowed the vessel, but it picked up 
speed as the current whipped into the next dogleg. Now the port side was 
threatened, and once again the backwash of the water off the opposite side 
threw the ark back out into the main current before it could strike jagged rock. 
Again the men were tossed like dolls before being snubbed against the lines.   

One last bend rushed towards them. Beyond it, the current slowed and 
stretched out towards the deep ocean. But the final passage was tighter than the 
others and passed over the highest part of the pass. Once again, the ark turned 
with the current, but its stern was too far over to starboard and the four men 
felt the jarring bump and rasping grind of stone against the starboard keel.   

Fortunately the ground was smooth; a sharp outcrop would have pierced 
the hull. The speed of the current carried them on; the keel was moving too fast 
to catch on the slick stone. Just as the front of the ark exited the narrow pass, 
the vessel side-slipped a few cubits and found an underwater irregularity. It was 
a rounded protrusion, just a few cubits across, but it could not have been in a 
worse location. The men both felt and heard that impact.  

 
Ham’s heart froze. This was nothing like the battering of flotsam during the 

night or the raging of the current. It was a sharp, deliberate attack on the weaker 
sides, just above the heavily armored bottom of his hull. He reeled for a 
moment as if he had taken the blow himself. The others stood clinging to their 
lines as the heavy keel rasped again over rock before finding deeper water, but 
Ham fell to his knees, his face contorted with fury. Cursing, he pounded the 
deck. Through a haze he felt hands restraining his arms and he struggled to 
throw them off. Then a blow to his face jolted him. He saw Noah in front of 
him, arm raised. “Peace!” he thundered. Ham blinked. Noah continued more 
softly. “We are past. It is an occasion for gratitude, not curses.” 

For a moment Ham tensed his muscles. Resentment flared, threatening to 
spark his temper into a volcanic fury, but something in Noah’s voice reached in 
and smothered it. He swallowed the angry retort that filled his throat and shook 
his head. His shoulders slumped. Numbly he let helping hands guide him back 
to the table where a cup of wine was placed in his own. He raised it and drained 
it with a gulp, letting it loosen his clenched gut. As his senses returned, he felt a 
new motion from the ark. Noah was right. Their speed had eased and the 
abrupt battering of previous minutes had subsided into a smoother ride. The 
current still carried them, but it had lost much of its force.    

He was tired and sleep was calling, but he could not yet give in. Pushing his 
mind back to the moments before his explosion, he remembered the blow. It 
chilled him. He looked up at the others, his eyes once more clear. “It was a hard 
blow. Let me take Shem and make sure no damage was done. I think I know 
where she struck.” 

Noah nodded. “Go. We must be sure. But be careful crawling around the 
lower deck. String ropes as you go and watch out for each other.” 
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Ham gritted his teeth, fighting back the anger that threatened to explode 
once more. What did his father think he had been doing all night? “We will be 
cautious,” interjected Shem quickly, sliding between them. 

Ham hesitated, then turned to retrieve two lanterns, checking the length of 
the candles in each before lighting them and latching their tin doors. 
Wordlessly, he handed one to Shem. It was no different from those hung 
nearby, save for the one face covered by a thick leather pad that could be 
secured to their harnesses. Ham had cobbled them together during the dark 
watches of the night as it became evident that they would need both hands free 
to move around. It seemed to him that his innovation was the only thing that 
had gone right this night.  

“Let there be light!” murmured Shem with a tight smile as he fastened 
Ham’s. Ham tried to return it, but the best he could manage was a grimace. At 
least Shem seemed to understand. As if reading his mind, his brother added in a 
lower voice, “Let it go! He’s exhausted and hurt.” Ham hesitated before 
nodding his assent, but his face was still tight.  

“It sounded low,” continued Noah. “Japheth and I will inspect the upper 
decks and work our way down. Send for us if you need any help.” 

Ham clamped his lips shut and grunted, his fists clenching for a moment. 
Shem shot him a warning glance, while Noah and Japheth rigged their lanterns 
and began to make their way forward. Ham watched them go; when he turned 
back, Shem had already started down the ramp. Still angry, Ham followed. At 
least walking came more easily; the deck’s pitching had settled considerably. He 
hurried on and pushed by Shem as they descended to the lowest deck.   

“Where now?” asked Shem. 
“Back,” he grunted. “The hardest blow was just aft of ‘The Bakery.’” 
Shem snorted and both men forced a tired chuckle. Though strained and 

weak, the laughter broke the tension and Ham felt the tightness in his neck and 
shoulders ease. Years ago Noah had discovered that many snakes, lizards, and 
birds could live on mealworms. So he had designed a mud-coated enclosure to 
house stacks of broad shallow pans of flour that would serve as both home and 
food for the worms. The first time that Japheth had seen one of the completed 
domes, he had joked that it looked like an oven at a bakery. He was right, but of 
course Japheth, being Japheth, never tired of the joke. So Ham made sure he 
had the last word, painting Japheth’s Fresh Bread on its sides. The name stuck and 
even the women called it “The Bakery” now.   

Memories of better days brought a half-smile to Ham’s face and he led 
Shem carefully along the narrow aisle until they reached the end of the lifelines 
strung just a few hours before. It felt like they had been riding the waters for 
weeks. Fortunately there was a rope locker nearby. He opened the bin and 
tossed two coils to Shem, then looped three others across his shoulders. He 
uncoiled yet another, tied it to the post beside him, and made his way over via a 
side passage to the wall of the hull, stringing line as he slowly inspected the 
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wood planking, heavy trusses, and buttresses, searching for the smallest 
imperfection.   

He waved Shem away to string more lines. He trusted no eye but his own to 
detect signs of any impact. Significant damage to the exterior hull might show 
only as a minute crack on the inside wall or a slight buckling of a support 
member, given the multiple layers of planking. The hull was thick and strong; 
each layer was arranged at cross angles—horizontal, diagonal, cross-diagonal, 
and horizontal again—for added strength, but it was still wood and wood was 
not impervious to rock, especially with the weight of the ark magnifying the 
blow. So he worked slowly and methodically, running hands and eyes over each 
span.   

Despite his fatigue he worked quickly and efficiently. He had completed 
most of a frame when the bobbing light of another lantern announced Shem’s 
return.  

“See anything yet,” he asked? 
“No, but the extra light helps.” Shem moved around so that his lantern 

stayed steady along Ham’s line of sight. Ham concentrated on the task, straining 
to see any imperfection.   

“Maybe it was lower; right on the bilge radius,” offered Shem after a few 
minutes. “With all that heavy lumber and added bracing, she could take a sharp 
rap there.” 

Ham stretched his back, lifting his arms overhead and rolling his neck. 
“You’re right, but I think it was higher. It felt too…noticeable. I’m afraid that it 
was right above the turn, on the thinner planking.” Shem started to speak, but 
Ham held up his hand. “And yes, I know we laminated four layers of strong 
planks together, but the fact remains that wood is weaker than rock.” He 
finished searching the wall and sighed. “Nothing in this frame, it must be on the 
other side of this partition.” 

They stared at each other and shook their heads. On the other side of the 
wall was a store room for extra timber—mostly unfinished. There was room to 
inspect the hull; the lumber was neatly laid between strakes set back from the 
side, but there were several stacks reaching nearly to the roof, and they would 
have to clamber over each one to reach the hull. Shem shrugged. “It could be a 
grain silo.” Ham only grunted.   

Climbing piles of rough-cut wood that rose to within a couple cubits of the 
overhead deck would not have been Ham’s choice at any time, but doing so in a 
tossing ship after an exhausting night’s labor was worse than he expected. He 
would be pulling splinters for a week and watching bruises fade for another. 
When they finally squeezed over the last stack, there was no more than two 
cubits opening between the wood and the wall. At least they could brace 
themselves against the ship’s rolling.   

However there was a drawback—they were standing in an enclosed space 
right over the bilge tunnels. “Can you believe the smell?” Ham fanned his hand 
in front of his face. “Our barns were never this bad!” 
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“And it’s only been a week,” grinned Shem. “Think of what it will smell like 
in a month!” 

“What will be worse?” retorted Ham. “The stench or our inability to even 
notice it?” 

In the dim light of their lanterns, the planking appeared smooth, 
interrupted only by regular buttresses that passed the load from the hull to the 
decks. Though the wall before them was several cubits thick, it seemed thin 
compared to the more than six cubits of wood between their feet and the 
bottom of the hull. There was a good reason—the bilge radius, which marked 
the angle between the nearly flat bottom and the vertical sides, was one of the 
weakest places on the ship. It had required heavy bracing, many layers of planks, 
and even bronze straps reinforcing the exterior curve. On dry land it had 
seemed massively indestructible; now Ham feared its weakness, and his hands 
trembled slightly as he knelt and began to search.  

 
* * * * 

Shem concentrated on keeping his light just ahead of Ham’s eyes, moving 
up, down, and over to accommodate his younger brother’s search pattern. 
Suddenly, Ham stopped, mouth open and hand resting on a plank about waist 
high. Shem peered closer and at first saw nothing. But as he continued to look, 
he realized that there was a barely visible zigzag line, nearly a span in length. He 
moved closer and ran his hand over the area, where he felt a perceptible 
indentation; one invisible in the inadequate light. Tracing it across to his left 
with his fingers, it ended at the adjacent framing member. Peering closely, he 
followed Ham’s pointing finger to another, smaller line running across part of 
that buttress. For a moment he was relieved that the damage was so slight. Then 
he looked more closely at Ham’s stricken face.   

“We’re dead,” he said, gripping Shem’s arm. Then he let go, his hands 
sliding down slack by his side. His eyes returned to the minute flaws. Shem 
hesitated. The damage looked insignificant, yet Ham knew the structure better 
than anyone else. Shem’s heart turned over. Then he forced himself to think. 
They had a promise from the Creator—however bad the damage looked, it 
would hold as long as it was needed. 

Ham was still slumped on his knees against the wall, muttering to himself. 
The ship would have to wait. Shem gripped his shoulder and shook it. “Ham! I 
don’t understand,” he said slowly and as calmly as he could. “Tell me exactly 
what you see!” 

“It’s cracked,” replied Ham in a flat tone. Then the fear returned to his eyes 
and his voice began to rise. “Can’t you see? You know how thick the hull is. If 
we can see anything here, imagine what it looks like outside! And it’s not just the 
plank—the framing too! The entire section…it’s going to fail…maybe an 
hour…maybe a month. But it will fail, the ark will flood, and we will all….be… 
dead!” He was shouting by the time he finished and Shem had to shake him 
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again before a hint of rationality returned to his eyes. He sank to his knees, 
staring blankly at the flaws in the wood.  

Shem slid down beside him to sit on the deck. Ham knew more about 
wood than many masters who had worked it for centuries, but Shem refused to 
let him sink into dull resignation. They needed him too much. “God promised 
us a new world,” he said, choosing his words carefully. “I believe that promise. 
If it is true, then there has to be something that we can do. Think! I know you 
can deal with it, but not if you give in to despair!” 

 
* * * * 

Ham heard his brother’s words and felt the heat of shame creep up his 
neck. He had failed in the work trusted to his hands, and had thus failed his 
family and his God. Nothing had worked right on the ark and this was only the 
first night of the voyage. How could Shem trust him to fix anything? But then 
he stopped to consider his brother’s words. He had to admit, everything had 
happened so far just as Noah had predicted. Torn between belief and doubt, he 
took a deep breath. He decided Shem was right. He could not contemplate the 
alternative. If so, there had to be an answer. He must master his fear and find it. 
He shook his head as if coming out of a dream, feeling a little confidence flow 
into him through his brother’s grip. Shem had always been strong where it 
counted.  

He let out a deep breath and sagged down, trying to think. He had always 
drawn inspiration from challenges before; perhaps he could again. As he turned 
to the problem, fear receded and his mind began to function. He muttered as 
was his habit when wrestling a challenge. “The planks are strong. Multiple 
layers…offset grain. Cracked clean through, but no water yet. Might hold for a 
time on a smooth pond, but the ark will be moving…. Sagging, hogging, 
twisting…. Heavy seas….”   

He turned to Shem. “The hull is like an eggshell,” he explained. “Unbroken, 
it’s strong everywhere. But crack any point and suddenly the strength is gone. It 
will be under constant pressure; day in and day out…one wrong motion and the 
waves will find this weakness and crush us.” 

When he saw that Shem understood, he continued. “The crack doesn’t 
seem to be propagating yet and there’s no water. But the damage is done and 
it’s just a matter of time and strain until it fails. And look here.” He ran a finger 
over the joint between the plank and the thick wood of the upright. “It’s not 
just the planking that’s been weakened. This is cracked, too. Right now I don’t 
know whether the plank will simply fail or whether this entire area will let go. 
Either way, we’ll be at the bottom of the sea.” 

Shem nodded again slowly. “How will it start?” 
Ham sighed. “The crack will grow larger under the force of the water 

outside. After all, we’re below the water line by a good eight cubits. Eventually a 
timber will be too weak to hold and will fail inward.” 
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Shem looked thoughtful. “Would it help to brace it? Maybe another layer of 
planks across this section, anchored to the frame?” 

Ham shrugged. “It might buy some time. But we don’t know how bad it is 
outside. What if the entire frame has been weakened? We might prevent a hole 
the size of my fist just to find one the size of an elephant.” 

“Better to spend your arrow on the lion that’s charging,” remarked Shem 
lightly. 

“Aren’t you the one always saying that it’s the one you don’t see that will 
kill you?”  

Ham chuckled grimly while Shem held up his hands in mock surrender and 
replied. “Very well. Leave the lions to me and I’ll leave the hull to you.”   

Ham sighed. “It’s not an easy choice. But we can’t do much with all this 
lumber in the way. We’ll have to move it first and then see what we can do.” He 
looked around. “Lucky we didn’t finish all the walls down here. No room for 
draft animals, though…we’ll have to rig a pulley forward.” 

“Where can we put the timber,” asked Shem? 
“Hmm. We can lash it down in the aisle aft for now. It won’t hurt to shift 

weight towards the stern.” He stared back at the wall. “There is something we 
can do now, but it will be hard working around these stacks.”   

“Out with it,” insisted Shem impatiently. 
“There are two problems; there must be two solutions. For the hull, we 

brace the dimple to keep it from giving any further.” 
“Can we push it back out?” asked Shem. 
Ham shook his head impatiently. “That would be the fastest way to the 

bottom. The framing is equally serious. It supports the load for this entire area. 
Since it is weaker, we must pass its load along to its brothers on either side. We 
can build a patch across it, parallel to the deck and secured to the framing on 
either side.” 

“Reinforced planking?” queried Shem. 
“Roughly,” admitted Ham. I’ll put a wooden block between the crack in the 

planking and our patch. Then we can brace against the outside of the patch, 
over the block, to keep constant pressure on the dimple, and keep it where it 
is.” 

“Wedge a baulk to the frame inboard?” asked Shem hopefully. 
Ham shook his head. “Not enough.” He eyed the distance. “I think we can 

extend an iron rod from a plate set into that post to another over the patch with 
a screw jack…there’s one forward, but it will take both of us to move it.” 

“You must be joking! It weighs….”   
“Nearly two and a half talents,” interrupted Ham. “Why?” He forced a 

smile. “Are you tired?”  
Shem grinned back at the challenge. “I feel better than you look,” he 

retorted, straightening up and starting back up the stack.   
More than an hour later, most of the lumber was out of the way. Shem 

stretched cramping muscles. He had done most of the moving, wedging the 
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timbers against two posts, with ropes running beneath the new stack to lash 
them off when the job was done. Ham had been busy with a saw, cutting pieces 
for the patch. He didn’t bother with a measuring string, but Shem knew the cuts 
would be accurate. Now, as he pulled another baulk out of the space to haul aft, 
Ham was busy with an auger, drilling holes in some of the newly-cut boards and 
into the framing uprights on either side of the damaged one.   

Shem dragged the board back and tied off the lines holding the new stack. 
He stumbled back to Ham and grabbed his arm. “That’s enough for now. 
You’re going to make a mistake if you don’t get some rest and that will do more 
harm than good. Let’s get a few hours of sleep and we’ll finish it when we both 
have our wits about us.” 

Ham sighed and set down the tool. “All right. A few hours won’t hurt. But 
let’s get the jack before we leave.” 

Shem nodded; it was worth the effort to get Ham to rest. It took longer 
than either expected; although nothing like the earlier hours, the ark’s motion 
was still lively. They had to drag the iron jack back on a length of canvas to keep 
from hurting each other. When they had secured it near the workspace, Ham 
nodded at his brother. They were both dripped sweat and leaning against the 
post, panting. “Now…we both…feel…like I look,” he gasped. 

Shem smiled and clapped him on the back. “Good work!”   
Ham shook his head. “You say so,” he mumbled. Now that he had 

conceded stopping for a time, his energy had suddenly evaporated, carrying 
hope away with it. His ship was badly damaged, and he knew it. Shem might 
think that their efforts might help, but wood was still wood and waves were still 
waves. He pulled himself upright. He could not remember ever being this tired. 
He needed sleep…they all needed sleep. It was morning—or near enough—and 
only their second day. He wondered if there would be a third. 

 
 



 

  

Chapter 11 
INTO THE UNKNOWN 

Day 2 
 
 
 
 
Second Day of Voyage, or the 18th day of the 2nd month of Noah’s 600th year. Water falls 
unabated from heaven. We are bruised and battered, but alive. Are we at sea? A strong 
current has carried us south and west from the hills north of Y’tor, but contrary currents have 
confused any sense of direction. It might help if we could take sightings, but even if we could 
mount the parapet, nothing would be visible—nothing but the sea below and the rain above. 
The landmarks are all gone. Our speed through the night brought us far, perhaps already to 
Y’tor. Judging from the waves, the water is deeper. Shem reported damage late last night; the 
ark scraped bottom in the shallows. I can feel the seas change even as I write. We are being 
carried far out into the unknown.   
 

adrazi put down her brush in frustration. It was not impossible to write, 
but until the seas settled, her usually-impeccable letters would look like those of 
a child eager to escape her lessons. She put her desk in order, checking that 
everything was secure, and then blew out the candle. Then she sat for a 
moment, letting her eyes adjust to the half light. The transition from 
impenetrable black to shadowy gray told her that dawn—such as it was—had 
come.   

Shem had roused her when he came to bed and her mind was too busy to 
fall back to sleep. He lay oblivious now in their night cabin, more exhausted 
than she had ever seen him. Even in the half light, his appearance had been 
shocking; haggard and bruised, clothing torn, and exhaustion etched in deep 
lines and dark hollows on his face. He had managed a few words in response to 
her insistent questions but then simply shook his head, dropped onto the bed, 
and promptly fell asleep.  

Alone in their other cabin, she felt completely isolated. At least on her 
father’s ships she had been able to see the sky and the sea. Even if she wanted 
to risk the parapet, the sun and stars would be hidden. Maybe the heavenly 
bodies were falling too…the chaos outside could hardly be greater. Any hope of 
navigation was gone until they saw whatever stars remained. Remapping the 
Earth would be a task that would surely outstrip her short centuries—if she 
survived the next few days. 

She rose gingerly from her stool; any movement brought pain. Her upper 
back was aflame and even breathing hurt. Gritting her teeth, she pulled her 
cloak close—the relentless rain and wild wind filled the air with a damp chill. 
She hesitated in the doorway; the ghostly gray faded into impenetrable shadow. 
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It looked like an endless cavern, eerily echoing sounds of rain, wind, and sea. 
No one else was stirring. Hand over hand she made her way along the lifeline 
toward the table.   

Halfway across, she paused, thinking she heard a noise forward. She stood 
still, letting her body sway with the motion of the ark and listened, but there was 
nothing but the rain and the sea. She started again, and then heard a distinct 
click nearby. In the lonely shadows, she had to suppress a cry of fright. 
Hurrying the rest of the way, she fumbled for a lantern. Fortunately a striker 
hung beneath it on a short cord. She sat and tore open the cover, not daring to 
look out into the darkness. The absence of noise was more frightening than the 
faint sounds. There was still a stub of candle in the lantern, so she fumbled with 
the striker until the sparks ignited its blackened wick. A flame caught, sputtered, 
then flared up, surrounding her with a protective pool of light.   

Gathering her wits, she peered out again. There at the corner of her room, 
pressed up against the wall, she saw an inquisitive pair of eyes. Before she could 
cry out, the dog started cautiously forward, hesitating and bracing himself with 
each wild swoop of the deck, but continuing to edge towards her gaining 
confidence in his footing with each step. 

Madrazi slumped with relief and nearly laughed out loud. She held out her 
hand and the dog hurried the rest of the way. He sniffed the offered hand and 
then pushed his head into her lap. Feeling abashed and relieved at the same 
time, she scratched his ears and scolded him in a low voice, “And what are you 
doing out of your pen?” He just cocked his head and looked at her as if 
determined not to grace such a foolish question with an answer.   

“Just wandering the decks, eh?” she asked. He sat down and put his 
forelegs up in her lap. She sighed and obliged by scratching under his chin. 
“Papa had a ship called Sorga. It meant ‘the wanderer.’ I’ll call you Sorga too—
the name seems to fit you to perfection.” The dog sat back down, stared at her a 
moment as if agreeing, and then curled up on the deck by her feet. “Very well, 
Sorga,” she said finally. “I don’t feel like taking you back and as long as you can 
behave, you can stay.” The tail thumped once on the deck. She shook her head, 
but was thankful for any company, chagrined at how easily she had been 
frightened.  

A cup of water and a crust of bread gave her hands something to do and 
satisfied her thirst. She was not hungry, but forced herself to chew a few bites 
before sharing the rest with Sorga. Even with the dog at her feet, she felt very 
much alone. For a moment she was tempted to wake Wen-Tehrom or Debseda, 
but her mind pulled her inward instead.   

Tears came in spite of her efforts to control them, and a low sob escaped 
her lips. Her mind would not stop replaying the scene at the door. Jeriah was 
dead—that bleak fact was just as true this morning as it had been last night. As 
if to punctuate her melancholy, a blast of wind hammered rain onto the wooden 
roof. It wasn’t just Jeriah…everyone was dead or soon would be. She could not 
reject that reality, but neither could she come to grips with it. She could say the 
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words, but the shock of yesterday left an emotional void. Sorrow trickled in to 
fill it, but a growing guilt tried to push it aside. Some instinct condemned her 
for still being alive. For a moment she wished the ark would founder. Then she 
could join the rest and be done with the struggle. 

She was tired of the fight. Death had shadowed her years, wrapping her in 
chains of loss. Each one forged new links; each year had added weight she could 
no longer carry. Faces paraded before her in the twilit gloom. Her parents, her 
brothers, Methuselah, Lamech, Juloch, Jared, Meshur, and then all the faithful 
of their household—slaughtered by Sechiall’s killers. Finally she saw 
Jeriah…again. Would she ever not? She hid her face in her arms.    

But sorrow was not the only thread. Her forehead kitted as she groped 
for…what? She spooled the past across her mind again, and this time she saw 
the black thread joining so many of those deaths—Sechiall! She almost 
whispered his name aloud. He had murdered Lamech. He had twisted that 
crime into a war with the Y’torian tyrant, Torech—a war that cost Lamech 
many good men and robbed the survivors of their integrity. For under the cover 
of battle Sechiall had murdered Jared—his own mentor—and blamed the crime 
on the enemy, leading his men in the slaughter of hundreds of helpless Y’torian 
prisoners. His life’s path was a veritable river of blood. Even Juloch—the man 
who brought the tale to Madrazi—had succumbed to wounds inflicted by one 
of Sechiall’s picked assassins. 

Despite his outward appearance and charm, he had been wholly evil. When 
not committing murder himself, he was using its threat to compel obedience. 
He had extended his will over the townsmen working on the ark, the elders, and 
finally over all the people of Lamech. Obey or die. Only Meshur had stood 
fast…and Meshur was dead. Noah would never have given in, but without 
divine intervention, Sechiall would surely have killed Noah.   

He would have killed Shem.  
 
He would have killed her…or worse….   
 
Those thoughts struck Madrazi like a well-timed flight of arrows, one after 

another. Her sorrow gave way to a rage that swelled under the mountain of 
injustice: each plot, each lie, each murder, each ambitious step that crushed 
someone else’s life, love, or dreams. Sechiall deserved death many times over; 
she would not weep for him! Quite the opposite; she felt intense satisfaction. 
Had the ark not been leaping across the waves, she could have jumped to her 
feet in spite of her pain and danced over his grave. For a moment she felt a 
twinge of shame, but her heart would not be denied. It wasn’t vengeance—it 
was justice. How many more would have died if he had lived? The world was 
better off without him. 

Madrazi had always been cursed with a relentless logic—she suspected it 
was the legacy of her father—and she could never be content with a 
comfortable ignorance. She felt the familiar churning as ideas arranged 
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themselves, almost without conscious volition. As always when lost in thought, 
her fingers reached up and began to twine and tug her hair across her cheek. 
Sechiall deserved to die. So had others. Dajus and Subtur had betrayed their 
peers, their city, and their vows. Collusion with Sechiall had immersed them in 
his guilt. They were too refined to have put their own delicate hands to the 
sword, but they were still stained red. Their demise did not bring her the same 
primal joy, but there was still satisfaction at guilt repaid.  

And the soldiers that had butchered their servants. Maybe they were only 
obeying orders, but logic ground that excuse into dust. Any man that plunged a 
blade into an innocent breast exercised his own choice—in their case, probably 
one made long before. Only proven killers could serve as Sechiall’s personal 
guard. They also deserved death. Madrazi shivered, her heart rebelling at where 
her mind was leading. She was no executioner. What of the other men of 
Lamech? Surely they did not all deserve Sechiall’s fate.   

The fingers twisting her hair stopped abruptly. The entire town had acceded 
to Sechiall’s coup, willing to overlook his evil in exchange for their personal 
peace and affluence. Not one had spoken out. Not one had protested the 
debasement of Jeriah. Her heart hardened. Had they feared for their lives? They 
should have feared evil more.    

She sat still, barely breathing. How had she become so callous, delighting in 
death? No, she argued, there was no delight—simply an innate satisfaction at 
justice being served. If men chose evil and hurt others, they deserved the 
sentence of death. She hesitated. If those deaths were just, then the flood was a 
legitimate retribution. But that had always been the part of the prophecy that 
she could never stomach. Had she erred? No! It could not be. What about all 
the others? There must have been thousands who did not….  

But reason made no provision for a weak stomach. If any death was 
justified, then the sentence was just. She might question its global application, 
but not its intent.  

She wanted to stop, but Pomorolac had trained her too well. Proposition 
followed proposition. She fought for a moment but then gave in; she must 
settle this now or go mad. Who deserved to die and who did not? She thought 
back again to the traitorous elders. It had been their plot that had led to the 
death of Noah’s father. Anyone ignorant of their conspiracy would have been 
appalled at such an accusation. There was a time (had she been a man) when she 
would have defended Dajus and Subtur; now she was glad they were dead.  

So was it a matter of sufficient knowledge? Outside of a very few, whose 
heart did she really know? She hardly knew her own! Yesterday, she would have 
staked her life on Jeriah, but events had proven her wrong. Who had the 
wisdom to judge issues of life and death? Only someone who knew each 
thought…the Creator! If the hearts of men were so open to Him that He could 
punish injustice, did that not mean that He knew her heart too—all the dark 
secrets down to the very core?   
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Madrazi shivered. In the loneliness of the twilit silence, she had a sudden 
sensation of exposure—worse than any physical nakedness. No thought was 
secret. Terror battled anger for a moment, then shame overtook both. Why was 
she so absorbed with everyone else when a much harder issue loomed? She 
might never understand the fate of everyone else, but that question sprang 
suddenly like a tiger from ambush…why had she been spared? 

Nothing physical could have struck her with such force. With painful clarity 
she saw her past in stark detail. So many offenses…and she had not even cared. 
There was no need to dredge up some particularly heinous deed. Her face 
burned as she recalled her disdain for Noah’s words and his family’s work. She 
had rejected the prophet; therefore she had rejected the one who sent him. 
Methuselah had once told her that the Creator ruled all. If so, He was the 
highest king and she stood guilty of the highest treason. What made her any 
different from the others? Her heart raced at the thought. 

If anyone was guilty, their death was just. So although she could pronounce 
guilt on a few, she could not really clear anyone. She could not see their hearts. 
Only the Creator knew those hidden things, and He had brought the flood. 
Injustice was not a matter of numbers; it was an issue of whether or not 
punishment was due. Was everyone guilty? She remembered Noah’s repeated 
warnings and blushed again. She had not been the only one to scoff—the story 
of ‘mad Noah’ had circled the Earth. 

Of the millions alive yesterday, there were, or soon would be, only eight. If 
she did not know—really know—just one righteous man outside, then she 
could not question God’s justice. Emotion raged against that conclusion, but 
Madrazi could no more deny sound argument than will her heart to cease 
beating. If her only basis for attributing injustice to the Creator was her 
ignorance of the hearts and minds of strangers, then did not simple courtesy 
demand that He receive the benefit of the doubt?   

Madrazi surrendered to that conclusion and unexpectedly found in it a 
center of stillness—a strange peace of mind she had never before experienced. 
She had struggled so long, and for what? It had brought nothing but heartache. 
Much remained unsettled, but her mind no longer recoiled at every gust of rain 
on the roof or every slapping wave on the hull. She squirmed in her seat. She 
knew so little of the Creator or of herself. There were many questions—maybe 
there always would be. But she decided that she would open herself to the 
truth—wherever it led. No more would she simply dismiss the possibility that 
the Creator’s words were true, just because they came from Him. She felt 
tension drain away, and her bed seemed to call out. When she rose, the dog rose 
too, and followed her to her door. She was too tired to do anything but let him 
in, and within minutes she was stretched out beside Shem, Sorga on the floor 
beside her. Her thoughts faded into dreamless sleep, content that she was at 
least on the right path.    
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Chapter 12 
REVELATION 

Day 2 
 
 
 
 

adrazi woke several hours later to the gray half-light that would become 
a constant companion for many days. It reminded her of the shadowy interior 
of a barn early in the morning—just enough light to see, with the corners still 
hidden in darkness. Shem lay beside her, deep in slumber. Silently, she slid out 
of bed, slipped her feet into sandals, and wrapped her cloak around her 
shoulders. She heard the shuffle of her newfound friend’s paws as he followed 
her out the door. A lantern blazed over the table, lighting the faces of Wen-
Tehrom and Debseda. Though lively, the ark’s more regular motion seemed 
easier to manage than the earlier jolting. Proud of her growing balance, Madrazi 
slid her hand loosely across the top of the lifeline as she made her way. Even 
when the wind heeled the ark over, she did not stumble.   

The first time she was up, she had just been thirsty, but now her stomach 
cried out for food. Even cold bread was appetizing, though she had to ruthlessly 
repress a vision of steaming tea. No hot drink was worth the risk of fire on wild 
seas, so she accepted water with good grace as she sat down and reached for the 
bread. Sorga hung back in the shadows until she called him over. Wen-Tehrom 
chuckled for a moment, but Debseda frowned. “How did it get out?” she asked 
petulantly.   

“I don’t know,” answered Madrazi, “but he has been good company. I’ll 
lock him back up if he becomes a problem.”   

Debseda was still frowning, but went back to picking at her food. Sorga 
turned his back to her and lay down at Madrazi’s feet. Wen-Tehrom smothered 
a smile, but Madrazi noticed that her face looked drawn and worn.    

“How is Yaran?” Madrazi asked.  
“Awake, but weak,” replied Wen-Tehrom. “Out of bed by tonight and as 

good as new in a few days. It was a nasty blow, but no permanent harm was 
done. And you?” 

“I’m fine,” lied Madrazi, looking down. Her back was burning, but she 
didn’t want anyone to touch it, fearful that any remedy might hurt even more.  

But Wen-Tehrom was not so easily put off. She pursed her lips and rose. 
Madrazi saw the determined gleam in her eye as she shook her head. “I’ll be the 
judge of that, young lady,” she replied firmly. “The men are asleep and Debseda 
has seen you before….”  

Madrazi sighed, but knew from experience that arguing was fruitless. 
Reluctantly she laid her cloak on the bench beside her and reached back to untie 
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her tunic. Pain lanced up her neck and Wen-Tehrom halted her with a word. 
“Wait!” Then more gently she continued, “I’ll take care of that. Debseda, fetch 
me a soft cloth and some water!” She turned back to Madrazi. “Rest your head 
and let me do what I can. We need your strength. That’s it…no fuss!” 

Madrazi bowed to the inevitable and cradled her head in her arms as she 
leaned forward. Gentle hands loosened her tunic and she felt the chill air as it 
slid down. It was all she could do not to jump at the touch of the cold, damp 
cloth Wen-Tehrom laid across her upper back. She clenched her teeth, but 
gradually the cold numbed her skin.   

“Deep bruising from here to here,” noted Wen-Tehrom, running her finger 
lightly in a line down the spine, and then across, just below the shoulder blades. 
“Should color up better than Yaran’s face, though it won’t be as obvious to the 
men!” She gently removed the cloth, rinsed it out and laid it back. Madrazi 
shivered, but already she could feel the difference. It was pulling the fever out 
of the skin and easing the pain. 

The older woman turned to Debseda. “Bring me some salve,” she ordered. 
While she was waiting, she pulled a small vial from her pouch and carefully 
spilled a few drops into Madrazi’s cup. “Drink this, my dear. Not enough to 
sleep, but it should take the worst of the pain away this morning.” Madrazi 
sipped gratefully.   

“Lean over again,” she ordered when Debseda returned. Madrazi complied 
and felt gentle fingers deftly smear the cool salve across her skin. She smelled 
hints of lavender, and rosemary. Feverfew, hyssop, and others she couldn’t 
remember were mixed in too. But she did not care about the ingredients; all that 
mattered was that it felt better. Wen-Tehrom refastened her tunic and gently 
laid the cloak back around her shoulders. “There. We can’t have you chilled. In 
this air, you would be down for days.” 

Madrazi shivered again. She smiled her thanks to her mother-in-law, but 
didn’t trust her voice. Wen-Tehrom just nodded and refilled her cup with a 
splash of wine. Madrazi sipped gratefully even though the potion made it bitter. 
Within minutes, the pain diminished and her knotted and abused muscles began 
to ease as the draught and salve began to work their magic. Madrazi wondered 
idly if she could ever attain Wen-Tehrom’s skill, or if the woman had been born 
with a healing touch. 

Debseda interrupted her reverie as she reached across for another piece of 
bread. “Be grateful you can’t see it,” she said with a dry voice. “It makes me 
hurt just to look at it!” 

The ark pitched sharply and the women grabbed for their cups with one 
hand and the table with the other. Wen-Tehrom bent to pick up the bread after 
the wave passed. Debseda’s knuckles were white as she kept her grip. “Is Shem 
asleep?” she continued. “Ham sounds like he’ll snore for a week—I’ve never 
seen him so tired.” 

“All the men should sleep as long as they can,” replied Wen-Tehrom. “It 
must have been a terrible night! I didn’t wake once, but Noah looked older than 
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Methuselah when he went to bed.” She shook her head. “I wonder where we 
are?” she mused.  

“Somewhere near Y’tor, if Shem’s guesses are accurate,” replied Madrazi. 
“Too far from land,” interjected Debseda uncomfortably. “Ham told me 

the hull had been damaged. He claimed it was nothing, but I’m worried…he 
wouldn’t meet my eye.”    

Madrazi heard more than a little apprehension in her voice. “What exactly 
did he say?” she asked curiously. Shem had said little—only that they had 
scraped bottom crossing some drowned hills.   

“It was nothing serious,” interrupted Wen-Tehrom, frowning at Debseda. 
“Noah told me that we brushed across a shallow spot during the night. There 
was some damage to a plank. The boys will repair it later this morning.” 

Madrazi winced. Any damage that was visible on an interior plank might be 
nothing, but it was more likely to be something quite serious.  

“I think it’s worse than that,” echoed Debseda. Her voice rose. “We must 
find land, and soon!”    

“Believe me,” replied Madrazi, “we want nothing to do with land, especially 
if the ship is damaged.” Seeing a flash of antagonism in Debseda’s face, she 
forced a conciliatory smile and continued. “Trust me. Any sailor would tell you 
the same. The most dangerous place to be is near land. Rocks and shoals, 
contrary winds, and unexpected currents can doom even the most seaworthy 
vessel. Near land, there’s no room for error; on the open sea, it matters little if 
you are off course or tossed about.” She shrugged. “Besides, what land is left?” 

Debseda frowned, but appeared mollified by Madrazi’s logic and light tone. 
“Perhaps so,” she admitted, “but whenever we find land, it won’t be too soon 
for me! I thought that you hated the sea,” she couldn’t help adding with a slight 
sneer.    

“Like the rest of us, my likes and dislikes do not always follow the dictates 
of wisdom,” corrected Madrazi, holding her temper. “But we are here under the 
promise of protection from the One who led the animals aboard and shut the 
door. How can we doubt, having seen the power?” 

Debseda curled her lip in a sneer. Madrazi had to bite her tongue, knowing 
the folly of argument at a time like this, but perversely she wanted to start one 
anyway. Fortunately the sudden memory of her stepmother intervened—
another time when a few hasty words had grown into a lingering blight on her 
life. Debseda would still be her sister centuries from now and the last thing the 
family needed was conflict and contention.    

Forcing an even voice, she said instead, “I suppose that if the men are abed, 
we should make sure the creatures are well. There should be sufficient food in 
the self-feeders for most, but we need to check on all of the cats, at least. And 
others may need fresh water.” She waited for Debseda to nod a grudging 
agreement before she continued, “Why don’t we go together? My back is weak 
and I need your strength. We can start with the lower deck,” she added 
generously. 
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As Debseda shuffled back to her room to retrieve her cloak, Wen-Tehrom 
winked at Madrazi. “Thank you,” she said softly. “She is afraid, and right now, 
fear is poison. Keep her busy and listen to her qualms without making them 
yours.” 

Madrazi nodded quietly, recognizing the wisdom behind those words. 
People responded differently to danger and Debseda would eventually find her 
way. She just needed some time. Waiting for her return, Madrazi lit two 
lanterns. When Debseda returned, she handed her one and then led the way 
forward.   

Their lanterns cast strange shadows in the aisles before them as they made 
their way to the aft port stairs. Though the ramps were convenient for moving 
animals, stairs were easier for humans, and the four circular stairways—forward 
and aft, starboard and port—were easier to navigate in the rough seas. Carefully 
they descended into the depths of the ark; their progress marked by the 
diminishing rattle of the rain and the increasing pounding of waves against the 
hull. The light grew dimmer and the yellow pools cast by the lanterns grew 
brighter. At the base of the final flight of stairs was a workbench with lanterns 
hanging on iron poles at either end. Madrazi lit them and breathed a sigh of 
relief as new light streamed out. Staying close together, they began the 
monotonous task of inspecting the stacks of cages and boxes.   

There were many dark corners on the lower deck, where no mirrors had 
been set or lanterns hung. Those spaces were reserved for some of the reptiles, 
bats, and other animals that commonly lived underground. Despite the absence 
of true burrows they seemed comfortable enough in the dark. Madrazi cared 
little for reptiles and bats, but Debseda needed the help and seemed confident 
with her work.   

“There won’t be much to do,” she told Madrazi. “Check the water pans and 
refill any that are dry.” She pointed to a nearby water barrel. Hanging nearby 
was a small bucket with a spout—almost a large pitcher. “Use that. You won’t 
have to open any boxes.”   

“That’s a relief,” replied Madrazi. “How do you deal with all of these snakes 
and lizards…not to mention the bats?” She shuddered. 

Debseda laughed shortly. “I used to feel the same way. But as you get used 
to them, they’re not so bad. I won’t handle any of the venomous ones, but I 
enjoy playing with the others. They’re quite friendly—some will just relax 
around your neck, enjoying the ride.” 

Madrazi shuddered. “No thanks! The last thing I want is some snake 
crawling all over me. Just the thought of it gives me goose bumps.” She held 
out her arm for Debseda to see. The younger woman shook her head and 
laughed.   

“Is it hard to feed them?” Madrazi asked. Debseda seemed more at ease; 
perhaps dealing with Madrazi’s fear of the snakes distracted her from her own.  

“Most are easy,” she replied. “They don’t eat often, and most like live 
food—crickets, frogs, or mice. However, we trained many of them to just eat 
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meat. The cobras were stubborn, but once we tried stuffing ground meat into 
old snake skins they swallowed it like it was their normal prey.” 

Madrazi did not try to hide her distaste. Debseda chuckled weakly. “It’s 
easier than cleaning up after goats and camels.” Madrazi only grunted, not 
wanting to be reminded of the innumerable tasks that waited for her on the 
upper deck. She turned to refill her pitcher.   

 
* * * * 

Later, Debseda leaned against a bulkhead. They had been working steadily 
for several hours and she had been growing weaker. She wiped the sheen of 
sweat from her forehead, suddenly wishing she was back up above. The 
darkness closed in around her and the motion of the ark only magnified the 
feeling. Madrazi slid across the aisle, holding her lantern high. “You look pale. 
Are you feeling ill?” 

Debseda forced a laugh. “It’s nothing.” She glanced up. Madrazi hadn’t 
moved. Debseda hesitated, then shrugged mentally. She turned around and 
leaned back against the bulkhead, spreading her feet to steady herself. “When I 
was a child, my father and I were traveling in a party that was attacked by 
bandits. We escaped into nearby caves, but the bandits followed us in, killing 
everyone they found. Father kept the two of us alive by finding a small cavern at 
the end of a short tunnel that looked too narrow for a man. I had to lie silent in 
the dark for hours. We could see nothing but a lighter shade of night at the 
entrance to the tunnel. When we heard them no more, we made our way out. 
We were only trapped for a day but it seemed like years! Since then, I’ve never 
been comfortable in confined spaces. It wasn’t this bad last week…it must just 
be the motion.” 

“How did you escape? What happened after that?” Madrazi had not moved. 
Clearly her curiosity was aroused. Debseda had never discussed her past with 
anyone and none of the family had ever pried. All they knew was that she had 
been raised by her father, a trader of limited means.   

Debseda shrugged. “When we crawled out, everyone was gone. The bandits 
had ransacked our camp and killed or captured everyone else.” She shook her 
head. “We were lucky. Father was dealing in gems and his wealth was hidden in 
his clothing. After a few days, we found a caravan and made our way home.” 

“What about your mother?”   
Debseda stiffened. Her head suddenly felt light as last night’s dream came 

rushing back. She forgot the reptiles, the darkness, the rolling deck, and even 
the woman standing beside her. Instead she saw the pale, lifeless form of the 
beautiful golden-haired woman in her dream. Instead of the waves, she heard 
the faint cries of the infant she had once been. She embraced the memory and 
lost herself in it for a moment. No longer conscious of Madrazi’s presence, she 
was speaking now to herself. “My mother….”    

Other memories raced across her vision. The ark’s door swinging shut on 
the knowing blue eyes of Sechiall; her father’s unwillingness to speak of the 
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past; her sense of alienation from others…. All the disjointed fragments of her 
life seemed to find unity in the picture of her mother—almost as if her mind 
had been freed from some inner restraint. She shivered in excitement. Again she 
saw herself standing at the door, her eyes locked in Sechiall’s. When she spoke, 
she spoke to him, “My mother was good and noble—the best of Te’efasedon.” 
She said it with the pride that it deserved.    

Her vision suddenly cleared. She was back on the lower deck of the ark, the 
uncertain light of dim lanterns casting long shadows all around. Madrazi had 
turned away, refilling her pail at the barrel. Debseda wondered if she had 
spoken aloud. She was dizzy and her heart pounded. She moaned and swayed, 
and then felt Madrazi’s hand on her arm.  

They stumbled over to a lifeline and Madrazi set her hand on the rope. 
“Hang on tight,” she ordered and dipped a corner of her cloak in the barrel. She 
pressed it to Debseda’s face. The cool shock revived her, chasing away the 
worst of the dizziness.    

 
* * * * 

Madrazi exerted all of her self-control to keep both face and voice bland. 
She stood holding Debseda upright until the fit passed. Hoping that the 
younger woman did not realize what she had said, Madrazi casually guided the 
conversation back to an earlier point. “We were both lucky to have fathers who 
loved us.”  

But her mind raced. She had heard tales of Te’efasedon—capital of the 
worst kingdom of the Nephilim; the epitome of evil in the modern world. Her 
father had sworn never to trade within a month’s journey of it and pushed the 
guild to the same stance. One of the oldest of the Nephil cities, it was notorious 
for its cruel king and his vicious conquests, and there were limits to what even 
the business-before-everything members of the guild could stomach.   

As soon as Debseda was standing easily on her own, Madrazi turned 
quickly to another task, not trusting her face to hide her revulsion. Surely she 
had heard wrong! Te’efasedon…home of Debseda’s mother? Maybe the poor 
woman had been a slave, never mentioned from shame. No. Debseda’s voice 
had rung with pride, and she had used the word, “noble.” Confused thoughts 
faced around her mind. Debseda…a child of the Nephil? Blood relative to 
Sechiall? Did Noah realize that the evil from the outside world was on his ark? 
Did Ham? What would they say if they did?   

Anger flared for a moment, but common sense quickly squelched it. This 
wasn’t the time or place. Furiously she stuffed those thoughts down as deep as 
she could and turned her mind again to snakes and bats. Her dizziness passing, 
Debseda was staring at her, suspicion forming around her eyes. But Madrazi, 
with a calmness that she did not feel, merely turned aside. She lifted a pail of 
water from a nearby barrel and returned to ladling it down the tubes to the 
troughs set into the cages before her, thankful that the darkness hid her shaking 
hands.  
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But a revelation like that could not simply be ignored. As the hours passed, 
questions continued to gnaw at her mind until she could barely concentrate on 
the tasks at hand. Thankfully Debseda remained silent and both women kept 
their thoughts inside as they concentrated on their work.   

A few more hours found Madrazi alone on the middle deck, fumbling 
through Yaran’s tasks. By now she was splashing water into troughs that she 
had filled the previous hour. Realizing what she was doing, she found a 
convenient bench and just sat with her arms wrapped around her knees. The 
temptation to just run and tell Noah and Shem was overwhelming. But the 
passing minutes brought calm and she realized that she would only precipitate 
strife that the family could now ill afford. Having had a taste of working in 
rough seas, she realized that the weeks ahead would take all of them working 
together. Wild accusations would drive a spear into the heart of their family, at 
best hopelessly putting her at odds with Debseda until the end of their days. 
Debseda wasn’t Sechiall! But her discomfort remained. So far, this voyage 
appeared to be carrying a full cargo of hardship and misery.   

 
A short time later she saw Japheth working further down the middle deck. 

Realizing that she had accomplished nothing in the past hour, she stopped 
pretending and made her way up to Yaran’s room. After the darkness of the 
lower deck, the sight of Yaran awake and sitting up against a mound of pillows 
was as welcome as sunlight. Yaran smiled and waved her inside.    

In spite of the cheerful welcome, Madrazi could barely hide her dismay at 
Yaran’s face. Its entire upper right side was darkly bruised and her right eye was 
swollen shut. But her other eye was alert and inquisitive; it had lost the dullness 
of the previous night. Madrazi slid over and set her hand gently on the 
unbruised part of Yaran’s forehead. “A small fever, but you look so much 
better. Well…perhaps that’s not the best word.” 

Yaran chuckled. “Don’t worry about my vanity. Japheth has already told me 
in excruciating detail how dreadful I look.” Her voice was slurred, her cheek 
swollen.  

“Well, your bruises are smaller, but at least mine are hidden.” 
Yaran lifted one side of her mouth in a lopsided smile and pointed to the 

bed. “Sit!” Madrazi nodded and eased her feet from her sandals before swinging 
up over the board that formed the edge of the bed just as the ark began to roll 
the other way. She grinned at Yaran, proud of her dexterity, and slid a thick 
cushion behind her. 

She stretched her sore body. “This feels so good after clinging to ropes all 
day. It’s slow work trying to hang on with one hand and water a lizard with the 
other! Most of it ended up on me or the deck!” She laughed. “Naturally, 
Debseda and I were nearly finished when the men showed up wearing harnesses 
that could attach to the lifelines and leave both hands free. You should have 
heard Debseda! Ham was quick to promise one for each of us by tomorrow.” 
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Yaran frowned. “There’s work to do and yet I sit here useless! Japheth has 
become quite stubborn and won’t let me up. ‘Perhaps tonight,’ he said.” She 
mimicked his voice perfectly before snorting, “I must have been hurt worse 
than I feared if I can no longer bend him to my will.” 

Madrazi laughed at the imitation. “Enjoy your rest,” she advised. “You will 
have days and days to make up for it. Your husband is just being selfish. He 
knows that if you get up too early and hurt yourself again, he’ll be doing double 
the labor for many days instead of one or two.” 

Yaran returned the smile, albeit lopsidedly, but grimaced as the ark 
slammed into a large wave. Reflexively, she braced a hand against the side of her 
bed. She looked down and then directly into Madrazi’s eyes. “Thank you,” she 
said. Madrazi squirmed uncomfortably, wishing the subject had stayed closed. 
Embarrassment was quickly ruining the only good hour of the day. “You would 
have done the same,” she mumbled.   

“Nonetheless,” Yaran replied, “I did not and you did.”   
Madrazi’s face flamed. She wanted no ties of debt. “You make much of a 

little thing.” 
“In the wide world, perhaps my life is a little thing, but not to me.” Yaran’s 

gaze was steady and Madrazi flushed, finding herself at a loss for words. 
“I know that’s not what you meant,” Yaran said after a moment, reaching 

out her hand. “But you have been on my heart today…I had little else to do but 
sit here and think. It seems strange after so many years together, but I don’t feel 
as though I know you. You stayed distant for so long, and I never really 
understood why. So much has happened over the past few years. Perhaps it was 
good that I had time to look back. I never saw your years with us as a 
tapestry—I was too busy to see more than individual threads. Do you want to 
know what picture I saw?” 

“No.” Madrazi was growing more uncomfortable.    
Yaran ignored it. “Once I realized that the pattern was pain, it helped.” 
Madrazi stared down, silently wishing her to stop, but she did not. 
“You had grown close to Lamech.” It was a statement, not a question. “Did 

you know he once told Wen-Tehrom that you were worth a dozen men?” 
Madrazi hung her head, remembering those treks to town, his enduring care for 
the needy, and his patience—the way he could teach important lessons with just 
a word or two. Yaran kept on. “His murder brought out a coldness in you that 
has never let go. Then your father and brothers were lost….” She sighed. “I had 
forgotten how soon that was after Lamech’s death. And then Methuselah…I 
know how much you loved him; it is the same with me and Wen-Tehrom.”   

Madrazi shook her head, willing Yaran to stop, but she would not. “Then 
you learned of Jared’s murder. Meshur, our servants, Jeriah…. So much loss, 
and yet you have not grown hard. Somehow you endure. You love. You give.” 
She paused a moment. “You offer your life for mine.” 

Madrazi had hoped for a few light words together—a simple diversion 
from the weight of the day. Now she was fighting back tears. Yaran’s simple 
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words brought back all the turmoil of last night. She tried to interrupt. “Don’t 
make me sound like something I’m not! I know better!” She choked, her mind 
straying back to the early morning. “You can’t see a tithe of the darkness in my 
heart! Say no more.” 

“Well,” Yaran compromised, “perhaps just one more word. A wise man 
once said that each heart knows its own bitterness and no one else can share its 
joy. You’re right. I cannot experience your life, but neither can you feel mine. 
You can’t change my gratitude. And neither of us can change my heart’s desire 
to be your sister—from love, not obligation.” 

Madrazi looked away. “You might not feel that way if you could really see.” 
She continued, ignoring the surprise on Yaran’s face. “Because if you 

looked hard enough,” she continued remorselessly, “you would see that I have 
spent every day of the last twenty years hating this boat and all it represents. It 
was an omen of the death that haunted me. Had it been simply a ship, I would 
have been with it day and night, for I delight in few things more than their 
design. But I hated it. It…it cast a pall on my marriage.” 

The beginnings of understanding glimmered in Yaran’s good eye. “And 
now?” she asked. 

“How can one remain resentful after having been conclusively proven a 
fool? Look at us! The ark has not changed, yet it holds my life while the world 
perishes.” She tried to laugh, but it came out a bitter sob. “Isn’t it fitting? What 
I hated has become my only refuge. I ignored the words of the Creator, thinking 
my life better without Him. I wanted happiness, not His interfering hand! Yet 
that very hand shut the door and saved my life! I should be grateful…. Is that 
the kind of friend you desire?”  

Yaran wisely said nothing, but pulled her weeping sister’s head down into 
her lap and gently stroked her hair. Gradually the tears ceased and Madrazi sat 
up and dried her eyes. 

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled. She felt keenly embarrassed, yet Yaran didn’t 
seem to care.   

“You claim a hard heart, yet are honest about what everyone else hides,” 
she mused. She wrapped her hand around Madrazi’s. “We all struggle. We are 
all human. My yes is still yes! You are the kind of friend I want. As for the 
rest…this voyage brings change. Nothing will ever be the same—for good or ill! 
Let that change work within you and see what emerges on the far shore. Give it 
a chance…give the Creator a chance. But whatever happens, I am here. What 
we said today is between us…my sister.”   

Madrazi stared at her a moment and climbed off the bed. Part of her 
wanted to run. Love without condition was still new and foreign, yet it seemed 
so commonplace in this family. How had she missed that for twenty years? It 
still raised her suspicions, but what good was life without it? Unable to speak, 
she nodded and hurried back to the privacy of her own room.   
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Chapter 13 
DARK PASSAGES 

Day 6 
 
 
 
 
Sixth Day of Voyage, or the 22nd day of the 2nd month of Noah’s 600th year. Violent seas. 
Fifth day of contrary currents, unpredictable waves, and wild winds. Like driftwood tossed 
through a storm, we somehow remain afloat and survive. Debseda sick, Yaran weak, men 
tired. We need sleep. We need the sea to settle. We need help.     
 

adrazi mechanically cleaned her brush and put away her log. It was the 
first entry since the rough seas had returned early on the third—she frowned 
and counted back on her fingers—yes, third, day. Automatically her hand 
reached to the cord hanging beside her desk and added another knot. That old 
sailor’s trick had saved her tally; she was too tired to write every day and her 
mind was so fuzzy from sleeplessness that she was no longer sure of the days 
and nights. It was all a dark blur.  

She shook her head and laughed at herself. Knots in a string…keeping days 
with knots in a string. But she barely remembered adding yesterday’s knot, and 
the fear of losing count had forced her to write something—anything—this 
morning. She yawned widely and thought longingly of the bed in the next room. 
Instead she ran her fingers through greasy hair, trying to loosen the worst 
tangles. She couldn’t even remember being clean….    

Like the previous days, today held only work. Endless feeding, watering, 
and cleaning would devour the hours like fire through dry grass. And after 
another day of sore muscles, unhappy animals, and new tears in dirty clothes, 
she could look forward to another night of caring for an incredibly seasick 
Debseda. Since that first night’s sound sleep, she had survived on sporadic naps 
and was as tired as she could ever remember. She tried to console herself that 
these demands kept her mind from Jeriah, her inner conflict, or Debseda’s 
startling revelation of her mother, but she was long past consolation.   

She sighed. Another day without help…. Yaran had tried to get up the third 
day, but remained weak and unsteady—useless for heavy labor. Her face was 
now a rainbow of color, and Madrazi still winced whenever she saw it, partly 
because she knew her own back looked much the same. It remained tender, and 
though Wen-Tehrom’s remedies had blunted the worst of the pain, it needed 
the magic of sleep to really heal.  

Sleep…she could think of nothing else, like a thirsty traveler obsessing over 
water. 
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If help was scarce, at least Madrazi did not lack companionship. Sorga had 
attached himself to her, following hard at her heels everywhere she went. He 
already weighted half a talent, and his oversized paws told her that weight would 
easily double when he was fully grown. He was light brown with cream patches, 
dark laughing eyes, and pointed ears. During the day, he walked the decks with 
her, whining when she ascended to the lofts to toss down food and capering 
about when she climbed back down. His nights were spent curled at her feet 
while she sat with Debseda. The men laughed at his clumsy affection, but she 
did not care; it was no fun being alone on the heaving ark, even on the 
comparatively well-lit upper decks, and Debseda was no longer able to 
accompany her.  

The woman was so seasick that she could not even stumble out of bed. 
With Yaran still weak, Madrazi ended up splitting the extra duty of her care with 
Wen-Tehrom. But within a few days it had become clear that Wen-Tehrom had 
lost the endurance of youth, and the night watches had fallen to Madrazi. 
Between the demands of the creatures, the angry seas that multiplied every task, 
and being for all practical purposes the only woman able to work, she had to 
drive herself night and day just to keep up with the barest necessities. In spite of 
her burdens, she could not bring herself to resent Debseda; having been 
spectacularly seasick more than once, Madrazi was more than sympathetic. But 
she was so tired.   

Exhaustion had not helped her temper and Ham had become its latest 
target. He ignored his wife. It was true that he took on the heaviest tasks until 
he collapsed for an odd hour or two of sleep, but everyone was doing that. At 
first Madrazi thought he was simply driving himself day and night, but when she 
discovered he spent hours staring at the repairs he and Shem had made the 
second day, she had nearly exploded in fury.   

Shem had cut off her ranting abruptly, then tried to explain. “I don’t 
condone what he’s doing, but this ship is like his child. It’s hurt and he mourns 
that injury.” 

“It’s hurt?” Her voice rose dangerously high. “So is his wife. So are many of 
the animals. So is Yaran. And so am I!” She was screaming by the time she 
finished. “I’m sick of taking care of his wife….”   

Shem had grabbed her shoulders. “It will get better. I promise.” He pulled 
her to his chest and stroked her dirty hair. Gradually she relaxed, ashamed of 
her tantrum. She tilted her head back and saw the dark circles under his eyes. As 
hard as she was laboring, Shem was doing more. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled, 
pushing him away. “But how are we going to survive if only half of us are 
working?”   

Shem had closed the top of a storage locker and sat on the resulting bench. 
He patted the place beside him and she had reluctantly joined him. She was 
ready to get back to work, but he had looked at her intently, and she was struck 
by his suddenly serious demeanor. “There are only a few essentials to life,” he 
started. “The most important is attitude. Hope and faith. Next is thinking and 
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planning. Then sleep, drink, and food. Ham lets fear rule him, plans nothing, 
and wastes his time. He will learn by necessity or not at all, and we cannot do it 
for him.” He had paused, making sure she understood. “But you must stay 
strong. Remember…hope and faith first.”   

But Ham had not learned and despite her best efforts she had run out of 
sympathy. In fact, her feeling could be described as rage…except she was too 
tired for rage. For the past two nights, only the memory of her own bouts of 
seasickness kept her by Debseda’s side.   

So she faced the day. Starting down in the dark corners of the lowest deck, 
she made sure the troughs carried water and noted any creature that appeared 
sick. Up to the middle deck…more water, pitching down hay, listening to the 
chatter of the monkeys, fixing a malfunctioning valve in the afternoon. Hours 
passed, and only when the gloom started to fade from gray to black did she take 
note and drag herself to the upper deck. Her sheep and cattle would have to 
wait until tomorrow. Instead she stumbled back into Debseda’s malodorous 
room, stirred Wen-Tehrom—sleeping in the chair—and sent the older woman 
off to bed.    

Clenching her jaw, she began to work, her mind automatically ticking off 
the now-familiar tasks. Empty the pail down the head. Roll the soiled sheets out 
from under the limp form, use them to wipe up the worst of the mess, and then 
throw them in the corner for later washing. Bathe Debseda’s face and naked 
body with a damp cloth. Bundle her into new sheets, not bothering with the 
useless encumbrance of clean clothing. None of the others could appreciate the 
depths of Debseda’s misery. Madrazi could never forget the debilitating 
dizziness, unending nausea, and aching body. She was guiltily grateful that it had 
struck someone else. She wouldn’t trade all of her burdens for an hour of that 
misery.   

Having finished, she sagged into the chair for a few minutes of sleep, 
shaking her head at the incongruity of Debseda’s body and heritage. Madrazi 
was so tired that she wondered now if she had only imagined the words. 
Debseda—a child of the Nephilim? At first (while she still had the energy), she 
had been angry. Then fearful. Sechiall—the ultimate Nephil warrior—had tried 
to kill them all. Was his evil now aboard? Did Noah know? Did Ham? If not, 
how would they react if they discovered it? She considered again some dramatic 
announcement, but common sense quickly crushed the idea. Even if she told 
everyone of Debseda’s secret, what could they do? Throw her overboard? 
Madrazi laughed at herself. Whatever she had been, Debseda was now a part of 
her family—the only family left. No, it was better to say nothing. Anything but 
silence would bring strife, something they could ill afford. Debseda had been on 
the verge of sickness. Perhaps she wouldn’t recall her words. So Madrazi dozed. 
Half waking, she thought she heard a faint murmur, but decided it was a dream 
and drifted back to sleep. Sorga shifted uneasily at her feet and lay quiet. 

Debseda stirred again as images coalesced before her unconscious eyes.   
 



96 MABBUL 
 

 
 

* * * * 
Sessoudy stood in the middle of the dim room, holding his sleeping daughter and gingerly 

swaying back and forth. He felt helpless; even Eubach was more useful, rushing around the 
house stuffing her small pack with necessities for the baby.    

Demesiod and Rentos had put on light armor, slung long swords across their backs, 
knives about their waists, and readied bow and spear. They were now feverishly stacking wood 
into a flat-topped pyramid in the center of the birth room, soaking each layer with oil. Then 
they lifted the bed, still carrying the body of Isebris (though now wrapped in clean sheets), onto 
the top. Sessoudy turned away. He knew the customs of the city, but had been raised to bury 
the dead in the richness of the ground from which they came.   

Calportus strode into the room. If possible, he looked even larger with the great cloak 
wrapped around his armored form. His heavy ax was slung across his back, and Sessoudy 
knew that a wide assortment of other edged weapons were scattered about his person. Handing 
Sessoudy his own cloak and a pack, the old warrior gently held his granddaughter while 
Sessoudy prepared himself for travel.  

Eubach entered the room and laid a small padded framework trailing long straps on the 
table. Taking the baby from Calportus, she bound her to the pack with wide, soft bands, and 
then held it against her chest while Sessoudy fumbled to secure the straps across her shoulders 
and around her waist. She pulled a small vial from her pouch, pulled the cork, and touched it 
to the infant’s mouth. “She will sleep now for several hours.” Calportus nodded approvingly.   

Then he called his sons. Demesiod came at once, carrying extra weapons. Rentos backed 
out slowly behind him, with the remains of a ball of cord in one hand. “Is our reception for 
Jaxa ready?” asked Calportus. Rentos tossed the cord into a corner as he nodded tightly. For 
the first time that night, Calportus smiled—though Sessoudy shivered at the sight of it. He did 
not want to know what the brothers had been doing. 

“No light, no sound!” whispered Calportus as he cracked the back door and looked 
outside. He turned to Sessoudy and bent down to bring his mouth to his ear. “Stay with 
Eubach!” he whispered. Sessoudy calmed his shaking limbs and followed the woman as she 
slipped out. Rentos and Demesiod were shadows behind them in the black alley. Eubach was 
as good as her word; the infant slept soundly and the only noise was the light padding of boots 
on the ground and the whisper of cloth against stone as they hugged the near wall.   

At the first intersection Eubach stopped suddenly and Sessoudy almost bumped into her, 
so intent was he on moving as quietly as the others. Calportus said nothing but held up his 
right hand. He pointed up and then held up two fingers. Like a wraith, Demesiod slid away. 
For long minutes Sessoudy stood silent. It was so black and the others so quiet, that he fancied 
himself alone. A chill breeze across his neck made him wonder if the shade of Isebris hovered 
overhead. Just when he thought that he must cry out, he heard a light noise in the street. 
Instantly Calportus crouched, ax in hand. Eubach hissed softly and Sessoudy saw the dull 
gleam of a blade in her hand. He froze. 

But Calportus suddenly chuckled very softly and turned to the others with a grim smile. 
Demesiod appeared and beckoned with his left hand; a long knife still clutched in his right. 
Sessoudy heard him whispering to his father, “…both of them…” and Calportus nodded his 
satisfaction. Once again they were gliding forward, sticking to small streets and alleys, but 



 Dark Passages 97 
 

 

heading southeast towards the market. They heard no sound and saw no light; it was already 
late into the second watch.   

A dark wall loomed before them and a hinge creaked slightly as Calportus swung open a 
wooden gate and waved everyone inside. They were in a yard littered with piles of rubbish, 
barely visible in the pale starlight. Before them was a building—a warehouse, Sessoudy 
thought—and Calportus confidently led the way across the yard to a side door. It was 
unlocked and the party disappeared inside, less concerned now with noise. Past rows of boxes 
and stacks of large ewers, they followed the maze of intersecting aisles into the middle of the 
building, finally halting before a large stack of rubbish. The two brothers pushed past Sessoudy 
and helped their father slide aside what appeared to be an impossibly heavy mound of boxes. 
Calportus leaned down and brushed away dirt to reveal an iron ring in the stone floor. With a 
grunt he lifted a square of the floor, opening to a black hole.   

“Carefully now,” Rentos warned. “There’s a ladder on this side.” He moved to the 
opening and lowered himself into the blackness and disappeared. Demesiod helped Eubach 
and then Sessoudy. He let his feet explore the darkness below until they found a wooden rung. 
After a few more steps, he felt Rentos reach up and steady his legs, letting him know he was 
almost at the bottom.   

Calportus and Demesiod soon joined them after a low grinding above signaled the closing 
of the trap door. As soon as it thudded shut, Rentos struck a light and Sessoudy sighed his 
relief at being able to see. Two ropes hung down from the ceiling above them. Rentos handed 
the lamp to Sessoudy and joined his father and brother in seizing the larger one and heaving 
back away from the ladder. A muffled rumbling echoed down. “The boxes are now back in 
place,” explained Eubach softly. “The other rope releases dirt and dust to hide any evidence of 
our passage.” Calportus pulled it sharply and then turned away.  

He accepted the lamp from Sessoudy and led them down a stone-lined tunnel. Rentos 
followed, carrying a torch. Sessoudy felt the floor slope gently down and he guessed that they 
were moving towards the Market Gate. He kept his eyes on Eubach and concentrated on 
putting one foot in front of the other. His heart was still by Isebris’ bedside, but his body 
seemed to be bound to the will of Calportus and so he trudged another step forward, then 
another, and another…. 

He almost stumbled into Eubach and he felt Demesiod’s hand steady him. “Stay here 
and stay quiet,” cautioned Calportus. “We will be back for you, but it might be some time. 
We are nearly under the stables of the king’s messengers,” he explained. Sessoudy just stared 
in amazement. Calportus chuckled grimly, “Where else could we find the fastest horses in the 
city?” His sons joined in that quiet laughter. 

Sessoudy nodded. Suddenly he felt exhausted. All the nervous energy of the past hour had 
evaporated and he slumped against the rocky wall and sat on the floor. Eubach knelt beside 
him and carefully turned to sit with him, careful not to disturb the baby. “Go,” she said to the 
others. “We will wait however long it takes.”   

Sessoudy watched the men move noiselessly on down the tunnel until all that remained 
was a faint pool of light. He wondered anew why his wife’s family would place their own lives 
before the sword for him and his daughter. He did not understand, but was intensely grateful. 
He leaned his head back and let the darkness take him. 
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Across town in the palace, Jaxa nervously paced his room. Sachlac had assured him that 
the baby would be born tonight. Once the hated thing was outside its mother, both it and the 
weakling father could be impaled outside his gate so that he could watch their painful and 
feeble struggles for the few days it would take them to die. Then Isebris would be free of the 
pollution that she had so recklessly taken into her body. Jaxa ground his teeth. At least 
Sachlac had promised that the proper ceremonies would purify her for the noble purposes of her 
own race. He would leave the bodies of the man and baby up for a few months, perhaps tying 
her between them for a night or two to remind her of her true destiny.   

He hoped that her family would resist—he would like nothing better than to add all their 
writhing bodies to the stakes, but the loyalty of Calportus was legendary and his house was one 
of the oldest. No’emgaman had been quite clear. As long as they acquiesced to the death of the 
aliens, their lives were under the shield of the king and even Jaxa dared not violate that 
protection. 

There was a knock on the door and Jaxa allowed a brief look of satisfaction to show on 
his sharp-featured face. But it returned to its usual unmoving grimness as the door opened. The 
stare of Jaxa had melted more than one heart, and his cruelty was so feared that the king had 
found that a few hours alone with an unnervingly silent Jaxa often brought better results from 
a captive than a heated iron. A servant slid into the room. He was a man who could pass 
through a busy market without anyone remembering his face—precisely why he was one of 
Jaxa’s better spies. His men were watching the house on every side, alert for any cry of a baby 
or the celebratory shouts of the family. “There is nothing yet, Master. But there should be. The 
house is dark and silent.” He paused. “It doesn’t feel right.”  

Jaxa felt his rage kindle…this man above all others should know better than to waste 
his time with unsupported feelings. With most, Jaxa would have taken a hand or an ear for 
that kind of report, but his calculating mind bridled his anger. This one had proven himself 
the best of the lot and even his vague instincts were worth the eyewitness accounts of the others. 
Jaxa did not hesitate. “Go, find the other watchers and take their reports. Meet me at the 
warrior’s square within the hour. Send in the captain of my guard on your way out!”   

Within minutes Jaxa was leading soldiers through the quiet streets, torches lit. Anyone 
who saw them would recognize his face, instantly forget that they had seen it, and flee in the 
opposite direction. Ordinarily he would have gone by himself over the rooftops, so that no one 
would know that he had passed, but Calportus and his sons were no ordinary men. Jaxa was 
cautious of Rentos, knew that Demesiod was quite likely his match in a straight fight, and—
though he would admit it to no man—he feared Calportus down deep in his bowels. That old 
man was as fast as he was large and had more tricks behind his shield than hidden blades. 
And he could use them! Jaxa still remembered the festival….  

 
Calportus had been more than half drunk when a man much deeper into his cups had 

wagered him that he couldn’t get a knife out and into a target in the time it took for a stone to 
fall from chest height. The old man had accepted the gamble and stumbled upright. Amidst the 
riotous laughter of the others, the stone had been dropped. Its sound against the floor had been 
clearly audible because every man had gone mute watching hands flash quicker than any eye 
could follow, and seeing four blades magically appear together in the center of the target—a feat 
that had instantly sobered everyone present! 
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Jaxa shook his head. It would soon be all over. He hoped that they would resist—it 

would be better to not have to worry about them later, but either way Isebris would be locked 
in his harem by night’s end and after suitable training she would bring him decades of 
pleasure. He allowed himself a slight quirk of the lips at the thought. But his pleasure was 
short lived. His spy slid out of an alley and ran quickly to him. His normally imperturbable 
face was ashen. “The house is still dark and quiet,” he reported. “I could not find our men on 
the south side, but I did find this!” He held out his hand, blood staining his fingers. Daring 
greatly, he continued, “It feels like a trap, master.” 

Jaxa nodded. He had to move quickly now. Turning to the soldiers, he gave his orders. 
“Surround the house. Bring anyone attempting to leave to me. Minimal damage!”   

“Come,” he ordered the spy, the only other man who could keep pace. He raced to the 
other side of the square and was soon dashing across the rooftops, like a great hunting panther. 
His spy made little more noise than Jaxa, and soon they were squatting on the house next to 
their target. Looking down to the streets, Jaxa saw the torches of his men quickly converging 
and knew that all the exits would soon be covered.   

The spy was right; the dark house before them was absolutely silent and given a choice, 
Jaxa would have preferred to crawl unarmed into a cobra’s den, but the thought of Isebris 
drove him beyond caution and he waved the spy forward. Silently they sprang across the dark 
gap to the rooftop and made their way across, eyes searching for any dark thread, feet testing 
each patch before committing their weight, and ears straining for the lightest rustling whisper of 
cloth or leather.   

A dim light was visible through an open skylight. Jaxa moved forward, but was brought 
up short by the quick hand of his spy. He froze. “Master,” breathed the spy. He was pointing 
to the raised wooden frame around the skylight. “Stay back, but press down on your side and 
wait,” hissed the spy. Jaxa nodded his understanding and moved to the other side. Then both 
men leaned forward and pressed down on the wood, exactly as a man would do in letting 
himself down. A moment slipped by. Suddenly Jaxa felt the rush of air below and heard the 
sharp sound of metal striking wood. A spike plate with a delayed trigger! Sweat beaded on his 
forehead and the chill finger of caution pushed any thoughts of the woman from his mind for 
the moment. If his spy had not been present…. For the first time in as long as he could 
remember, Jaxa felt uncertainty. The spy seemed to sense his master’s hesitation and signaled 
that he would descend. That nod brought Jaxa back to the moment and he cursed himself 
inwardly for the show of weakness. Within moments he had unwound the slender cord from his 
waist and dropped one end down into the opening.  

The spy sensed danger ahead, but he had worked for Jaxa long enough to know that the 
peril beside him was greater than any below. So belaying the cord, he hopped into the opening 
and began to slowly slide down, eyes searching for more traps. He was coming down into a 
small empty room. Doors in opposite walls led out into the house—one to the back and the 
other to the front. Light was showing under the latter door, along with the overpowering aroma 
of rich incense. That was to be expected. Calportus and his sons would certainly be praying to 
the gods for a safe birth. Maybe they could be taken off guard. He knew the king’s will, but 
he had worked with Jaxa long enough to know that a skilled effort could make any murder 
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look like a vicious fight. He stopped for a moment and looked up at the stars framed in the 
skylight. Taking a deep breath he softly let himself onto the floor and pulled the line twice.   

Jaxa would be down in moments, but he decided to move on. His master was clearly 
distracted by the woman and the spy did not want to lose his life because of a moment’s lustful 
inattention. So he slipped off his sandals, slunk to the door, and felt all around it. No traps. 
He gently pulled it open a crack and frowned. There was something in the way. He had to 
open it a little more. Daring much, he eased his head through far enough to see around the 
barrier—a decorative screen. The smell of incense was now much stronger. His nose detected 
something else, but he couldn’t place it. He felt rather than heard Jaxa hit the floor behind 
him and press forward. He moved his head a little further. There! The light and the incense 
were behind another screen. He slid forward a half step and noticed that the floor suddenly felt 
slick. At the same time, he saw the cord running along the floor over to the wall to his right. 
From there it only took an instant for his eye to follow it along the base of the wall into the 
corner behind the door. He inhaled to shout a warning to Jaxa, but it was too late. Jaxa 
impatiently pushed him and he stumbled forward.   

Time froze. The floor was covered with oil, spreading from behind the screen. It must have 
started when the first trap was triggered. They had been too confident. As his mind flashed to 
that conclusion, his eyes noticed the light flare…then the air around him seemed to flash with 
an intense heat. He felt Jaxa shove against him as he fought to regain the rope. He stumbled 
against the screen, knocking it down. As he looked up he saw flames roaring on a pyre. Fire 
filled the room. The woman burning…his legs burning…everything…burning! His opened his 
mouth to scream, but the roaring flames devoured the sound along with everything else.   

 
Jaxa could not remember climbing the cord, but found himself on the roof, sucking in the 

cool night air and rolling back and forth to extinguish the flames on his smoldering leggings. 
Pain would come, but now he was hot with rage. Calportus had played him for a fool! If not 
for an ambitious spy.… He shuddered at the memory of the man stumbling before him into a 
sheet of flame. Smoke was pouring out the skylight and then fire burst up behind it. The whole 
house was on fire! He sprinted across the roof, leaping to the next. Down the side to the street, 
he could hear shouts from his men. Already, the house of Calportus was engulfed. It would 
spread quickly; there were many wooden structures. Jaxa clambered down, pounded around the 
corner, and found his guards gawking at the raging inferno.   

“Fools!” He thundered. “Rouse the town! Bring water, tools, and men! If it burns, be 
assured that the king will roast you over a much slower flame!” 

Terrified, the men ran in every direction, raising the alarm. Already others were pouring 
out of nearby houses and running in every direction. What would make that fool Calportus 
risk the wrath of the entire town? Then Jaxa froze. There was only one answer—Calportus 
was fleeing! He was forsaking his legendary loyalty to No’emgaman. Jaxa snarled his 
satisfaction. Now he could do whatever he desired and the town would praise him! Running to 
the next corner, he found other guards milling in confusion. He seized the senior man and 
shook him. 

“Rouse the night guard, immediately!” He took the time to hold the man’s eye and drown 
his panic with a deeper fear. He spoke slowly and quietly to emphasize his point—Jaxa never 
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had to raise his voice. “Circle the quarter. Calportus and his sons are fleeing. Bring them alive 
to me or you will take their place on the stake!”   

A short time later, Jaxa was sitting beside a nearby fountain, bathing the burnt patches 
on his legs. They were painful, but not debilitating. He settled himself. He could do nothing to 
help with the fire nor could his efforts augment the search in any meaningful way. He must 
block the pain and put himself in the mind of Calportus—a foe who had already badly 
outwitted him. He shuddered. In that brief instant in the room, he had glimpsed the form of 
Isebris on the pyre beyond the burning spy and could imagine the rest. Mother and baby dead 
in childbirth. The worm Sessoudy slain in the father’s initial rage. Realization in the mind of 
Calportus; his standing in the city would be in danger. Their only option would be to flee. But 
he would need to travel far to escape the wrath of No’emgaman and the eye of Sachlac.   

Jaxa gave grudging respect where it was due. The three were probably now over the wall 
and away from town. Once in the wilderness, they could run for days as fast as a rider could 
hunt. But they would need food and supplies. No city within ten day’s ride would dare refuse 
the request of the king to capture and return three outlaws.   

That was the immediate answer. Messengers must ride this very night to alert the 
surrounding towns. Calportus and his sons would have no refuge and could be hunted down at 
leisure. Sachlac’s magic could narrow the search, and then they would be dragged back to as 
many days of agony as Jaxa’s dark mind could devise. Decisively he rose and brushed off his 
clothing. He seized a torch so that men could see his face as he walked briskly towards the 
nearest messenger post—the one at the Market Gate—the hatred in his eyes reflecting the 
growing inferno behind him. 

 
Demesiod slid back the trap door and listened intently in the darkness. Hearing nothing 

he lifted himself up onto the stone floor and felt around. To his left was the cold stone of a wall, 
behind him was another. The door would be four paces forward and three over. Feeling his way 
like a blind beggar, Demesiod found the opposite corner of the room and smiled to himself in 
the dark as his hand hit wood. Easing the latch, he cracked the door and looked out. He 
blinked his eyes rapidly. After the darkness of the tunnel and this room, the night lanterns 
assaulted his eyes like a bright sun. But his sight soon adjusted. Down to his right, stables ran 
most of the length of the barn. He was in a little-used storeroom, and the light now filtering in 
illuminated its bits and pieces of old equipment and a few bins of withered apples. Demesiod 
grinned at his luck—no large barrels atop the trap door and treats to calm strange horses! He 
slung an old canvas pouch over his shoulder and filled it with dried fruit.   

He watched for a few more minutes, and then whistled softly down into the open tunnel. 
Within moments Calportus and Rentos were behind him, gliding down the near side of the 
paddocks. If any animal looked nervous, they stopped and fed it. At the far end of the barn 
was a small guardroom with a brighter light showing through a partially open door. The three 
ghosted over. Already they could hear the distant tumult of the waking town and noise from 
the barracks across the yard. Calportus pointed to himself and then slid through the open door. 
Demesiod shut it behind him to minimize the noise, but there was only the sound of knives 
burying themselves in flesh, choking cries that died quickly away, and the soft thud of falling 
bodies. In moments, Calportus was dragging the two dead guards out by their hair.   
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Demesiod stood watching out through a crack in the barn door while Rentos helped his 
father hide the bodies under some loose hay. Calportus retrieved his knives and slid them back 
into the forearm sheaths before throwing an armload of hay to finish hiding the bodies. “Saddle 
nine horses,” he hissed to Rentos.   

Calportus joined Demesiod at the door. “Any activity?” 
“They’re awake, and sent one man out, probably to find out what the stir is, but no one 

else has come out. Bad news, though…there’s a man at the side gate.”   
Calportus slipped past him. Demesiod shook his head in wonder. Even though he knew 

where his father was going, he soon could see nor hear anything until a knife sank solidly into 
the guard’s throat. Giant hands reached out of the shadows, removed the knife, and propped 
the body against the wall. In the night shadows, the dead man would appear to be doing his 
duty. There was a faint creaking as Calportus slid the bar open and tested the gate. They 
might need it open in a hurry and he was taking no chances. 

“It’s always the little things,” nodded Demesiod to himself, watching the barracks. So far 
the messengers seemed uninterested in the clamor in town. Their importance gave them status 
over the regular warriors and it would take more than some minor disturbance in town to 
rouse the elite riders at this time of night. Demesiod smiled. That arrogant complacency had 
been a key part of their plan. Looking back into town, he could see a faint red glow to the 
north.   

Calportus slid back through the door. “Keep watch here. I’ll get the others and the 
horses.”   

Demesiod nodded. Already he could hear the soft snorts of horses complaining, but 
messengers rode on the king’s business at all hours, so the animals did not create too much 
fuss.   

Back down the tunnel Sessoudy and Eubach saw a shadow loom before them and then 
the wide smile of Calportus. With little effort his great hands reached down and helped both to 
their feet. “Come,” he whispered. “All is quiet and Rentos is nearly ready. We must ride fast 
and far tonight.” Sessoudy followed nervously. The horses of the messengers were the fastest in 
the region and expected the best riders. However, there was no choice and no time. Soon, 
Eubach was helping Rentos saddle the last of the horses. She looked as if she was doing 
nothing more than straightening a room and Sessoudy took comfort from her matter-of-fact 
courage.  

Demesiod continued to watch the courtyard, fingers tapping his hilt. Men were filtering 
out of the barracks and milling in the courtyard. Word of the fire must have reached the 
compound. One man waved at the barn and Demesiod tensed. But the others laughed and 
crossed the large yard to the wall facing the town. Messengers were required to stay in their 
compound during their duty, leaving only at the king’s command. But they could watch the fun 
and soon there were a dozen men staring off into the distance, trading rude jests about the 
cause of the blaze. Demesiod exhaled. A quick dash through the unlocked gate and they 
would have a good start on any pursuit. They might die, but at least it would be as free men. 

 
Jaxa looked up with disgust at the men gawking out over the town. He made a mental 

note to speak to No’emgaman. The king depended on a measure of fear and respect being 
given to his royal messengers. They were supposed to be the elite of the army, but tonight they 
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looked more like a gang of urchins. At least the guard was alert at the gate, and Jaxa noted 
the sudden stiffness as he recognized the face striding out of the night. Jaxa did not waste any 
time. “Get your captain at once!” he snapped, and the man turned and ran for the barracks. 
Soon he was back with a short, compact warrior, who nodded to Jaxa. “What orders?” he 
asked.  

“I have messages for Cahiti, Sogar, and Lypos that must leave tonight. You will ride to 
Lypos.” The captain half opened his mouth to protest, then stopped. Jaxa was not renowned 
for his patience, and everyone knew that his memory was as long as his patience was short. So 
the captain swallowed his pride and replied stiffly, “As you say.” 

“Good!” returned Jaxa. “Ready your riders and meet me back here.”   
The captain shouted and two of the men on the wall turned from the spectacle in town 

and slouched back down into the courtyard. When they saw Jaxa standing behind their 
captain, they straightened up and sprinted over to stand rigid before him. A quick word and 
they scrambled for the barracks. The routine was well established. Jaxa knew that they would 
be ready to ride before he could count to two hundred, and galloping down the road almost that 
quickly again. The captain shouted at the barn for horses to be saddled, then ran for his 
quarters.   

 
Demesiod watched the entire performance with a sinking heart. Jaxa here! How had he 

guessed? He drew his sword and hissed. Almost immediately Calportus was by his side and 
Demesiod felt his father tense as he saw his enemy standing in the courtyard. “Looks like he’s 
sending out riders,” he whispered to his father. “Three.” Calportus nodded and whispered 
back, “He thinks we’re already outside.” He paused for just a moment, and then made his 
decision. “We take them when they come for their horses. Then we drive out the others and 
make a run for the gate.” 

Demesiod slid the door shut and flattened himself to the wall. The rider’s door was built 
into the larger main door. They must hope the men entered the smaller door. Calportus was 
already pushing horses, Eubach, and Sessoudy deeper into the stable. “Quiet!” he warned. 
“When the fighting starts, drive as many horses as you can to the door. Keep tight hold on 
ours!” Eubach nodded her understanding. She hissed to Sessoudy to hold the reins of the 
horses that had been saddled and began opening the other stalls as fast as she could. Curious, 
the horses moved into the main aisle and began to mill around. It took all of Sessoudy’s 
strength to prevent his charges from joining the others.   

Rentos followed his father back to the front of the barn. He swung easily up onto a beam 
over the entryway and lay flat in deep shadow, a dagger in each hand. Calportus stood ready 
opposite Demesiod, ax in one hand, throwing knife in another. They must strike hard and 
fast. Messengers were experienced warriors and everyone knew how deadly Jaxa could be in a 
close fight.   

 
Jaxa stood staring at the barn. He could hear hoofs inside, but his instincts were 

screaming. Something was wrong—but whatever it was had not filtered into conscious thought. 
Within moments the three riders stood before him. Still staring at the barn, he motioned them 
forward. As they neared the door, Jaxa slowed.   
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The riders threw the door open and pushed inside, then stopped short. Horses were milling 
about and no guards were visible. The captain cursed and shoved his men forward to stop the 
horses. Jaxa felt a sudden chill. Out of the darkness above, a naked blade hissed down like a 
scythe and opened the throat of the first rider. At the same instant, a sword point appeared out 
of the chest of the second. That man had enough time for surprise to freeze his face before he 
slumped forward.  

Jaxa was already moving. He ducked and rolled into the barn, a dagger appearing in 
each hand as he came up on the far side of the first soldier. He did not see the knife that 
flickered over his head—just missing by a finger’s width—bury itself in the chest of the 
captain. Nor did he see the giant hand reach out and pull the dying captain into the barn. But 
as he came to his feet he saw another hand slam the door. Even as he rose, his eye caught the 
expected motion overhead and one of his daggers flew at the shadow on top of the beam. Rentos 
was already rolling off, but Jaxa was so fast that his dagger sliced along the top of Rentos’ 
trailing forearm, throwing him off balance in front of Demesiod. But Calportus was faster 
than either of his sons and Jaxa felt rather than saw the ax hurtling out of the dark. He 
ducked again, but misjudged the speed of the swing and felt brief agony along the top of his 
head before he felt no more. 

 
Demesiod watched in admiration as Jaxa slumped to the floor, blood already covering his 

face. “Well struck, father!” he cried aloud. “A worthy slave for Isebris in the afterworld!” 
Calportus grunted and turned away. He had never expected Jaxa to be that easy, but the 

ambush was well executed and the messengers had interfered with the assassin. There was a 
moment’s regret that he could not make Jaxa suffer as he should, but every moment counted. 
“Open the door,” he ordered Demesiod, seeing blood dripping from Rentos’ arm. 

Rentos caught his sharp glance. “It’s just a burn. I can ride and fight.”   
“Get back and start the horses,” ordered Calportus. 
Rentos hurried back, wrapping a piece of his cloak around his forearm as he fought his 

way back through the increasingly nervous horses. They smelled blood and it took little effort to 
get them moving. As the large door swung open, the leading horses thundered into the yard. 
Only moments had passed since the riders had entered the door. Surprise was complete. The 
horses were already well into the courtyard before warning cries outside signaled the alarm.   

Though still on his feet, Sessoudy was being dragged across the floor by horses eager to join 
the others. Just in time, strong hands took the reins from him and he was left with just one. 
Breathing his relief, he mounted, seeing Eubach swing nimbly up beside him. Amazingly, the 
baby still slept—Eubach’s concoction was as potent as she claimed. Calportus and his sons 
were soon mounted in front of them, each tugging an extra mount behind them. Two of 
Sessoudy’s charges had been lost in the stampede, but there was no time to catch others. With 
Demesiod in the lead, the party charged out of the barn at the tail end of the herd. Men had 
been pushed back across the courtyard, but they saw the riders pull out of the barn and swing 
sharply across its front towards the side gate. Frantically they shouted for the guard to stand 
fast, not realizing that the upright figure guarding the gate was dead.   

Demesiod swung off his steed with a smooth motion and had the gate open and his horse 
through so quickly that the others had no need to slow. Imitating Eubach, Sessoudy ducked 
down along the horse’s back, but they cleared the arch with room to spare, and their hoof beats 
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were soon lost in the night outside. Some of the milling horses in the yard saw the open gate, 
turned, and charged through it. Fully half the horses were outside the walls before a brave rider 
could pick his way through the chaos and shut the gate. 

The messengers stood staring at each other. No one had ever dared violate the sanctity of 
their compound. In the open doorway of the barn they discovered the trampled bodies of their 
captain and his two companions. The guards were nowhere to be seen. Lanterns were lit and in 
their light, they saw the bloody head of Jaxa lying on the stony floor. One of the older men had 
taken charge. “Jaxa!” he muttered. “Never thought to see him dead!” He stepped forward and 
rolled the body over, but drew back with a hiss when he heard a low moan. “He’s alive!” he 
shouted. “Carry him inside and get the herbmaster.” He turned to another. “Run to the 
palace and wake the king. Tell him all that has happened here and await his orders!” The old 
soldier shook his head and looked at the carnage around him. For pure chaos and destruction, 
he had seen few cavalry charges as effective. He hoped that he would not be the one to explain 
this to the king! 

 
* * * * 

Debseda came suddenly awake. By the light of the dim lantern she saw 
Madrazi slumped in her chair, her face shadowed. Debseda sat up slowly; her 
mind was light and her body bathed in sweat. She shivered. It had been so real! 
Her life had been spared from deadly peril. Now fate had come full circle—she 
lay in the tossing ark, one of only eight survivors of the entire world! What 
destiny had placed such a high value on her life?   

Forgotten memories rushed up, awakened by the dream. Others had always 
sensed a difference in her; now she was beginning to understand why. For a 
moment she was no longer in the ark, but standing in the bright streets of early 
childhood. She could not have been more than nine or ten. As usual the 
neighborhood children had been arguing about a game. Some had insisted on 
playing pursuit in the streets, while others had wanted to swim in the river. That 
boy—what was his name?—had been screaming at the others to swim. He had 
been gangly, but nearly a span taller than any of the others and was berating his 
fellows. Debseda watched in her memory as the short, quiet girl stepped in 
front of him and cut off his tirade with a stare. No words, she just held his eyes 
for a few moments and watched him back away, mumbling about work at 
home. The other children nodded as the girl calmly selected the sides and 
dictated the rules.   

The children had known even then. She had always been marked; others 
had sensed it even when she saw nothing special about herself. Now she knew 
that her mother’s family had understood her great destiny from the night she 
was born. Why else would they risk everything?  

And she saw everything so clearly. She had never had dreams like this 
before. Suddenly she knew that these visions were linked in some way to 
Sechiall. They were of the same blood, and he had opened the door for her to 
see her heritage. It had been his parting gift. She would see more—she was sure 
of that now—and those dreams would open new doors to the future that had 
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been hers from birth. These glimpses of her mother and family had shown 
Debseda more of her true soul than all the years with Sessoudy. The part that 
was Sessoudy was merely a facade. Beneath it was something quite different. As 
she sank back down to sleep she realized that she liked what she saw.   

 
 



 

  

Chapter 14 
COURSE CORRECTION 

Day 7 
 
 
 
 

am sat, oblivious to the rolls that threatened to unseat him, eyes locked 
to the planks, the buttress, and the jack. Despite the two lanterns that 
illuminated the space, he could see very little. Just a crack. It seemed the same, 
but he could not see outside or into the layers that formed the hull. Was it 
growing? Was it ready to fail? His eye saw nothing different, but his mind saw 
all the frightening possibilities, and each scenario ended the same way—with his 
beloved ark and family at the bottom of the sea.   

He could not evade this trophy to failure. There was no place on the ark, no 
task, no diversion that could keep his mind from returning to this one 
compartment. He must keep watch. It was his duty. So he secured a chair and 
lanterns so that he could stay at his post, sensitive to any change, any new 
indication that the end was upon them. Spare candles rested in a box he had 
neatly nailed to the bulkhead. A waterskin hung from a peg. He must stay and 
watch, even though the space was dark, dank, and confined.   

He begrudged every minute away, but other demands had been heavy—the 
wild seas were uncovering other flaws in the ark. But even when working at the 
other end of the ark, there was not a minute that a part of his mind was not 
here. Had the jack slipped? Were the cracks expanding? Every time he felt a 
rogue wave jar the vessel, he held his breath, half expecting to hear the rush of 
water and feel the ship shudder as it lost buoyancy before plunging into the 
depths. The ark was supposed to be a refuge, but it seemed to be nothing more 
than an oversized death trap. How had he failed? Why had the Creator let it 
happen?   

It was all so new…so foreign. His talent had always been who he was. 
Everything he touched worked as planned. Failures had been rare and of little 
import. Even as a youth he had known that he could build the ark, grasping his 
father’s design and improving it as he grew in skill and knowledge. He could see 
the solution to any challenge in his mind before he ever lifted a finger. It was so 
natural that it had been a surprise to discover that others lacked it—explaining it 
was like trying to describe music to the deaf. One glance at a tree showed him 
the exact cuts needed to shape it into useful timber; he could look at framing 
and see instantly the distribution of stress; the laminated planking of the hull 
had been his idea. Even the complex gearing of the cable braking system had 
taken only a few hours to sketch on vellum. It had been so logical, so easy. So 
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why had he not foreseen the wild ride that had cost them his anchor and nearly 
cost them the ark?   

He hated to admit it, but the waters were going to win. The monstrous 
waves and unpredictable winds were slowly battering his ark, and would 
eventually find and exploit this weakness. How could a mere man overcome 
such terrible forces? Blackness settled over his mind like a sodden cloak. His 
body slumped as recriminations and regrets swirled in his head. The bottom of 
the hull had been strengthened against impact—why hadn’t he thought to 
extend it just a little higher?   

If only Meshur had been there—his closest friend and the only man who 
shared his ability. A faithful companion for decades…until a sword at his 
cousin’s throat had forced him to abandon the ark…to abandon his friend. If 
he was only here, together they could overcome any challenge. The loneliness of 
the past two years rushed back with renewed force. He loved his father and 
brothers, but they could not see his thoughts as Meshur had. The two of them 
had come to talk to each other in half sentences, each knowing the words on 
the tip of the other’s tongue. A broken smile crossed his lips as he remembered 
discussing whether a chain pump should lift the bilge water from deck to deck 
or in one run. Discussion turned to argument and argument to shouting until in 
unison they had stopped, stared at each other and shouted, “Screw pump!” 
Now Meshur was dead and Ham was alone. There had been a time when failure 
was merely a doorway to discovery. But Meshur was dead, his own vision had 
failed, and he could see nothing ahead but disaster.   

So he sat and let the fog of depression cloud his mind. Ever since the first 
night, he had felt an indescribable dread. Fear not of death, but of failure. Fear 
that his life’s best effort would fall short of necessity. And the worst…fear of 
the cost. More than even the loss of family and of life; it meant the end of man 
upon the Earth…the end of any possibility of obedience to the one demand of 
the Creator that made sense—to change a blighted world into a new Eden. He 
longed to learn and use creation’s secrets to build cities, impose order on chaos, 
and tame nature’s perils. That was a reason to live, to have sons to continue his 
work. To teach them that ultimate joy that would come not from ruling each 
other, but holding dominion over the very creation.  

But Ham was now the conquered. His anchor had failed, nearly killing them 
all in the first hours. His hull had cracked, despite its elaborate design. Soon it 
would give way altogether, leaving them at the mercy of immense seas, howling 
winds, and roaring rain. All his hopes were vain dreams—man could never 
conquer the elements. If the ark could not ride the wild seas, then what kind of 
vessel ever could? So he sat and wondered how many hours they had left.   

 
Preoccupied, he did not notice the nearly-inaudible footfalls of his brother. 

Shem stood beside him for a moment, silent—half trying to respect the mood 
of his brother, half annoyed at his morbid self-pity. After a moment he laid his 
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hand on Ham’s shoulder. “Come. We have a new problem, and Father and I 
cannot solve it.” 

Usually such words would have snapped Ham out of any gloomy 
introspection; he possessed a spark of stubborn creativity that could only be 
extinguished by death. But he only looked up from lifeless eyes. “What is it this 
time?” he sneered. “A stuck valve? A clogged pipe?” 

Shem failed to hide his annoyance at the gibe but kept his voice even. 
“Can’t you feel it? We cannot maintain our heading. We keep falling off. Sooner 
or later we’ll broach unless the seas moderate or we find a way to overcome 
them. Some of the animals are as sick as Debseda.” Ham winced at the mention 
of his wife. Another failure. She was ill and needed his help. But where was he? 
Here, sitting in the hold. He had abandoned her, and what was worse, it was 
Shem’s wife carrying that load. He was certain he heard a hint of contempt in 
his brother’s words.   

But whatever thoughts were running through Shem’s mind stayed firmly 
locked away behind his impassive mien. “We cannot change the seas so we 
must change the ark.” As if to emphasize his words, the ark shuddered as a 
wave struck it on the stern quarter and slammed it around into the trough of the 
next wave. The men hung on grimly—Ham to his chair and Shem to Ham—
straining against the roll until the ship righted itself and struggled back up the 
next wave.   

Shem pressed on.  “We need your anchor. Whatever it was earlier, here on 
the open water it would surely help.” 

Ham laughed shortly. “It’s a large vessel,” he retorted. “We have nothing 
that could replace the anchor, even if we had the men to try. With just the four 
of us….”   

Impatiently he shook his head, but Shem was insistent. “Come, then. At 
least explain to Father why it cannot be done. He is worried sick.” 

Ham grunted his acquiescence, rose, and followed as duty temporarily 
overcame depression. From lifeline to lifeline, he staggered behind Shem back 
to the upper deck. As they climbed he began to take notice of the ship’s 
floundering, letting each pitch and yaw build a picture of the seas outside. Soon 
he was sitting at the table with Noah and Japheth, listening to their ideas and 
pointing out their futility. Shem clung to a rope nearby. Finally Japheth lost his 
patience and threw up his arms. “Why don’t we just throw the rest of the cables 
out the stern?” he asked sarcastically. “Perhaps a great fish will seize them and 
provide the drag we need!” 

Part of Ham’s mind had been far from the table, balancing the wind, waves, 
and configuration of the ark. But when he saw Noah’s eyes flash, all that 
evaporated. He winced and braced himself. His father was on the verge of really 
losing his temper. Though rare, his outbursts had been more than memorable, 
and Japheth had been the target of most. Once again he was about to 
experience the full blast. But before Noah could explode, Ham finally saw the 
missing piece and interrupted. “He’s right!”    
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Japheth stared at him warily, not sure whether the words were an insult or a 
revelation. Noah took a deep breath, regained control, and peered keenly at his 
youngest son. Questions were racing around Ham’s mind, but they were matters 
of detail. He had his answer. The blackness lifted and he felt the old sense of 
inevitable success. He sat up straighter, feeling a great weight lift from his 
shoulders.  

But the opportunity to prod Japheth was too inviting to pass up completely. 
Pedantically he leaned forward and asked him, “What is the technique of the 
best warrior?” Japheth’s face darkened as Ham began to explain. “He uses the 
strength of his enemy to accomplish his own purpose.” The others looked at 
him blankly. For a moment he allowed his exasperation to show. Why were they 
so slow? Drawing a deep breath, he explained. 

“The waves and the wind are our enemies. They clearly possess the strength 
to move the ark. We can be destroyed by that power or use it. Were we a 
normal ship we would have sails to pit wind against wave.” 

“What about the bow fin? What about your oversized skeg and all your talk 
about shifting the hull’s center of weight aft?” huffed Japheth. 

“They are working,” interrupted Shem. “Otherwise we would be side on to 
the waves all the time and would have rolled over and sank. It’s just not 
enough.”   

“If the seas and winds were constant, they would probably be,” agreed 
Ham. “We just need a little bit more drag.” 

“Like a sail?” Japheth was still angry.   
“No,” replied Ham. “Quit thinking of a sail as an instrument to fight the 

wind. Think of it instead as an instrument to harness its power.” Noah now 
nodded thoughtfully, but Japheth was clearly too angry to think, much less 
follow Ham’s explanation. He sat rigid, but at least had the sense to keep silent. 
Ham ignored him and turned to his father and Shem, lifting one eyebrow in 
question. 

Shem finally smiled. “So if a sail could harness the power of the wind, then 
why could it not also harness the power of the water?” Ham nodded, pleased 
that one brother understood.   

“Japheth was right,” he added generously. “We can use the remainder of 
the cable. We need more, but we can unbraid it, splice it, and have more than 
enough. Anything large enough to make a difference will probably destroy itself 
eventually, but given enough material, we can make another. If the seas settle, 
we may not need it at all.”   

Noah was finally smiling too. “We have plenty of canvas. If we reinforce it 
with a rope net, it should hold for a time. How big do you think it needs to be?”   

Ham rubbed his eyes. “Anything too small won’t help. Anything too big 
will be torn apart.” He gazed into the distance for a moment. “We’re trying to 
catch water, not wind, so a sail probably won’t work. Maybe a giant canvas 
bucket. Let’s start with something small and see what it does. I would 
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say…hmm…no bigger than ten cubits across,” answered Ham. “After all, we 
only need a little more drag on the stern.” 

He frowned. “But we do need to find a way to attach it to the cable outside 
the hull.” 

Faces fell as the others caught up with his reasoning. “How could we 
possibly do that, even in calm seas?” asked Japheth. 

Shem interrupted. “There’s only one way. Grapple a loop in a lead line fed 
out the cable ports. Unless you have a better idea,” he glanced over to Ham.  

Ham twisted his face glumly. “There’s no other way.” 
Shem suddenly seemed confident. “I can do it.” He stood and ticked off his 

fingers. “We only need catch a small line, not a heavy cable.” He tapped the 
next finger. “We need to do it now, while we still have light.” Another finger. 
“Fix small floats to the line so the loop stays on the surface.” Another finger…. 

Japheth burst out. “You must be joking! How can you possibly hook a rope 
that far down in the midst of all this?”   

Shem ignored him and held up the next finger, “Padding for Japheth’s 
ankles when we lower him to place the hook....” Another finger. “Dry clothes 
for Japheth after we pull him back in….” 

That broke the tension. Ham roared with laughter at the sour look on 
Japheth’s face. Noah tried to restrain himself, but was soon chuckling too. 
Finally even Japheth joined in, after rolling his eyes at Shem, who simply 
grinned—his goal accomplished, the stress relieved. Ham could not help but 
admire the deft touch; Shem always inspired confidence.   

 
* * * * 

Shem wished he felt more confident. Even secured by his harness, it was a 
different, very frightening world leaning out the window. Rain obscured his 
vision, and the black sea rose and fell. Looking back down the wave passing 
beneath him was like looking down the slope of a mountain. They had a long 
night ahead just putting together a drogue, but it would all be for nothing if he 
couldn’t snare this line. He could barely see the rope trailing out beneath and 
the loop looked no larger than the mouth of a pitcher. And pitchers didn’t leap 
up and down twenty cubits at a time. His own rope was wet and slippery. After 
many tries he managed to drop the grapnel through the loop, but the stern 
pitched up, yanking it free of the water before he could pull it tight.   

He wanted to curse it, but he drew a deep breath, lifted a short fervent 
prayer, and went back to trying. It seemed like hours, but he kept at it. Gauge 
the water, gauge the wind, gauge his motion, see the loop, toss the hook…fail 
again. His mind was nearly as numb as his hands. Just when he thought he had 
missed again, an unexpected wave lifted the loop up over the hook as cleanly as 
if he had reached down and placed it there. Fortunately, his reactions did not 
desert him; he quickly overhanded his line until the loop was in his hands. 
Whispering thanks, he pulled himself back in and tied the line securely to the 
rail. Ham had promised to rig a block at the window so that a line would remain 
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attached to the cable outside the hull. If the cable broke again, it could be easily 
retrieved.   

He took a deep breath. All they had to do now was construct a device that 
would work, rig it out the window…and all before the seas destroyed them. He 
sighed and climbed back down. Noah and Japheth were visibly tired, but while 
Shem had been fighting the waves, Ham had kept them busy unbraiding and 
splicing the cable. Ham looked better than he had for days—the thrill of the 
challenge had driven away his self-pity. Shem hoped this idea worked. Ham 
could not afford to spend more time alone in the dark, depressed, and apathetic. 
Shem, despite the rigors of the past hour, felt a new energy too—hard work and 
short sleep were no strangers. Already Ham was whistling a tune as his strong 
fingers cut lengths of canvas. Shem pulled himself across to join him, knowing 
this night would pass quickly.   

 
* * * * 

Madrazi woke with a start. The day had passed as a blur and she had been 
sleeping more tonight, despite sitting up. Though the lantern had burned out, 
she could see dim outlines. She had left the door open to air out the room, and 
the first light of morning was filtering in. She sat still for a moment, trying to 
determine what had wakened her. Maybe Debseda had cried out. But the 
huddled form on the bed wasn’t moving. Shaking her head, she looked around. 
Something was different. It took several fuzzy moments to realize what it was. 
The deck beneath her chair felt steady, with a stable heel and predictable pitch.  

Glancing again to make sure Debseda was asleep, she yawned and stretched 
and slipped from the room, determined to discover the reason for the change. 
Hearing the muted sounds of laughter aft, she made her way to the stern. There 
she found all four men capering like little boys. Stacks of canvas, rope, and 
assorted tools littered the deck, and rope lay tangled around the base of the 
cable drums. There was a note in their laughter that verged on hysteria. Shem 
looked like he had been immersed in the sea, still dripping into the not-so-small 
pool at his feet, his dark hair and beard plastered across his face. They had not 
seen her yet and a spark of mischief lightened her feet.  

With a cry she ran out of the shadows and launched herself into her 
husband’s arms. The others dodged, startled at her sudden appearance, but 
Shem’s reflexes remained as sharp as ever. With one smooth motion he caught 
her and pulled her close. At that moment neither cared that he was soaked to 
the skin or that she smelled of a sickroom.   

As he whirled her about, she cried out, “What are we celebrating?” 
Shem let her down and stepped back. She knew that the whole front of her 

clothing was now wet, her face dirty, and her hair matted with sweat and oil, but 
he was looking at her the way he had on their wedding night. “Nothing special,” 
he replied. “I was just getting things straightened out so the ark would ride 
better.” His mock boasting roused the others. 
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“You!” cried Ham, encircling his shoulders with his great arms. “You!” 
echoed Noah and Japheth, each grabbing a leg and lifting him off the deck. 
“Out the window with him!” cried Japheth, choking with laughter. Shem 
struggled, weak with his own mirth.   

Madrazi didn’t know whether to join them or be angry. Dignity prevented 
the former, so she stamped her foot. “Enough of this foolishness!” she cried 
out. The men collapsed to the deck in a heap. She forced back her own laughter 
and affected a stern tone. “If anyone wants breakfast, he had better be clean and 
dry.” She held down her hand to Shem, still tangled with his brothers on the 
deck. “Coming?” she asked primly. 

He grasped her hand, and then pulled her down on top of him, knocking 
Japheth and Ham back to the deck. “Of course,” he replied smoothly. “And 
you…?” 

Japheth shook his head and turned to Ham. In sotto voice he said, “There’s 
one of us who won’t live to see the new world.” Shem glared at him and helped 
Madrazi to her feet.   

“Breakfast for four, daughter?” asked Noah innocently.   
“My, my,” he continued to his younger sons a moment later, shaking his 

head. “I hope your daughters treat you with more respect!” They all collapsed 
back to the deck, laughing.   

 
Shem caught up with Madrazi and slid his arm around her waist. She started 

to twist free, but he adroitly swept her up into his arms and carried her a few 
steps. Despite the flash in her eyes, she didn’t struggle and her arms found their 
way around his neck. “I don’t know how you can stand me,” she cried. “I’m 
filthy and I stink, and….” He silenced her with a kiss.   

“It’s not hard,” he began slyly. “This ship is worse than a barn, but we 
hardly seem to notice any more….” 

“Are you implying that I belong in a barn,” asked Madrazi, dangerously. 
“I had somewhere else in mind!” His eyes met hers. “Besides, you need to 

get out of those wet clothes,” he insisted, and kissed her again. 
Relaxing into his arms, she sighed. “You too. Breakfast can wait.”   
Still holding her, he swung their door shut behind them with his foot. 
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Chapter 15 
ON THE MEND 

Day 8 
 
 
 
 
Eighth Day of Voyage, or the 24th day of the 2nd month of Noah’s 600th year. Our drogue is 
holding. The next will be bigger, but with the wind steadier and the waves more regular, our 
bow remains heading into the wind, taking the waves head on. Although they are higher than 
any I have ever seen—some nearly forty cubits—the distance between crests is great and the 
ark rides them well. Because of that, I suspect we are over deep water. We are all tired and the 
work remains demanding, but at least it seems that we won’t sink today. Our more regular 
motion is helping the animals too, unless they are simply becoming accustomed to the waves.    
 

ebseda slowly opened her eyes and looked up at the gray shadows rolling 
across her ceiling. She felt cautiously better; her head was not spinning and the 
only sensation she felt in the pit of her shriveled stomach was the faint 
beginning of hunger. How many days? Never in her life had she been so 
miserable! She had been drifting between blurs of wishing that death was upon 
her and blurs of thinking that it was.   

It was the cursed ark! From the very first it had made her uneasy, but she 
thought little of it in the excitement of the first day and the sound sleep of the 
first night. But the second day had brought increasing dizziness and 
disorientation. At first she thought it was the aftereffects of her dream, but as 
the day progressed her symptoms worsened. The discomfort was bad enough, 
but a vein of hatred had been tapped by the casual way her illness had stripped 
away her dignity and self-sufficiency. She had fought until her stomach revolted 
late in the day. From that point she remembered little.   

She wrinkled her nose. She stank. Her room stank. The entire wretched ark 
stank! What she would not give for an hour in the baths of their old home! She 
vaguely recalled glimpses of Madrazi and Wen-Tehrom sitting in her chair, but 
now it was empty and she was alone. Even Ham had deserted her. No 
matter…she would take care of herself. Slowly she sat up and was rewarded by 
the absence of nausea, though she felt dreadfully weak. Experimentally she 
pulled her legs under her and leaned heavily against her pillows. She was weak, 
but definitely improving. She noted distantly that the motion of the ark seemed 
less disturbing—there was just a steady up and down that now felt familiar.    

She tried to remember the nights. How many had there been? Two…three? 
Carefully, she swung her legs over the side of the bed and then, grasping it 
firmly in both hands, she let her weight come onto her feet. Her legs quivered 
with disuse, but she forced them to hold. For a moment the room seemed to 
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dip and sway, but as she stood still everything settled back into place and she 
was able to stand, her feet absorbing the motion of the deck. Triumphant, she 
took a cautious step.   

Within minutes she was back on her bunk, sweating. But they had been 
productive minutes. Finding herself naked, she had stripped the bedding. At the 
cost of several days’ ration of clean water, she had washed her body and her 
hair. A few drops of perfumed oil helped cover the remaining stale odor, and 
clean clothes had her feeling nearly normal again. But she felt so weak.   

There was a knock at the door. Madrazi’s voice sounded tired but clear 
through the door. “Are you awake?” 

“Come in,” she replied, a little more sharply than she had intended. Her 
regret intensified when she saw dark smudges accenting the weariness in 
Madrazi’s eyes. A wan smile lit her face.   

“You look much better,” she began. “Last night I wasn’t sure whether you 
would be in bed another day or not.” 

“You were here last night?” faltered Debseda. “I don’t remember. What 
about the night before? How long has it been?” 

“Five days and six nights,” replied Madrazi. Her face brightened. “But 
you’re improving and will soon feel yourself again. I know how miserable it can 
be! Your strength will come back quickly and in a few days you will feel as fit as 
ever.”   

“Six nights?” Debseda was stunned. She tried to recall the days, but could 
get no higher than three. Then she noticed Madrazi swaying before her. She felt 
a twinge of guilt. Madrazi was clearly exhausted. She glanced around in disgust 
at the room. “I’m sorry that you had to endure this.” She gestured at the pile of 
dirty sheets and clothes on the floor.   

Madrazi shook her head. “I’m just happy you’re better. Yaran is recovering 
her strength and the rest of us have suffered nothing worse than a few long 
nights. Now let’s see if a little bread and wine would help you get some 
strength, and then we can clean this room.” 

Debseda nodded. She stood again, feeling a little stronger, but it took 
Madrazi’s steadying hand to help her walk. A smile curved her lips as she tasted 
the fresher air of the open deck and she stopped for a moment to enjoy it. Then 
she allowed Madrazi to lead her across the deck to the table. Her weakness 
galled her and she vowed to herself that she would regain her independence as 
quickly as possible.  

She was grateful for Madrazi’s help, but in it she saw all her carefully-laid 
plans crumbling. Her earlier crumbs of comfort were nothing compared to the 
nights of care she had received. Now she was the one obligated! How could it 
be reversed? But those concerns evaporated at the sight and scent of food. 
Even before Madrazi served her, she felt her body crying out for nourishment.   

“Just a bit,” cautioned Madrazi. “Let your stomach work on that and we’ll 
try some more a little later.” 
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Debseda grudgingly acceded to the advice, limiting herself to a few small 
bites and sips before she pushed her plate away. Bracing herself against the 
table, she tried to accustom herself to sitting upright. “What has happened?” 
she asked. 

Madrazi frowned, then spoke slowly, as if trying to dredge up deep 
memories. “The second night the seas changed. The waters became 
unpredictable. We were tossed here and there; it was difficult to move around, 
much less take care of the animals. It was chaotic until early this morning. It’s 
better now, but tomorrow…who knows?” Her voice trailed off. Debseda could 
hear her bone-deep exhaustion; clearly she had not slept much over the past 
days.   

Debseda sighed, listening to the continuing echo of rain on the roof. 
“When will it end?” 

“Not for many days,” replied Madrazi, wearily. “Noah told us that the rain 
would last for forty days and nights. Then the waters must return. We may be at 
sea for months.” 

Debseda accepted a few more mouthfuls of bread and another swallow of 
dilute wine. Though only awake for an hour she already felt tired. “Come,” 
Madrazi offered her arm, “what you need now is rest.” Debseda took the 
offered arm and allowed the stronger woman to lead her back to her room. 
Cautiously she lowered herself into her chair, while Madrazi arranged clean 
bedding. “How will we clean that?” Debseda asked, pointing at the smelly mass 
in the corner.    

“I’ll rinse them over a head or in the bilges,” Madrazi replied. “For the 
present we’re storing soiled laundry in one of the unused rooms forward. When 
the seas settle we can light a fire and boil water. We’ll be washing for days!” 
Debseda nodded, grateful to be rid of the immediate problem. She let Madrazi 
help her to her bed, and then watched as she carried the soiled bedding away 
with an easy balance that Debseda envied. Then she lay back on her bed, 
cradling her head in her hands. What a trick of fate! All her careful work to set 
her sister in her debt and now the tables had been turned. It was a disaster. But 
what could she have done differently? Her mind strayed back over the past 
days, probing for an answer.   

Suddenly she tensed. The second day…down below…what had she done? 
Something never allowed—she had spoken the name of her mother’s home. 
Worse, she had said it out loud. She raged at her stupidity. Then her rage turned 
to icy fear. Madrazi knew! She must! Only a deaf woman could have missed 
those words and only a fool could have missed their significance. Madrazi was 
neither.   

Would she use that knowledge? Of course! Who wouldn’t? Any gratitude 
for the past week evaporated. This was no longer a simple debt of favors—her 
very fate was in the hands of her rival. She would have to find another way to 
deal with Madrazi…to regain the advantage. But first she must protect herself. 
What if Madrazi spoke out and turned the family against her. Her mind 
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feverishly sought a solution. Then it came. Ham was the answer! She must bind 
him to her anew—so close that if he was faced with the choice between his wife 
and his brothers that he would tilt in her favor. As long as she had Ham she 
could have sons. If she had sons, she could secure her destiny. She began to 
consider how to bring it to pass.   

 
* * * * 

Madrazi was returning to her own room for some much-needed sleep when 
she saw Yaran standing beside the table. “Over here,” she called.  

Madrazi shook her head. “I’m asleep on my feet. Food later, sleep now.” 
Yaran grinned. “I’ve no food to offer. But you’re as stiff as a board. Let me 

take care of your back.” Before Madrazi could refuse she added, “You’ll sleep 
better if you do.” 

Madrazi hesitated. Though most of the pain was gone, the bruising and her 
constant labors kept her entire upper back stiff and knotted, and the constant 
low-level pain multiplied her weariness. It was hard to sleep when her muscles 
as tight as a merchant at market.  

Yaran saw her indecision and raised her right hand, which contained a small 
jar. “I’ve got the magic salve.” She laughed as she saw Madrazi’s face light up, 
and her steps turn towards the table. Yaran held up the jar in triumph. 

Sitting down gingerly, Madrazi unfastened the ties of her tunic and leaned 
over the table, cradling her head in her arms. “How did you know?” she asked, 
as Yaran pulled down the tunic.   

“It wasn’t hard,” she answered. “You’ve been walking around with your 
shoulders hunched up like a rooster getting ready for a fight.” 

The first touch was icy cold in the damp air, numbing the pain, but then it 
began to warm her skin and work its way into the maze of knotted muscle, 
loosening each one. Almost immediately, the pain eased and Madrazi breathed a 
sigh of relief. “Thank you, Yaran,” she sighed. “How did you talk Wen-Tehrom 
out of it?” 

“It wasn’t hard,” she laughed. “She’s been feeling guilty about you sitting up 
nights with Debseda, and I took the liberty of telling her that you were still in 
terrible pain.” She winked.   

Madrazi chuckled. “Well, in that case, I am.” She felt the tingle as Yaran 
rubbed it across her skin. “But not for long.”  

“That bruising still looks a mess,” replied Yaran, sealing the jar. 
“If that’s the problem, then perhaps you should try some on your face,” 

replied Madrazi lightly, as she rearranged her clothing. 
Yaran grimaced. “I know. Japheth said the same thing. Then he promised 

to make me feel better.” 
“What did he do?” 
“He hung a towel over my mirror!”  
“Did it work?” asked Madrazi innocently, trying to smother a grin. 
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Yaran burst out laughing. “Actually, it did,” she admitted. “But I’ll never tell 
him,” she paused and gave Madrazi fierce look. “And you won’t either! That 
man needs some female justice.” 

“I’ll look forward to seeing it,” agreed Madrazi, “so I won’t say a word. 
He’s been asking for it for a long time.”  

“Men!” sighed Yaran with a smile. 
“Think of it as training for raising children,” Madrazi advised. They both 

staggered as the ark heeled over. “That’s enough for me,” she said. “The ship is 
yours, captain.” She bowed awkwardly and dragged herself over to her room. 
Naps in a chair were no substitute for sleep and she was too tired to even think. 
Just the hour helping Debseda had worn her out. But that was part of being in a 
family, she thought as she eased into bed. It worked both ways. She looked after 
Debseda and Yaran looked after her. If they survived this voyage, maybe they 
could train their children to live together in peace. After all, they would be 
family. It never occurred to her that Adam’s sons had been family too. 

Shem stirred, but rolled back over with a sigh. Madrazi arranged the blanket 
and relaxed beside him. After the trials of the past days they were all exhausted 
and would be courting illness if they didn’t sleep. She felt a twinge of guilt over 
the creatures that might be going hungry, but it didn’t last. Every living thing on 
the ark would have days on short rations eventually.   

As she drifted off, she wondered why Debseda had been the one struck by 
illness, and why she had been spared. It made no sense. She had been sick on 
every voyage she had ever made. Yet on this wallowing barge, in seas more 
angry than any even her father had sailed, her stomach remained content. She 
was intensely grateful, but intensely curious. Why had she been spared? Tending 
Debseda had reinforced a lesson learned long ago—there is nothing as 
demeaning and miserable as seasickness.  

That brought back questions of the past week. Never mind sickness; why 
had her life been spared? There was still no clear answer, but a thought stuck in 
her fuzzy mind as her head sank down into her pillow. The ark was a refuge, a 
haven. When counted against life itself, a few days of sickness meant little. Yet 
she had been spared both. Was that not the essence of mercy…undeserved 
help? And were not small mercies, like remaining healthy, evidence of a great 
power—strength that could be wasted on trivialities? There was much to think 
about, but the rocking of her bed finally overcame thought and she drifted into 
dreams.   
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Chapter 16 
COPING 

Day 38 
 
 
 
 
Thirty-eighth Day of Voyage, or the 24th day of the 3rd month of Noah’s 600th year. Our 
fourth drogue has now lasted for thirteen days. We just had to make it larger and increase the 
weight on the far end of the line to keep it lower in the water. Seas are still running heavy, but 
other than last week’s storm they have remained steady and the ark seems to be riding them 
well. Ham seems less absorbed with the damage, which is no worse, but he seems to have little 
patience remaining for Noah’s continuing insistence that God’s promise will suffice. Heavy 
rain this morning…again.  
 

 faint smile brushed Madrazi’s lips as she dressed, and remained even as 
she fought her uncooperative hair. Last night had brought a pleasant dream, 
which in turn left a residual delight not felt for days. She had been living each 
day simply to get to the next—keeping animals fed and watered, and hoping the 
seas wouldn’t swallow the ark. Too many damp days—each filled with the same 
dreary routine—had encased her in layers of joyless apathy. But that apathy had 
become a kind of armor, protecting against both the frequency and intensity of 
the unexpected bouts of tears brought on whenever some random sight or 
sound reminded her of Jeriah. That terrible first day seemed a lifetime 
ago…perhaps even another life.  

Yet a simple dream of happier times had shattered her shell. It was the first 
time since the eighth day of this voyage that she had felt any touch of laughter 
bubbling up inside. Any other time it might have been inconsequential, but this 
morning it was like a thunderclap—such a contrast to the past weeks!   

Day after day the sun’s absence sapped their happiness. Family worship had 
been empty, and even mealtimes had become strained. Everyone preferred 
isolation; kindness had been replaced by a cold courtesy. The never-ending rain 
beat down any spark of happiness. Determined to share this morning’s joy 
before it evaporated, she glided to the bed, sat down beside Shem, and ran her 
fingers lightly along his cheek. “Good morning, love,” she said, waking him 
with a soft smile and a softer kiss. He stared for a moment as he came fully 
awake, but recovered quickly and answered with a quirk of his lips and that 
softness in his eyes reserved only for her.   

“What brought this on?” he asked, sitting up. 
“A nice dream—a memory of better days; Granpapa telling stories around 

the fire, a warm comfortable room, hot ginger cakes and cool cider, your arm 
around me.”   



122 MABBUL 
 

 
 

Madrazi twirled away from him, her eyes flashing. “I haven’t felt like this 
for days and I don’t want to lose it!” She turned back to him with troubled eyes, 
pulling her hair together at the back of her head. “But I will, won’t I? Why do 
the best feelings have to be so fleeting?” 

“So we have hope,” replied Shem, gathering his thoughts. “Even after the 
feelings fade today, you know they are still possible tomorrow. We have many 
happy nights ahead, Madrazi. Don’t lose heart now!” 

“I’ll try,” she promised, tying her hair back with a leather band. “It’s just the 
rain. It’s everywhere…in everything…I’m tired of being wet and dirty…oh, I 
sound just like a woman, don’t I?” 

Shem stood and stretched, and stalked across the room. Madrazi, 
anticipating his move, half turned away, making it easier for him to slip his arms 
around her and bury his lips in the soft, sensitive spot of her neck. She arched 
her head, shivered at his touch, and finally turned into his embrace, her lips now 
hungry for his.   

“I thank the Maker every day that you are a woman!” he laughed. “And 
even more that you’re mine.” His lips brushed hers again and he held her close. 
“Just a few more days. That was the promise.” 

Her lips tightened and she stepped back. Did something as prosaic as the 
weather really control one’s heart? It seemed to. Though there had been a few 
evenings at the beginning when the sound of the rain against the wooden roof 
had lulled her to sleep, the endless noise now set her teeth on edge. Constant 
squalls and showers turned daylight into twilight, and what light there was came 
late and left early. Then there was the damp that enhanced every stench, caused 
clammy clothing to chafe clammy skin, and created condensation that fell onto 
face, hands, and feet—drip, drip, drip—until she wanted to burrow under her 
blankets and scream. Bumper crops of mold and mildew sprang up in the most 
unlikely places.   

It wasn’t just the people. The animals were despondent too. Many that had 
befriended her in the early days no longer acknowledged her presence; no 
longer bumped, brushed, and licked her hands; no longer sought attention…. 
Even the pets just lay curled in a corner, ears and tails down, staring into 
whatever daydreams were granted to their dull minds. The sole exception was 
Sorga. As long as Madrazi spoke to him, petted him occasionally, and shared a 
few scraps, he remained the same happy companion, seemingly resistant to the 
universal depression that had infected the ark.   

She sighed and the moment was gone. At least she had slept the whole 
night. Jeriah’s face no longer woke her every night. Perhaps the trials of those 
first few days (already blurred in her memory) had sped that healing. Once 
Debseda and Yaran had resumed their duties, her burden had grown much 
lighter. Work had become easy enough that she had been able to lose herself in 
its routine. Entries in the log, two meals, walking one endless aisle of cages after 
another—these had become the totality of her life. The rain washed away the 
rest. Simple things consumed her thoughts: which manger to clean, which 
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animals to feed, and whether to wear the same dirty dress or the dirty one she 
wore last week instead. These filled her mind the way the half light, pounding 
rain, and moldy smell filled her senses.   

With a start she realized that this was the first day in many that her mind 
had broken from that rut. Hard on that thought came the memory of her earlier 
resolution to seek the Creator. The ensuing frantic days had swamped those 
good intentions. But now that desire began to stir again, and Shem’s words 
pointed to a life beyond today. So she determined to make her mind think…to 
resume its proper function. She sighed as she slid her feet into sandals; already 
she felt the oppressive atmosphere driving out her resolution. It would have to 
wait at least an hour—it was her day to help with the morning meal. She hurried 
off to find Wen-Tehrom.    

 
* * * * 

Ham closed the door. “Why do we have to come down here? We have our 
own rooms up top.” Debseda said nothing; she simply fixed her eyes on his, 
and then ran her hands down the front of her tunic, pulling loose the ties. A 
quick twist of her shoulders and a gliding step forward, and it fell to the floor. 
She had always been an agile dancer, and the pools of light cast by the lanterns 
seemed to accentuate each move with a liquid grace that still took his breath. 
Smoke from incense reached out and wreathed her form. Ham stared, unable to 
do anything else.   

She drew out the moment before answering. “Because I need you and you 
need me, and we both need more privacy than the thin walls of the upper deck. 
Don’t you want to be with me?” she purred, starting to turn away. 

“No… I mean, yes!” Ham was reaching for her, but she slid aside. 
“I don’t think so,” she teased.   
“Let me show you,” he begged.   
“Very well.” She looked out from under half-closed lids. “There’s the bed.” 
 
Later, as he lay staring at the dance of shadows on the ceiling, Ham felt a 

wave of gratitude wash over him. He would not have survived the past weeks 
without her. Though the success of the drogue had provided a slight reprieve, 
the toxic guilt that had boiled over the first night continued to corrode his core. 
His masterpiece had proven inadequate, imperiling his family. If his creation 
was inadequate, then he was too. During those dark days, that previously-
unknown sense of failure had pushed him to the edge. Those sleepless nights 
brooding in the depths of the ark…. He shuddered. Part of his mind had seen it 
happening, but he had not been able to find the strength to break away.   

Debseda had rescued him. When the quiet compassion of Noah failed, she 
had provided a diversion; her flesh pulled his spirit back from that black abyss. 
She had always been a satisfying partner, but now seemed to have become 
another woman…almost as if the voyage had released a new passion—
something untamed that devoured his jumbled recriminations like wildfire. 
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Though still afraid of the hull’s damage, that black mood was gone. His heart 
was fixed in an orbit around a fiery new sun.  

During the heat of those first nights she had demanded a private place—a 
refuge from the daily cares of labor and family. “A special place just for you and 
me,” she had breathed into his ear, and he had just nodded. At that moment he 
would have built her a city. First light of the following morning found him 
hurrying to complete the task. He knew the perfect place; a few hours work was 
all it took to clear a small nest off the main fore storage of the lower deck. It 
was easy to put together a bed and to surreptitiously furnish rugs, blankets, and 
lanterns from the unused rooms. He had disguised the door with shelves, 
hinged to swing away, and even that shared secret added spice to their passion.   

Over the following days Debseda had added her own touches of rugs, 
fabrics, and scent. The result was like walking into a world outside the ark. 
Every evening they stole away and celebrated their ability to distance themselves 
from the dank, dangerous life of the day.   

Ham turned his head and found her staring at him. She held his eyes easily; 
they blazed with a strange blue fire. It reached out and melted his cares. Even 
the familiar lines of her body seemed somehow different…more enticing. 
Whenever she walked past him during the day he could not help but catch a 
scent of perfume, an almost imperceptible toss of her hair, the strain of her 
breasts against her clothing, or just an invisible heat that seemed to reach into 
his head and leave him burning for her. Each day, he found himself looking 
forward to her special glance—she needed no words. It would come at any time 
of the day or night and then they would make their separate ways down….   

She had said nothing about his absence during her illness; she seemed to 
understand his responsibilities and was content to displace the ark as his 
foremost passion for a few hours each day. Over the days, their pleasure grew, 
though he felt an increasing hunger too. As days passed he grew to welcome the 
solitude of their retreat. He blushed to think of being on the upper deck—
Debseda had been totally unrestrained and the close confines of the upper deck 
would have been no place for the passion they had shared here. Here in their 
secret place, he was free from prying eyes and ears, free to be lost in her love.   

Once again he found himself drowning in the bright blue eyes, drawn into 
their depths and unable to resist. “You are mine,” they seemed to say to him, 
and he was satisfied.  

The mood left him for a heartbeat and other concerns hammered at his 
mind. There was much to do…a water line with no pressure, a broken feed 
chute, feed and water to shift to the upper decks…. Seeming to read his 
thoughts, she propped herself on one elbow atop his massive chest. “Spend 
another hour with me,” she pouted.   

“I want to,” he protested weakly, “but I have my work. We have 
responsibilities.” 
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“And you shoulder most of it!” she countered. “Why don’t you let the 
others do their share? After all, you deserve some reward for all those years of 
labor—years that kept us from the happiness we have now.” 

“The others are working hard,” replied Ham. “Didn’t Madrazi spend her 
nights taking care of you, and doing your work too?”   

Instantly he regretted his words. For some inexplicable reason, mention of 
Madrazi seemed to irritate her, like a splinter festering under her skin, though he 
did not know why. 

Debseda’s face turned hard. “So you think more of her than you do of me!” 
Her eyes burned with that strange fire. “Do you think more about her than you 
do of me?” she asked spitefully. 

Ham reacted as if stung. His face suffused, but Debseda remained defiant. 
He sat up abruptly. “Don’t demean us!” he replied with heat. “That kind of talk 
dishonors yourself, your sister, and me!” 

Debseda seemed ready to meet anger with anger, but then her frown 
melted. “I’m sorry,” she sobbed. “I meant nothing. I’m just afraid. Here we are 
alone on the faceless deep, surrounded by death…the others don’t like 
me…and you side with them. I’m always afraid you will stop loving me. When I 
was sick you didn’t come…. Without you I have nothing!” She turned away and 
covered her face, sobbing into her hands.   

Ham reached out clumsily. “Don’t! You know you are the only woman for 
me. No one could match your beauty. Nothing could equal my desire. These 
days have been wonderful—like a spring of sweet water in the middle of dry 
wilderness. Don’t ruin it.” 

“You still think I’m beautiful?” she sniffed.  
“Of course! Don’t you see how much I want you every day? Please forgive 

me. I’ll take some more time. Whatever you want….” 
Debseda rolled back towards him and fixed her eyes on his again. She said 

nothing and just lay there, but he felt his breath shorten and his blood pound. 
Her eyes seemed to dissolve and coalesce, pulling him into their depths. “I do 
see how you feel,” she breathed. “Now it’s only fair to show how I do….” Ham 
lost himself in the hour that followed.   
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Chapter 17 
UNENDING RAIN 

Day 39 
 
 
 
 
Thirty-ninth Day of the Voyage, or the 25th day of the 3rd month of Noah’s 600th year. Will 
the rain never end? We are almost deaf from its pounding. Water is everywhere—it fills the 
very air around us. Mold and mildew spring up like crops in the summer sun. It must end 
soon. It brings with it a tension that cannot be defined, but nevertheless oppresses at every turn. 
Yet everyone continues to work hard. Ham and Debseda are among their charges early and 
late, and Ham does the lion’s share of tending to the needs of the ship and its marvelous 
mechanisms. He is hard pressed, but Debseda has been a constant source of strength for him, 
and they seem to be closer than ever.    
 

adrazi finished writing. As she lifted her brush, she noticed with surprise 
that her ring was loose. It spun easily around her finger. Looking more carefully 
at her hands, she frowned and ran them down her sides. There was no doubt—
she was losing weight, as were the others. The unending rain sapped even her 
appetite. This morning’s meal had been no different. Stale bread again, growing 
ever more unappealing even when disguised by jam or jelly. She had forced 
down enough to give her strength for the day, washing it down with the dilute 
wine they had taken to drinking—they were all sick of water. She yearned for a 
cup of hot tea. If only they could light the oven. Privately, she thought 
everything too damp to burn, but the seas were unpredictable and the rain kept 
the horizon right up at the ship; they couldn’t run the risk of fire when another 
storm might appear out of nowhere.  

“No fires yet,” she sighed, patting the wood of her desk. Despite the 
hardships, or maybe because of them, she had come to love the ark as she never 
had any of her father’s ships. It might be clumsy and inelegant, but somehow it 
maintained a majesty that seemed to make it more than just an oversized barge 
bobbing at the mercy of the wind and waves. Though lacking the breathtaking 
beauty of fast lines and towering sails, it served its purpose well. And what 
nobler purpose could a ship have? Maybe that was the secret of its dignity. 

Its weatherly qualities continued to keep them alive in seas that would have 
destroyed any other craft. No sails? No matter…they had no destination, only a 
purpose—survival. She felt the ark’s stability with each wave it crested; one 
could not be the daughter of the world’s foremost mariner and have learned 
nothing!   

But no ship could overpower the sea. On more than one night, she had 
come awake to the rush of water across the roof as high waves broke against the 



128 MABBUL 
 

 
 

bow and cascaded down the length of the ship. You could not fight wind and 
wave; you learned to live with them and use them, or you died. And there were 
no certainties at sea. At any moment a wave could break out of phase and 
plunge down from above. After all, they stood less than twenty cubits above the 
surface and Madrazi had seen many waves higher than fifty. No wooden 
structure could resist that weight; the roof would give, water would pour in, and 
they would end up at the bottom—if there was a bottom anymore. But the ark 
was as good a vessel for riding the rough seas as any; its squat profile presented 
little purchase for the wind and its low center of gravity resisted rolling. Its long 
hull rode the giant deep ocean waves with ease, as long as it faced them.  

And yet…there was none of the gnawing terror that even relatively calm 
seas once stirred. She felt safe. Perhaps it was the ship; perhaps it was the 
memory of the unseen hand closing the great door. Either way, she marveled at 
the change. When her world had been filled with ambitions and dreams, the ark 
had been a totem of death. Now the world and its dreams were entombed in 
the sunless depths and the ark was her haven. What had changed?   

In retrospect, she could see that the world’s doom had been inevitable the 
day Noah heard the Creator speak. She had not believed, but that made not one 
bit of difference to the unrolling events. It had only blinded her. Pride and 
skepticism had distorted her view of the ark—making it an object of derision—
while making the world seem all that more enticing. She had been seduced by 
desires so insidious that they had turned her against the one object which could 
spare her life. Furthermore, it had been her lifelong fear of the sea had tilted the 
balance in favor of the arranged marriage to Shem—without which she would 
be dead. She shivered as she reconsidered. “Irony” was too bland a word.  

Another gust of rain rattled across the roof, setting her teeth on edge. Each 
day the waters fell only added to the already intolerable tension. A spasm of 
frustration erupted. Abruptly she wanted to run, scream, and lash out at anyone 
or anything. Instead she forced her shaking hand to carefully lay down her 
brush and put away her log, though she wanted nothing more than to hurl both 
across the room. She could write nothing more. What would she say? Rain, rain, 
every day rain; ‘til all in the ark are driven insane! She giggled in spite of herself, 
thinking of Noah reading that entry. But there was an unpleasant edge to her 
laughter. 

She was not the only one. Yaran had snapped at her the day before and 
only the shock of it had squelched an equally-sharp retort. It was almost 
welcome; Yaran’s persistent good humor and patience had proven far more 
irritating. But while her cloying goodness might be annoying, it was Debseda 
who really tried her patience. She had changed—both the poorly-disguised 
arrogance of years past and the syrupy sympathy of the first day were gone. In 
their place was a prickly hostility that kept everyone on edge.  

Though she did not understand why, Madrazi had begun to sense that it 
was directed at her. It was difficult to remain civil when they were together, and 
even the irrepressible Sorga flattened his ears and slunk out of her way. Perhaps 
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it stemmed from resentment at her helplessness when she had been sick. 
Perhaps, perversely, from having to endure Madrazi’s care. But most likely it 
was anger or fear at her unguarded revelation of her Nephil roots. None were 
good reasons, but then emotion usually precluded reason. Debseda had nothing 
to fear—Madrazi had already determined to keep her silence about her sister’s 
past. But she was not inclined to take the trouble to tell her. She might resent 
Debseda’s secret, but she understood the desire to bury the past. 

Madrazi ground her teeth. If only they just rubbed each other the wrong 
way. If that had been all, she could have endured it. But she could not fool 
herself. Debseda had taken every opportunity to prod and push whenever they 
were alone. Remembering Noah’s admonition about conflict, Madrazi had 
backed down every time and had begun doing her best to avoid the spiteful 
little…. She drew in a deep breath and let it out. Debseda was family and a 
shipmate, she told herself for the hundredth time.   

She gripped the wooden desk. “I will not lose control,” she grated. She 
drew a deep breath and as suddenly as the mood had assaulted her, it was gone. 
She leaned on the desk, trembling at the effort. Distracted by the knotted cord 
hanging beside it, she caressed it with her fingers. Oddly the sensation was 
reassuring. A knot for each day, a double knot for each seventh, and an ink stain 
for the first knot of each month. So far, it tallied with her log, and she would 
not have trusted that account without it. She had long since abandoned charting 
their course. The sun was a blur and the stars were veiled. Even if they were 
visible, finding a horizon for a sighting would have been impossible amid waves 
that regularly ranged over thirty cubits. She would have to wait until the rain 
stopped and the seas settled.  

Besides, how could she chart the ark’s course when she couldn’t control her 
own? Guilt, frustration, and an indefinable longing were creating an explosive 
brew within. What had happened to her resolve to learn the ways of the 
Creator? Suddenly, her mind took her back to the meadow where the ark had 
been built. It had been sunny and she had been sitting beside Noah’s altar at the 
far end of the clearing, pouring out her heart to its silent stones. There had been 
no answer. But the cost of Methuselah’s promises was dealing with 
Methuselah’s God, even though He had not answered then, nor any of the 
subsequent times she had tried.  

Suddenly she knew it was time to try again. Something easy…maybe a 
simple request to honor His promise to Noah. That resolved, she started 
forward to the parapet in the very front of the ship. Sorga rose from the 
shadows outside her door and padded silently behind her. When she reached 
the bow and began to climb the ladder, he curled up at its foot, waiting for her 
return.   

The rungs seemed harder than ever to negotiate as the bow pitched up 
another wave, but Madrazi hung on grimly and clambered up when the bow 
reached the crest and started down the other side. She cracked a window a span, 
but saw little. The gray-green curtain of rain intersected the deeper green of the 
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restless waves, and visibility remained less than a stone’s throw. The Creator 
seemed far away, yet she spoke out loud as if He was there. “Is your promise 
true?” she asked softly. “Will this really cease in two days?” Her voice broke. “I 
cannot bear more. Please grant us a glimpse of the sun! We need its light, its 
warmth. We need to know that it still rules above the chaos. If you will grant 
this, I will renew my search for your ways. I know you are there. Hear me!” 

It was said. She stood still, just watching. Nothing changed. The rain fell, 
the seas raged, and the wind blew. She felt nothing special—no opening 
perception to new depths of reality, no soaring of her spirit, no tingling hint of 
the power that had shut the door, just unending water. There was nothing to do 
but wait and see. She would know soon enough, so she resolved to say nothing. 
This was her private prayer to the Creator. Let Him answer as He would.  

Throughout the remainder of the day’s tasks her mind strayed often to the 
window. If nothing else, her prayer had roused her from the lethargy of the 
daily routine. For some inexplicable reason she felt some of the heaviness in her 
heart withdraw and she clung to that with all her might.  

The others seemed unchanged that evening as they gathered to eat. Noah’s 
prayer seemed as stale as the food, and he and Wen-Tehrom remained 
withdrawn. Japheth seemed distracted and Yaran kept glancing anxiously at 
Noah. Shem was lost in thought. Only Debseda and Ham showed any appetite 
at the meal, but they sat apart, talking quietly to each other, ignoring the others. 
As she looked around, Madrazi saw how worn Noah’s face had become; new 
lines proclaimed the burden of his task, stretching back, she realized, fifty years 
before her birth. Six centuries was not ancient, but Noah’s face seemed much 
older. Her concern was allayed when he caught her staring, and she caught the 
old twinkle in his brown eyes. As long as that spirit remained….   

She dropped her own eyes, feeling a renewed sense of shame for her 
cavalier treatment of his prophecy all those years. After weeks of enjoying the 
ark’s safety she had still not sought his forgiveness. It stung her conscience and 
hung like a veil across the path to the Creator. Noah had said nothing—ever—
but something told her that there would be no peace or happiness until she 
cleared away the tangles of the past. But not now…not here…. She turned 
away, ashamed at her weakness.   

Yaran continued to glance surreptitiously at Noah. Finally she gathered her 
courage and ventured to ask, “Will this really end in two days, Father?” Noah 
nodded briefly.   

Then Debseda broke the silence with a brash voice. “Two days, two hours, 
two weeks…what does it matter?” Her voice hardened. “It will end and we will 
survive. Our destiny is a new world; this sea is merely the path. Surely it is a 
waste of effort to worry about a dip in the road when a city lies just over the 
hill. What’s a few days of rain compared to the centuries beyond?” 

“It’s a promise!” Yaran surprised even Debseda with an indignant burst of 
spirit, but she was on the edge of tears. So Debseda simply stared at her, as if 
humoring a child. Her lips quirked upwards, but there was no smile in her 
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eyes—only sardonic superiority. Madrazi felt her blood begin to boil. As if 
sensing the challenge, Debseda swung around, this time with a challenge in her 
stare. Madrazi felt her face flush and just as she was gathering a few well-chosen 
words, she felt a firm hand on her thigh under the table. Shem intercepted 
Debseda’s bold stare and it was the woman who dropped her eyes. Snarling, she 
rose abruptly and laid her hand imperiously on Ham’s shoulder. “We have 
work,” she said shortly and turned away. For a moment Ham lingered, but then 
shrugged, offered Shem a half-smile, and followed. 

Yaran was already weeping softly. Wen-Tehrom laid a soft hand on her arm 
and wordlessly led her away. Madrazi looked at Shem and then Japheth. Japheth 
started to speak, but Shem shook his head imperceptibly and the two rose and 
walked away. Madrazi sighed. It was Shem’s way. He would calm Japheth and 
keep the peace one more day. But it would also mean that Sorga would be her 
only company this evening. 

She started to say something to Noah, but he seemed far away. So she 
slipped away to be alone with her thoughts, Sorga trailing behind. 
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Chapter 18 
RETURN OF THE SUN 

Day 41 
 
 
 
 

adrazi rolled over again, chasing a sleep that refused to be caught. Her 
breathing quickened whenever she thought of morning. Such a simple thing—
sunrise—and yet so much rested on whether or not it came. Finally she gave up, 
and in the dark hour before dawn she slipped out of bed. Careful not to disturb 
Shem, she threw on yesterday’s clothes and crept out of the room, down the 
dark aisles, and up the ladder to the parapet under the front window. The soft 
click of Sorga’s nails sounded loud behind her in the quiet grayness. Even that 
noise stopped when he took his accustomed place at the foot of the ladder.  

The window at the front of the ark had become a popular diversion; even 
the rain and waves were a welcome relief from the endless rows of boxes, tanks, 
stalls, and cages stacked together along the endless aisles. Everyone enjoyed the 
view outside, so Ham had built a small platform where they could sit and watch 
the sea. She fumbled her way up in the half light, pulled the wide leather belt 
from its hook, and fastened it around her waist. Short ropes hung from either 
side, and she tied them to eyebolts set into either end of the platform. Wearing 
the restraint was one of Noah’s iron rules and Madrazi obeyed without a second 
thought; she had seen men swept overboard before and could not imagine a 
more terrifying death. She sat upright in the darkness, curling her arms around 
her knees and peering out the half-open window. Nervous, she began to twirl a 
lock of hair tightly around her finger, then let it unwind, repeating the motion 
again and again.    

Only the white smoke of the rain hitting the sea and the foam at the tops of 
breaking waves were visible. She could hear their swash and the steady patter of 
rain; she could smell the dampness; she could feel the power of the waves as the 
bow rose and fell, but her eyes could not penetrate the night shadows.     

Sitting there, she remembered Methuselah’s final hour. He had possessed 
such certainty, but had never demanded the same of her. Instead, just as he 
predicted, she had seen the prophecy fulfilled firsthand. That was just as well, 
she thought sourly, for the unrelenting rain had nearly extinguished her ability 
to take anything on faith. Even the memory of the light leading the animals 
inside had been darkened, and she could pass the great door now without 
shivering at the memory of the invisible hand that had closed it. There had been 
too many dark days upon darker waters.  

Hearing the rain and the waves, she wondered again if the Creator had 
unleashed primal forces too great to control. It was her greatest fear. Which 



134 MABBUL 
 

 
 

power would prevail—her enemy, the sea, or Noah’s God? The next hour 
would tell. If the rain continued? She felt her heart sink at the possibility. But if 
it ceased? She shivered, more afraid of that outcome. 

Perhaps Debseda was right. Timing mattered little; the destination was 
everything. She shook her head. She could not give her trust to one whose word 
was unworthy. Debseda’s way ended in self-reliance, and that had already 
proven too fragile a foundation for her life.  

Her eyes ached with the strain of staring into the blackness. Her ears 
strained to catch the smallest variation. Nothing. She felt her heart sink. As if 
that was not enough, a freak wave broke high on the bow and a gush of warm 
water splashed through the window, soaking her. It was too much! She grabbed 
angrily for the hem of her skirt to dry her face. Water from her hair was still 
dripping in her eyes, so she shut them against the salty sting and pulled her 
dripping hair back. Holding it with one hand, she angrily groped at her clothes, 
ripping a strip of fabric free and tying back her hair, jerking out more than a few 
strands in the process. Finally, she found her skirt again to wipe the salt from 
her eyes.   

As her vision cleared she caught her breath and forgot all about her hair 
and eyes. Her heart began to race. She rubbed her eyes again and looked out, 
anger vanishing like sea foam in a high wind. Surely this was a dream! She 
closed her eyes and slowly opened them again. There it was! She could see the 
dark face of the water in front of her; the waves marching off like black dunes 
into the rapidly-receding horizon. The curtain of rain was lifting. Was it a mere 
lull? She strained every sense. Soon, her ears confirmed what her eyes could not 
accept. The rattle on the roof was fading.    

She held her breath. The world still lay in gray shadow. She blinked again 
and exhaled sharply, praying that her eyes were not playing her false. 
Spellbound, she watched the black turn to the dirty gray of predawn. Minutes 
sped by as the sea and sky gained definition.   

And then…there! Out at the edge of sight, she caught a pinpoint of light. 
At first she hardly noticed it winking in and out, like a guttering candle. Then a 
patch of lighter sky spread upward and outward. Everywhere the light touched, 
the dirty gray turned to blue—either the lighter shade of the morning sky or the 
deep cobalt of the sea. Dark clouds dispersed, and the light, so tenuous just 
moments before, suddenly blazed into morning. Weeks of nothing but rain 
made the scene the most glorious she had ever beheld. Then light—real light—
exploded into the sky. With it came color, more beautiful than ever before—
purple, red, orange, and finally the golden yellow that swallowed all other hues 
and leaped up from the distant waves in triumph. After so many dark days it 
was blinding and she had to shade her eyes with her hand. Even the ocean was 
changed; its dark menace gave way to an inviting shimmer.   

Madrazi sat entranced. It was true! Her prayer answered, His promise kept! 
Methuselah was right! She felt strangely warmed, as if he were looking down 
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and chuckling at her surprise. The light touched her skin, but suffused much 
deeper. “You answered,” she whispered.   

For some minutes tears rolled silently down her cheeks as she just sat and 
watched the world emerge from its forty-day nightmare. Happiness swelled 
inside and could not be contained. It shook her, sweeping away weeks of 
exhaustion, danger, and sorrow. If her heart was a seed, then its hard pod had 
split asunder and the kernel inside could now sprout and grow.   

Then her mind turned to the others. This was news! She could not keep it 
to herself. Her hand trembled as she reached for the signal bell. There was no 
hesitation. This was no time for sleep. The bell shattered the dark silence of the 
ark and its ringing was followed by wild screams of pure joy. She didn’t know 
whether to laugh or cry, but she could no more keep either inside than she 
could stop the waves.    

 
* * * * 

Shem was standing upright before he realized he was awake, then the bell 
pealed again. Then he heard Madrazi’s voice, high and far off in the front of the 
ark. It held a peculiar note and his first thought was for her safety. Reflex sent 
him sprinting down the deck before his mind told him to leave the room. He 
was twenty paces towards the front before it struck him that yellow light was 
streaming in through the cracks in the windows. The sight brought him up 
short. Fully awake, he heard Madrazi again and realized that there was no panic 
or terror, but a vocal echo of the return of the sun to its rightful place in the 
morning sky. Then he heard the swish of the sea outside, the creaking of 
wooden timbers, and the excited noises of the animals joining his wife in 
welcoming the return of light to their world—everything but pounding rain 
above. Birds were squawking, sheep bleating, dogs barking, and cattle lowing. 

He heard the others emerging from their rooms behind him, but did not 
wait. He started running again, dodging every obstacle. Launching himself from 
several paces away, he soared high, hooked the top of the ladder with both 
hands, and scrambled up onto the parapet. Madrazi sat before the open 
window, waiting with arms open wide and a smile that warmed him more than 
the sun. Not hesitating, he rushed to her and gathered her into his arms. Hers 
tightened convulsively around him.  There were no words; none were needed.   

Finally he felt her relax into his embrace. Then he felt soft lips against his 
ear and heard their whisper. “He kept his promise…He kept his promise….” 
Shem contented himself with holding her and burying his face in her damp hair 
until he heard the excited speech of the others coming forward.   

He turned to the window, one arm still around her shoulders. They shared 
one more view of the golden waters before them. Looking back into the dim 
spaces, he was struck by the contrast. “Let the light in,” he cried and began to 
open other windows wide. Madrazi laughed as a wave broke against the broad 
bow and spray greeted his efforts. But she quickly joined him, working across to 
starboard, then aft.  
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As they did, great squares of sunlight streamed into the ark, and with each 
new shaft, a swelling chorus of bleating and baying welcomed the new day. 
Suddenly there were no more windows to open; the others had clambered up 
and taken over the task. So Madrazi climbed down and met Shem in the main 
aisle, watching sunlight flood into the ark. Steam rose from the decks at their 
feet as patches of dampness that had persisted for weeks shriveled before the 
new heat. Shem was staring at her, as though the new light bathing her face 
brought some new beauty. The days of darkness were over.   

 
* * * * 

Forty-first Day of Voyage, or the 27th day of the 3rd month of Noah’s 600th year. It’s over! 
With my own eyes I have seen it. The promise was true. Forty days and nights, and then the 
waters stopped. The sun returned, and with it, the sky! Everything looks different in the light; 
it’s like waking from a dark dream. Even the seas are moderating, though they remain high. I 
can take a noon sighting today—at worst making a reasonable guess at our northerly position. 
If the stars return and the seas ease more, perhaps more will be possible in the days ahead. 
Everyone is relieved and happy. Tonight we celebrate.   

 
That evening Madrazi stood beside Wen-Tehrom, arranging slices of cheese 

on a platter. With calmer seas stretching out to a now-distant horizon, a fire 
burned in the stove, though precautionary water buckets made the women step 
carefully. Lentils boiled in one pot and the pungent aroma of baking apples rose 
from the oven. Fresh bread cooled on the counter, covered by thin white cloth. 
Yaran had taken the effort to churn butter and was setting it out with honey and 
salt. The morning had brought new life and it was only fitting to feast in the 
evening.    

To emphasize the celebration, lace now decorated the tabletop and oil 
lamps hung from nearby posts, creating an oasis of light. They were a nice 
change from candles, even apart from their advantages. Olive oil was plentiful, 
candles were not. More importantly, a candle could fall and start a fire; although 
oil was a mess to clean, it posed little danger of fire since it would not burn by 
itself. 

“Dark orange to white,” Wen-Tehrom reminded her, leaning over her 
shoulder and circling her hand over the cheese. “If it looks good, it will taste 
better.” Madrazi smiled. It had been many long days since she had heard an 
example of the older woman’s kitchen wisdom. For a moment it felt like their 
old home.  

Wen-Tehrom interrupted again, reaching into a sealed pot and withdrawing 
some sprigs of parsley. “Here,” she said. “I saved these for a special occasion. 
They may not be fresh, but they improve the appearance all the same.”   

Madrazi plucked one up, stuck it behind her ear, and made a face. “Does it 
work every time?” 
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“Only if anchoring a veil,” laughed Yaran, coming up behind her. “You 
could always try some of Debseda’s scent. Shem would still have to close his 
eyes, but at least you would smell nice.…”   

Madrazi turned and stuck out her tongue. “Why waste it? Tonight he gets 
the subtle scent of cattle, but tomorrow is special…aroma of goat. Or maybe,” 
she grinned wickedly, “I’ll just have him ask Japheth for advice on how to close 
his eyes and hold his nose at the same time!” 

Yaran giggled. “Floating on a giant ocean, you would think that we would 
be wishing for anything but…” 

“Steam, soap, oil, and scent,” interrupted Madrazi. 
“What am I missing?” asked Debseda, drawn by their laughter. 
Madrazi and Yaran looked at each other and put their fingers to their noses. 

“A bath!” they cried in unison.   
Debseda’s face went scarlet, then white with rage.  
Madrazi reached out for her arm. “Come, come…we’re just teasing each 

other.” 
Debseda grated her reply. “You’ll forgive me if I don’t see the humor!” She 

wrenched her arm away. “Keep your hands to yourself and don’t patronize me! 
Just because I’m the youngest….” 

Yaran stared wordlessly, but Madrazi felt her own temper rise. Only the 
timely intervention of Wen-Tehrom prevented her nasty retort. The older 
woman stepped between them and raised her hand. “There was no insult 
intended, Deb. Calm yourself and accept their apology. Tonight is no time for 
anger.” 

“I’m sorry,” added Yaran, recovering quickly. “We were just teasing each 
other and got carried away. Right, Madrazi?” She dug her elbow into Madrazi’s 
side.  

“Of course,” mumbled Madrazi. Why was the woman so prickly? She had 
done more than any of them to fight off the effects of living in a floating barn, 
constantly wearing scent to cover the clinging odors of the ark. Ham had 
certainly seemed appreciative. And if conditions precluded hot baths and clean 
clothes, humor helped make it more bearable for them all.   

Debseda slid a mask over her anger and nodded to both of them, though 
her insincerity was obvious. She wouldn’t meet Wen-Tehrom’s eyes, and after 
the older woman had turned away, she shot Madrazi a poisonous glare. Madrazi 
simply rolled her eyes and went back to work. Debseda was in one of her 
moods. She chose her usual method of dealing with it—ignore it now and later 
they would both apologize and regret the exchange.   

 
* * * * 

Debseda stalked aft to the storeroom, hands clenched at her side. A 
mounting rage threatened to overwhelm her. The gall of Madrazi! She didn’t 
need to remind everyone how unpleasant the past days had been. Some jest! It 
was probably a veiled reference to the stench of her illness. Even though weeks 
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had passed, she remembered it all too well. Her room stank, her bed stank, she 
stank…leave it to Madrazi to bring that up again.   

Inside the storeroom she stopped short at a new thought. When she had 
been sick, she had remained naked in bed to ease the burden of keeping her 
clean. Her mind recreated the picture—Madrazi cataloging every flaw of her 
body to share later with Yaran. No wonder they were laughing at her! She shook 
with rage. Just because Madrazi possessed a flawless body.…   

That brought to mind the picture of her mother in her dreams—tall, lithe, 
light-haired. She ground her teeth. What trick of fate had made her short, dark, 
and fat—a superior woman in an inferior body? She drew a deep breath. How 
could she fulfill her heritage if she couldn’t control her temper? It seemed to be 
more difficult each day.   

And yet…another thought intervened. Her body had proven an effective 
disguise. Had she looked like her mother, she would never have been wed to 
Ham…never been selected for survival. Noah would not have allowed one of 
Sechiall’s kind onto his ship—much less into his family! The thought chilled 
her. And Madrazi held that leverage too. Had she said anything? Certainly to 
Shem…he had been acting suspiciously. Would he tell Ham and then try to pry 
him away from her? She must not allow it.   

Ham was besotted with her now—her awakening fire seemed to draw him 
like a moth to a candle—but would that last if he knew of her blood? Her 
confidence in that, at least, was growing. Her ability to turn Ham to her will was 
being proved each day. Let the others shun her; she would bind Ham to her 
with strong sons. He would see what the blood of superior man could bring 
when his descendents rose above the others to take their rightful place.    

Content in that thought, she hid her heart, composed her features, and 
fixed a smile on her face before she returned to help the others.   

 
* * * * 

 
Exalt the Creator, let your praises sound; 

He is the King, the Lord of all. 
His power upholds the sun and moon; 

And His finger can touch the farthest star. 
His finger can touch the farthest star. 

 
Men tested His patience and roused his wrath; 

The deepest depths are now their grave. 
Their eyes were hard, their hearts were cold; 

But He laughed at them from His holy throne. 
He laughed at them from His holy throne. 

 
The breath of His nostrils blasted the sea; 
His word unchained its deepest springs. 
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The windows of heaven He threw open wide, 
And His judgment rained down on the sons of men. 

His judgment rained down on the sons of men. 
 

But mercy is found in the midst of wrath, 
An ark to shelter those He loves.  

A remnant to once again fill the Earth; 
And a people to worship His holy name. 

A people to worship His holy name. 
 
Madrazi sipped her cider and let the memory of the sunrise flood her mind 

again, and the rest of Yaran’s song faded before it. Eventually, the strains of 
harp and pipes died away as the last notes echoed down the darkened aisles. It 
was late, but the lamps created an oasis of light. The fears and tensions of past 
weeks melted away in the glow of good food, song, and quiet conversation. 
Waters extended to every horizon, but everyone felt renewed hope. There was 
talk that the seas would recede quickly, and a few months would see them safely 
aground.  

Madrazi privately thought that foolish, but kept her own council. Glancing 
over, she saw Noah frown slightly, then shrug and pick up his wine. Chaos had 
driven the waters to their present height and the ark had nearly perished; if they 
withdrew at the same rate, they would never survive. She preferred a slow gentle 
recession. And had the waters even reached their peak? She looked back at 
Noah and caught his eye. A flicker of amused agreement told her that he shared 
her doubts. He shook his head slightly and she responded with an equally 
unobtrusive nod. Debseda had been right about one thing; the key was staying 
focused on the new world. There was no profit in pessimism on a night like 
this. 

She leaned back and stared out into the darkness, listening with one ear as 
Wen-Tehrom told the tale of Jubal and the first harp. It was a good story—a 
long journey to a far land; a duel of wits with an evil, but beautiful enchantress; 
and his escape with the father of harps on a giant bird—but she had heard it 
many times. Drifting back to the morning, she recalled the inexplicable feeling 
that flooded her heart as soon as she saw the sun. There had been a hint of a 
feeling of Methuselah’s presence; had she accidentally brushed the veil that 
separated the eternal from mortal sight? She shivered. Shem, mistaking it for 
chill, drew her closer against his warmth. She rested her head on his shoulder 
and put her worries aside. Their voyage had taken a new turn. A promise had 
been kept; now she had one to keep in return. 
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Chapter 19 
LANDMARKS 

Day 42 
 
 
 
 

adrazi slept late, waking to the words of last night’s song echoing in her 
head. But mercy is found in the midst of wrath…. What a difference the sun made! 
Yesterday had brought laughter, song, and light in the place of shadows. It was 
a promise of good years to come—life as it once was. Her mouth watered at the 
only-slightly-guilty memory of the half dozen mugs of hot cider…enough to 
drive her to the head in the middle of the night, but worth every sip! And hot 
drinks were a mere token. After plowing through fresh bread, hot stew, and a 
generous assortment of their precious preserved fruit and vegetables, the family 
had stayed late at the table, nursing cups of wine to wash down the last few 
morsels of cheese and dates. Old songs were sung without tears and Japheth 
garnered laughs with an extemporaneous poem spoofing everyone’s foibles in 
the harsh days behind them. Even Debseda had laughed at the stanza 
suggesting that her sickness was a ruse to escape the lower deck.   

And just to prove yesterday was no dream, the sun was up again, filling the 
ark with light. A stray shaft lit the skylight to her room and chased her out of 
bed. She rose reluctantly, threw on her clothes, splashed some water on her 
face, and made her way out. For a moment she just stopped and looked up and 
down the great deck. Light streamed in the starboard windows; nothing looked 
the same. Light added space, even beauty—the windows were like inlaid squares 
of pure gold against the dark wood. She inhaled deeply as she caught the scent 
of fresh salt air carrying away musty odors of damp animals that had clogged 
her nostrils for weeks.   

No one was visible, but amid the ruins of breakfast some kind soul—
probably Wen-Tehrom—had left food on the table, so she enjoyed a small 
hurried meal. The angle of the sun spoke plainly of time lost in the face of too 
much work to be done. Songs and poems faded as her mind slid back to the 
daily routine. Today it was the sheep and the water troughs on the port side, 
forward of the servants’ cabins. She rose with a sigh and started down the deck.  

As she hurried past the empty cabins she saw that the door of the 
forwardmost room was hooked open so she glanced curiously inside. Japheth 
was standing with his back to her on a makeshift stack of bales. He was 
arranging others in the storage area, divided from the rest of the room by rope 
netting stretching from wall to wall and halfway to the ceiling. As she watched, 
he teetered at the edge of the netting, leaning forward to stack those he had just 
thrown over. She eased in the door, making no sound. He was too intent on his 
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task to notice. He braced his left arm against the ceiling and bent precariously 
forward to maneuver another into place.   

With a mischievous grin, Madrazi tiptoed forward. This was just too good 
to pass by. Japheth was just a little higher than the rows of bales already in 
place, leaning as far forward as he could, and muttering under his breath. On 
silent feet, Madrazi waited for the ark to roll back to port and then suddenly 
jarred the stack of bales beneath his feet. It worked perfectly. He flipped 
forward with the roll of the ship, landing with a startled cry facedown on the 
hay behind the netting. Madrazi burst out laughing, and laughed again as he fell, 
trying to regain his footing on the slippery hay.    

Engrossed in the scene, the sudden sensation of cold water down her neck 
almost sent her out of her sandals. The laughter rising in her throat turned into 
a half shriek as she whirled around to find Shem, a waterskin held high. Fright, 
anger, and embarrassment brought color to her face. “How dare you?” she 
spluttered. “You…you…sneak!” She lunged forward but Shem skipped back, 
shaking with silent laughter while Japheth clambered out of the hay, his mood 
miraculously changed; he was now laughing uproariously.   

“It’s not often you see such swift justice,” he managed to choke out. “And 
from such an impartial judge too!” He made a show of brushing the loose stalks 
from his clothes and executed a sweeping bow to his brother. Turning to 
Madrazi, he grinned. “And you thought you had escaped with the perfect 
crime.”  

Her face flamed, but Japheth didn’t relent. “Here, you lawbreaking wench. 
Can’t you see we’re in the grand courtroom of Judge Shem? Bow before him, or 
face the consequences.” Both men doubled over with laughter. 

Madrazi struggled to regain a semblance of poise. “I’ll show the judge some 
consequences later,” she threatened stiffly. “You had better straighten the 
courtroom,” she said with as much dignity as she could muster, waving at the 
hay strewn in front of them, before beating a hasty retreat. Once outside, she 
stopped and listened against the wall for a moment.  Japheth was still talking. 

“…must have jumped a foot off the deck,” he laughed. “Perfect timing….” 
“… the courtroom,” laughed Shem. Madrazi pressed her ear to the wall.   
“If you want, I’ll paint it on the door, with your likeness in a white hood,” 

Japheth offered. “As big as the door. She’ll have to look at it every time she 
goes by.” Madrazi gritted her teeth, regretting her initial impulse. Leave it to 
those two to turn the tables so adroitly.   

“Great name…” continued Japheth. “I can’t wait to see her again.” He 
lowered his voice to a deep bass, “Been to court lately, madam?” They both 
laughed again. “Watch out for Judge Shem! He’s a hard, hard man!” 

 
Madrazi stalked off. Before she had gone past the horses, Sorga trotted up. 

“Where were you when I needed someone to watch my back?” she scolded. He 
cocked his head and looked at her and then rubbed his nose against her thigh. 
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“Very well,” she relented, stooping to pet him. I forgive you this time…but 
don’t let it happen again!” 

By the time she reached the sheep, Madrazi’s humor had reasserted itself. 
“The courtroom,” she giggled. “I’ll just have to remind Japheth who got 
executed first!” On a morning like this she could no more stay in a bad mood 
than she could fly. Even the sheep had caught the mood; they all rushed to the 
gate as she walked up, and she took the time to pet each one. Just a few days 
ago, they had been huddling together facing away from her at the far end, too 
unhappy to acknowledge her presence. Sorga pranced jealously before the gate. 
“It’s their turn,” she said with mock severity.   

As she moved forward, she saw other creatures responding in similar 
fashion to the new day and fresh air. She could hear the birds singing up in the 
bow, something that had been missing for weeks. But she was no animal and it 
was more than sunlight and fresh air that was stirring her spirit. A promise had 
been kept; a prayer answered. She shivered at the import. In the initial euphoria 
of yesterday, she had turned her mind to sensation, but there were deeper 
realities that could not be ignored. Not sure where to begin, she decided to 
return to the window. So she left her work and made her way forward.   

Staring out over the endless sunlit waves, she simply absorbed the beauty of 
the vista that had seemed so dark the day before. “How it has changed,” she 
breathed out loud. Then seeing the waves vanish into a far horizon, she realized 
there was a more practical import to that change. “Where are we?” she 
whispered. At last she could sight the sun and begin to guess their position—
had they been driven south or north?   

But her spirit would have none of the diversion. “Where am I?” That was 
the harder question—one she must face squarely. But how to answer it? She 
thought for some time about Shem, Noah, Methuselah…what was it about 
them? They all possessed some special knowledge of the Creator. She must gain 
it too. Satisfied that she had something concrete to do, she gave herself back to 
the view.   

Walking across to port, she looked out and saw nothing but waves. “If the 
lands change after the sea retreats then even when the waters are gone my 
geography will be of no use!” She pulled herself up short. Knowledge is always 
useful, her father had said over and over again. But it’s more useful if you use it, she 
would finish. “Besides,” she laughed as she pulled her shoulders straight, “who 
can criticize my calculations? I’m humanity’s foremost navigator!”    

She sighed. “But still lost,” she whispered. The art of navigation at sea 
centered on the basic problem of finding one’s position on the surface of a 
sphere. Any farmer could find his way to town by marking unusual trees or 
following a river, but trees died and rivers dried. It took the fixed reference 
points in the heavens to determine where that tree or river sat. The Earth was 
not destroyed; its face was marred and all landmarks gone. But the sun still 
shone, as did the moon and stars. As long as they continued their stately dance, 
she could work it out…perhaps even well enough to compare their position 
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with the few maps she still possessed of the lost world. The principles remained; 
her father had drilled them into her from a tender age. Remapping the heavens 
would be a daunting task—she silently thanked him for those long nights 
beneath the stars.   

She was still thinking of gnomons and great circles when light footsteps 
sounded behind her and the distinctive scent of Debseda’s perfume filled the 
air. Madrazi had been kneeling on the window seat and felt awkward as she 
unhooked the safety lines and stepped down. She turned and saw cool blue eyes 
appraising her. Debseda stood silent, but Madrazi ignored her little game and 
smiled. “Good morning,” she said cheerfully. 

Debseda nodded and turned to look out the window. “I spoke with Yaran.” 
She hesitated. “She explained what happened yesterday. I made a fool of myself 
and owe you both an apology.” Madrazi only nodded; her sister didn’t sound 
very sorry. Debseda stared out the window.   

“We are family,” replied Madrazi. “I understand anger—my temper has 
snapped more than once these past days. Those things come and go, but 
families remain constant; always there for each other, so that none of us lose 
our way.” She felt proud—Wen-Tehrom couldn’t have done it better.   

“Is that where we stand with each other?” queried Debseda. 
“We are family.”   
Madrazi stifled a smile. Debseda wasn’t as opaque as she imagined. It was 

clear that her apology had been a formality and a prelude to a request. The 
younger woman knew the rudiments of negotiation, but while her father had 
been haggling in the bazaars of villages, Pomorolac had been playing the great 
game in the hall of the Guild. Debseda was an overconfident novice. So while 
she stood staring out the window, Madrazi replayed the conversation in her 
head and saw the question she was expected to ask. Letting a touch of 
impatience tinge her voice, she asked, “What service can I provide?” 

“Silence.” The abruptness of the word startled Madrazi, but she managed to 
keep any expression from her face and turned to meet Debseda’s searching 
eyes. The younger woman laughed softly.  “Come, come, Madrazi. Don’t feign 
ignorance. I may have been sick and distracted, but we both know what I said 
and we are both skilled in geography.” She paused. “But you don’t know the 
whole story…even I was never told. But I know this, as should you—on the 
day of my birth, my father took me from that evil city and spent the rest of his 
life fleeing it. Don’t judge me by some accident of birth.” 

After a moment she gestured out the window. “When this is gone, what is 
revealed will be our world. The old one is gone and we must create another. A 
fresh start.” 

Madrazi nodded. “I believe in judging someone by what they make of 
themselves, not by their ancestors.” She turned her own eyes out to sea. “It’s 
beautiful today,” she mused, “but who knows what tomorrow will bring? I 
wonder what it is beneath the surface that stirs the storms.” 
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Debseda’s eyes narrowed. “Not everyone shares your broadminded 
attitude,” she admitted cautiously. The veiled message—a subtle call to pride—
might have once resonated, but today it merely irritated. Debseda spoke on, 
unawares. “That is why I seek your discretion. You, of all people, understand 
that the past is no longer our concern. And, of course I don’t want to cause 
strife in our family.” 

Madrazi was suddenly tired of the sparring. “We cannot erase the past. Its 
lessons will be of value to our children. All we need do is show them this ship!” 
She ignored Debseda’s sudden stiffness. “But you need not concern yourself. 
Though I don’t know why you don’t confide in your husband, I have no 
intention of repeating your words.” Debseda smiled her relief. Madrazi 
continued blandly, “As I said, deeds mean more than blood.” 

Debseda’s smile froze on her lips. Madrazi sighed and wondered why her 
sister was so obsessed over those unguarded words. As she said, it was far in the 
past and no fault of hers. Why then was she acting so…guilty?   

Debseda had evidently concluded that she had obtained what she sought—
everyone knew Madrazi’s word was reliable. She brightened once more and laid 
an awkward hand on Madrazi’s arm. “Good! I’m glad that is done.” She moved 
around the side of the seat and looked out the open window. “More sunlight 
today…I always loved the sun…am I interrupting?” 

“Not really,” replied Madrazi, relieved that the contest was over. “Now that 
I have some sunshine and time I was just trying to catch up on my thoughts.” 

Debseda did not accept the hint. Instead she leaned against the window sill 
and asked, “What have you concluded?”  

“Nothing yet,” returned Madrazi, a little sharply. She took a deep breath. 
“We cannot deny the destruction that has occurred or the power behind it. I 
want to understand what lies behind all this… like…well…like its justice,” she 
concluded.   

Debseda nodded knowingly. “My mind is already settled on that score. 
Justice defines relationships between equals. There is no denying the destruction 
or the superior power that brought it upon men, so who am I to question 
whether either is just? It is just there. The Creator has proven himself superior. 
There is nothing else to question.” 

Madrazi frowned. “Do you mean that He brought judgment unjustly?” 
Debseda sighed. “No. That concept is irrelevant in this case. We obviously 

cannot forestall what was done or what will be done. So whether we choose to 
label it with mere human words like ‘just’ or ‘unjust’ is of no consequence. He 
has done what He has done. We were lucky enough to survive. Others were 
not. That’s so obvious that it’s not worth puzzling over.” 

Madrazi was intrigued at this novel view. “But if the Creator acts 
capriciously, how can we depend on His promises? After all, the rain stopped 
on the forty-first day—just as He said.” 

“And would it have mattered if it had stopped on the thirty-first?” Debseda 
raised her eyebrows in mock surprise. “What matters is that it stopped; we 
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survived and must live out our days without seeing such chaos again. You must 
admit that we would be better off with God at a distance. Every time He 
intrudes, it is to punish. Adam. Cain. This….” She waved her hand out the 
window. “Wouldn’t our lives be better if He just left us alone? Men once did 
well by themselves.” 

Madrazi snorted. “Like those that came to murder us after butchering our 
household? We would be dead too, if they had not been stopped by God’s 
interference. I’m glad they’re dead! They were all too eager to do Sechiall’s dirty 
work.” 

At the mention of Sechiall, Madrazi thought she detected a spark of anger 
in Debseda’s eyes. “What about those in Lamech?” she retorted. 

“They put him in power…they shared his guilt.” 
“All of them?” Debseda arched an eyebrow. “There were none undeserving 

such a fate? Some small child, some poor widow…anyone?” She turned on 
Madrazi spitefully. “Jeriah?” 

Madrazi’s face went white and her eyes blazed. Debseda shrank back, 
looking as if she expected to be struck. Suddenly her face fell and fear touched 
her eyes. “I’m sorry!” She held up her hands. “I don’t know why I said that…it 
just came out.” 

Madrazi’s anger vanished as quickly as it had come. What good was it? 
Debseda wasn’t sorry. She only feared that her offense would negate the 
promise of silence. Madrazi sighed. But Jeriah had been a friend and as much as 
she wanted for Debseda to just leave, she could not let her words stand 
unchallenged. For the first time in days, she felt the familiar stab of grief.   

Drawing a breath, she tried to explain. “I loved her too much to judge. She 
made a choice. She had to die with it and I will have to live with it…for the rest 
of my days.” Her voice wavered and she clenched her fists and looked away.   

“As for any others,” she continued tightly, “who am I to say? “I’m not the 
judge so I cannot condemn the One who is. Even if I was innocent how could I 
impute guilt to Him? You delude yourself. If God is just, then I can trust Him 
tomorrow; if not, then I cannot. If He is not, where is your bright future? 
Another flood may come…perhaps next year. I want a future as much as you 
do, but it needs a firmer foundation than wishful thinking.”   

Debseda breathed a poorly hidden sigh of relief and Madrazi silently willed 
her to walk away. If Debseda thought that her promises rested on the caprice of 
temper, she didn’t know her at all. But again the younger woman made the 
wrong choice, trying to reenter the discussion as a disinterested partner. “If all 
were guilty, could not it be said that they were made that way? If so, then isn’t 
punishment still a simple exercise of power?” 

Madrazi no longer wanted the conversation or the company, and regretted 
sharing her thoughts. “If life and death depended only on power, then we 
would have died at the hand of Sechiall,” she retorted. “After all, he was 
powerful!” 
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Debseda’s face reddened. “Obviously not! He’s dead; we are not. Therefore 
our destiny is greater than his.”   

Madrazi was surprised at the heat in her reply. Why should mention of 
Sechiall stir this woman? Her face hardened. She was tired of Debseda. First she 
had played games to obtain her word, instead of simply asking directly and 
honestly. Then she had insulted Jeriah. Now she was too obtuse to just shut her 
mouth and walk away.   

Evidently her frustration was showing; Debseda restrained herself with a 
visible effort. Taking a deep breath, she continued with a softer voice. “I won’t 
tell you what to think, and I certainly cannot ferret out the ways of the Creator. 
I’ll leave that to Noah!” She forced her lips into a smile. “We have a new world 
waiting: a barren land to transform into gardens, sons to bear, children to teach, 
and cities to build. That is the center of my thoughts, hopes, and dreams.” 

Madrazi stared again out the window. “Then I envy you. Those hopes and 
dreams could never be enough for me.” 

Debseda dropped her eyes. “I hope you find your satisfaction. I am glad 
that you can forgive me for my angry words yesterday…and my foolish words 
just now.” 

Madrazi sighed and watched her walk away. Staring after her receding form 
for some minutes, she slowly shook her head. The voyage was working its 
changes on them all—but she feared that not all of them were for the best.   

 
* * * * 

Debseda walked back to her room, not even trying to mask her satisfaction. 
After days of wrestling with her problem, she had finally hit on a solution. 
Madrazi’s vanity lay in her integrity. Everyone knew that she would cling to her 
word to her own detriment. Seen in that perspective, the solution had been 
simple. Just obtain her promise. If she kept it, the secret would be safe. If not, 
she would have violated an oath to a member of her family. Tradition would 
demand a loss of status, perhaps even for Shem. A part of her hoped that 
Madrazi would speak out and ruin her husband. She had been feeling 
increasingly uncomfortable around Shem. If Madrazi had said nothing to him, 
then why did he act so suspicious? Maybe he saw something…Sechiall had read 
her eyes easily enough.  

No. Shem was not Sechiall. He was not of superior blood. He was simply 
jealous of Ham. That must be it! But if Shem was disgraced, then Ham would 
be one step closer to his rightful place—with only the weak Japheth in his way. 
The more she thought about it, the more she realized that she must consider 
how to provoke such an outburst from Madrazi. Anything was possible in the 
heat of anger. Her smile grew as she headed down for the day’s work. She did 
look forward to the future…there were so many delightful possibilities. 

 
* * * * 
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Her reverie ruined, Madrazi made her way back, unconsciously checking 
troughs as she walked. Halfway down the aisle, she heard a commotion among 
the birds and retraced her steps, only to find them settling back onto their 
perches inside the aviary. Sorga slunk towards her with his nose and ears low. 
She laughed and knelt down. “The great hunter fails again.” The dog whined, 
but then reached up to lick her face. “Stop it!” she cried, but she lowered herself 
to the deck and Sorga gratefully rested his broad head in her lap. Dark eyes 
glanced up, as if sensing her anxiety.   

“You wouldn’t understand,” she whispered. He lifted his head and cocked 
it to one side. 

Madrazi smiled in return. “Very well. See if you can answer my questions.” 
“Why can’t people be more like you, Sorga? You show your heart in every 

gesture, yet we try so hard to hide ours.” Sorga licked her hand. “See. You felt 
affection and showed it. My sister shows affection, but feels nothing.”  

“Is that why God destroyed His creation? Was everyone so deceptive? 
Then why not me… I’m no different.” The dog rolled over to give her free 
access to his chest. He waved his legs, encouraging her to scratch. She complied 
with a sigh, still shaking her head.   

“Everything comes back to the heart. It’s the engine of evil; lips and hands 
are merely implements. But if the root of evil is one’s very soul, then can man 
be innocent?” She leaned back against a post and wrapped her arms around her 
knees. “And if everyone was already guilty, why bring a flood? We all die 
anyway.”  

She strained to remember Methuselah’s stories about the garden. After a 
moment, she remembered. Death was the penalty imposed on Adam—a penalty 
that would haunt his descendents throughout time. So why would God kill 
everyone at once? Her fingers stroked the dog’s head as he lay quietly, letting 
her ponder. “If I were the Creator, why would I do it?” Her brow furrowed. “It 
would demonstrate power,” she murmured slowly. “No one could call this an 
accident of nature. It would show authority over life and death. Debseda was 
right about that; we cannot deny His power.”   

Sorga rolled back over at the mention of Debseda’s name and flattened his 
ears. Madrazi chuckled. “Don’t let her see that face,” she warned. “She’s never 
liked you anyway.” Sorga sat up and ran out his tongue. “Yes,” she reassured 
him, “I like you…where were we? People had become hardened to death—it 
was simply a part of the fabric of life. What better way to remind them that it 
flowed from divine judgment than by executing the sentence on everyone 
simultaneously? So the flood shows us God’s power, reminds us of His 
judgment…what else? The sentence was executed by the Earth. That means 
that He must rule the cosmos too. In the years to come, who could ever fail to 
heed that kind of lesson? Men would have to deny that it ever happened!” 
Madrazi laughed at the idea. “No Flood? Ha!” 

“But what about me, Sorga? Noah is righteous, but claims he is not. What 
hope do I have? Everyone deserves death.” The dog whined. “Of course,” she 
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relented, “all of us people deserve death. I’m sure that you’re as pure as spring 
water!” She stopped abruptly, remembering Noah’s words long ago, comparing 
evil with impurities in spring water. So it is with men and evil. Evil may be hidden and 
may be small, but any amount, hidden or visible, contaminates the man and makes him 
impure in God’s sight. 

She had rejected those words at the time, but now she realized that he had 
been right. To make it worse, a new thought intruded. “And Sorga,” she 
whispered, “I count it less to offend you than Shem. It must be much worse to 
offend the Maker. What if the punishment depends not on the offense, but on 
the one offended?” 

But she still couldn’t understand why she was any different from anyone 
else. It would be the height of arrogance to assume some special place in the 
universe. Had Dajus been greedy? So had she. Had Subtur deceived? So had 
she. That hurt—she had always prided herself on her honesty. Then it hit her 
again: pride…another failure. Accusations were flying in from every direction. 
“Stop!” she cried aloud. Sorga bounded to his feet and looked at her in alarm. 
“Not you,” she soothed, “I need someone to love me.” 

And that, she realized, was the root. She feared the loss of Shem’s love. She 
had deceived him for twenty years. Evil was no abstraction. It was real, and it 
had the power to flail her heart. Conscience was a terrible instrument of torture, 
constantly scorching her soul with whispers of the Creator’s displeasure. The 
waters outside were a constant reminder of the cost of that displeasure. She 
shivered. How could she ever face Him? At that moment she could imagine no 
more terrible thing. 

Guilt could be suppressed, but never eradicated. And she was wrapped in 
its coils. How could she be free? She had not the power. Did Noah? How could 
she learn? She needed to start with something easy—apologizing to Noah and 
to Shem for the past twenty years. After all, she had offended them too. If they 
forgave her, maybe they would also explain how to find mercy from the 
Creator. 

She took a deep breath and ruffled the dog’s ears. “What a road, Sorga! 
Every time I think that I’m making progress, I end up lost again.” For even the 
thought of approaching Shem made her palms sweat. “They can’t be bothered 
now, Sorga. They’re just too busy. I’ll…I’ll wait for a better time.” But deep 
inside, she knew that she could come no closer to God until she dealt first with 
them.   

As she weakened, Debseda’s words returned, urging her to put away such 
thoughts, move on, and live a good life. She could simply love her family and 
correct her bad habits the rest of her days. They would see the changes and 
understand the need to avoid the embarrassment of rehashing the past. But 
conscience raised its ugly head. And sin locked away would only calcify. She 
needed a clean start or nothing at all. She needed absolution from men and 
God, but either prospect frightened her. She had always been so direct and 
forthright with others…what was this restraint that locked her lips? She longed 
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to release it, yet she couldn’t find the strength today. ‘But when?’ a small voice 
asked. She had no answer.   

 



 

  

Chapter 20 
HYPERCANE 

Day 140 
 
 
 
 
Eighty-second day of voyage or the 8th day of the 5th month of Noah’s 600th year. The sun 
reappeared today after several days of rain and wind, but the sea is still restless. The sun is not 
moving from noon to noon, so we must be drifting east, just south of Half North. Ham 
reported new cracks in the hull propagating out from the first one. No leaks yet, but he fears a 
failure in the adjacent framing members—which of course we cannot discern unless it gives 
way! Having seen the damage, I understand his fears. Even with the layered planking, the 
hull should not have held this long. It just does…but for how long? The damage is spreading; 
failure may be postponed, but it will be catastrophic when it comes. Everyone is praying for 
calmer seas. Yesterday we finished rain collectors that can be hung out the windows. Just in 
time! The water in storage is drinkable, but the rain tastes much sweeter.  
 

* * * * 
One hundredth day of voyage or the 26th day of the 5th month of Noah’s 600th year. Clouds 
and rain. Still drifting east. Ham is increasingly worried; he has not smiled in weeks. He has 
found a crack in another framing member, and last night saw water oozing in for the first 
time. It may be a weak seam, but even Noah is concerned. Ham says that the next storm will 
surely bring failure. Of course, he has been saying that all along. He will be right eventually. 
Noah continues to remind us that the same power that stirred the seas protects our lives. No 
sight of land. Are the waters still rising?  
 

* * * * 
One hundred and twenty-fifth day of voyage or the 21st day of the 6th month of Noah’s 600th 
year. Today is bright and beautiful. Fish teem around the ark and we can see the waving tails 
of weeds growing on the hull below the waterline. The leaks are slowly increasing around the 
damaged area, but are controlled by a few hours of pumping each day. It is good exercise for 
the draft animals. Ham is despondent, the others on edge. How much longer can we go on like 
this?   
 

* * * * 
One hundred and fortieth day of voyage or the 6th day of the 7th month of Noah’s 600th year. 
Seas rising. Storm approaching from southwest. Animals have been restless for two days—
they must have sensed its approach. Wind up already, the worst cloud bands are nearly upon 
us. Stove extinguished, lifelines restrung. Waves at ten cubits and building fast.  
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adrazi grabbed for a rope as a gust heeled the ark sharply over. She 
staggered, catching it just in time to brace herself against the wild swoop across 
another restless wave. A damp strand of hair flipped across her eyes, but she 
could not afford a free hand to put it back in place. She contented herself with a 
shake of her head and inched down the aisle back towards the pumps. As she 
progressed, movement became easier; the ark’s motion was easier towards the 
center of the hull. Had it only been a day? It seemed a week already.  

 
The evening before, the sun sank early into a dark mass of clouds that were 

rapidly filling the sky to the southwest. The air had been curiously still and the 
seas moderate, but the abnormal fetch of the waves confirmed the approach of 
a powerful storm. 

After eating and praying, Noah called a council. “This one will be bad and it 
is now clear that it won’t pass us by.” He paused, weighing everyone’s reaction. 
“By God’s protection we have weathered several storms and missed others. The 
same protection will see us through this one too, but we need to prepare.” He 
then turned to Ham. 

Ham frowned. His face was hollow and his eyes glittered with fear. 
Everyone knew what drove it—his dire predictions about the state of the hull 
left little question. But Ham kept his voice even and his words practical. 
“There’s not much more we can do below. If the damage spreads past the next 
bulkhead, we can shore that up too, but even if the hull holds, we will take on 
more water…much more. We need to start pumping now to get ahead of the 
leaks.” He looked wearily over at Shem. “Will the stock hold up if the storm 
lasts more than a day or two?” 

Shem shrugged. “We have little choice. We will use every animal that can 
pull a load: cattle, asses, horses, camels, llamas…even the elephants can take a 
turn if we can fit them to a harness.” He turned to Yaran. “Every working 
animal will need extra food and water. Use the elevators and move it now. If 
need be, the others can go hungry for a few days. Check after each shift for 
sores on their feet or where the harnesses rub. We don’t know how long we’ll 
need them, and they cannot keep working if they are hurt. Sleep when you can 
and eat whether you feel like it or not. We will need all our strength!” 

 
Shem’s predictions had proven correct, even if his optimistic advice had 

not. Immediately after the meeting broke up, Madrazi had taken a turn 
harnessing and unharnessing beasts to the windlass, prodding them around and 
around, listening to the hypnotic creak of the mechanism grind away the hours 
and the steady splash of the water overboard. Meanwhile Yaran and Japheth 
had shifted compressed hay and bags of grain up the elevators, where they lay 
piled haphazardly with a rope hastily looped around the stack. Ham had thrown 
together some extra pens near the pump, and Noah and Wen-Tehrom shifted 
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animals from their comfortable homes on the upper deck before the rising seas 
made the ramp impassible.  

Well into the night watch, Madrazi had finally staggered back to her room 
to collapse in bed for a few hours sleep. Shem shook her awake—it seemed as 
though she had just shut her eyes—and she took a minute for a few words in 
the log before stumbling back down to the middle deck for another shift.  

By midday the first band of storm clouds slammed into the starboard bow 
with a blast of wind that heeled the ark sharply about. But the redeployed 
drogue pulled the stern around and helped the vessel wallow back into the wind. 
The men bolted their food and hurried back to the lower deck; the women kept 
the animals at the pumps. The winds, which had pushed the waves higher all 
morning, continued to rise, and the watery hills outside grew into mountains. 
Madrazi was soon grateful for the temporary pens Ham had hastily constructed 
near the pumps—already the motion was so bad that the clumsier animals could 
no longer negotiate the narrow aisles and ramps to return to their stalls. The 
storm was building fast; the consolation being that it should blow by quickly. 

But it did not. If anything, it continued to grow in ferocity, as though it 
possessed some inhuman urge to surround them in its fury until the ark failed. 
Despite Shem’s admonition, there was little sleep for anyone and the hours 
blurred into days as an unending rush of wind and water battered the fragile 
wood of the ark. Madrazi listened in vain for any hint that the wind was dying—
she knew no wind could blow so hard for so long—but against all reason it 
continued to rise. By the second morning the waves were so high that all the 
windows were shut. The wind no longer blew in gusts; it was a sustained 
elemental force, threatening to heel them over into the raging seas.  

Madrazi and Yaran spent the last watch of the second night at the pumps. It 
seemed a lifetime. They no longer spoke to each other; it took too much effort. 
They were using the donkeys now, but the poor beasts made little progress. Had 
it not been for the harnesses, they would have been hard pressed just to keep 
their footing, and there was little that Madrazi or Yaran could do to help, other 
than prod them along when they tried to stop. The hours passed in a blur of 
noise and motion, broken occasionally by a distant crash as some barrel or box 
came loose and battered itself to pieces. Several times when the ark staggered in 
the trough of some monstrous wave the women clung to each other, certain 
that the bow would never rise again. Yet it inevitably did, reaching back up to 
find the wind once more and face the steep slide down into the next trough. 

Morning was little more than a lessening of the darkness; the sun was 
hidden and the rain sluiced down in a steady roar. Wen-Tehrom staggered into 
the pump room alone. “Debseda is sick.” Even shouting, she had to lean right 
up against the shoulders of the two women to make herself heard. Yaran 
pointed to herself and then to her mother. She then pointed to Madrazi and 
then up. Madrazi nodded. She would eat, snatch a quick nap and then relieve 
her sister. She shuddered as she contemplated the additional work.   
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It took the rest of her strength to struggle back up to the table, but it was 
well worth the effort; the wine warmed her stiff limbs. Ham arrived a moment 
later, soaked to the skin. He just shook his head at her questioning glance; it was 
too hard to talk. She managed to get a half cup of wine to him and he managed 
to drink half of that before the rest spilled. They staggered to the post that held 
the skins. With a hollow smile he drank straight from the skin while Madrazi 
broke off a chunk of bread from a nearby net. They clung to the post together, 
eating and drinking as best they could, not caring about spills and stains. 

His face answered her unasked questions. It was bleak and drawn. He tried 
to find a half smile for her, but could not. She patted him on the arm and shook 
her head. Seeing a nearby rag, she handed it to him and he dried his head as best 
he could. The wind eased as they dropped into a trough. “Fifty cubits and 
building,” he shouted, taking advantage of the lull. Madrazi realized that he had 
been up in the bow, looking at the seas. She shivered. A wave breaking against 
an open window could have slammed him back over the parapet to his death. 
As if reading her mind, he finally managed a half smile. “I ducked,” he shouted. 

She looked at him closely. They had all lost weight, but Ham’s face had 
aged a century. It was spare and hollow and his dark eyes had lost their light. 
Everyone depended on his strength, but there seemed little left to offer. She 
saw none of the inner fire and confidence he had radiated for the two decades 
she had known him—nothing remained but a battered husk. In the gray light 
she suddenly knew what he would look like as an old man. She desperately 
wanted to say something—anything to rekindle that inner fire—but could find 
no words.   

Instead she thought of a way to get him some rest. “Debseda is sick again.” 
The wind had risen again and she had to lean over and shout in his ear. “Go 
and do what you can. Sleep an hour. We need you strong!”   

He nodded numbly. “Keep pumping,” he replied. He tightened his grip on 
the lifeline and pulled himself across to his room.  

Madrazi made her way to her own cabin and collapsed on the bed. In spite 
of the pitching and the shrieking winds, sleep soon took her. 

 
* * * * 

Ham rolled his aching shoulders and tried, without success, to remember 
which day it was. He had lost track early on—the storm’s ferocity precluded 
mundane things like time. Moments, hours, and days merged into one extended 
nightmare of wind, rain, and high seas. His mind could no longer remember 
how long he had been down here since his last sleep. The past days had been a 
frantic race to shore up a larger section of the hull and try to plug the ever-
increasing number of leaks.   

Japheth sat braced in a corner, head slumped to his chest. Ham’s bleary eyes 
stayed locked on the hull. A now steady stream of water flowed down into the 
bilges. He shook his head, unable to deny the evidence of his eyes. It was clearly 
increasing. Three new leaks had opened since he had started this shift in this 
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stinking hell. Though still a long way from sinking, they were now taking on 
more water than could be pumped—even if the animals were fresh. But the 
livestock, like the women, were past the point of exhaustion.  

He sighed. This was it…the point he had feared for so long. Even if the 
tortured hull remained unchanged, the ship wouldn’t stay afloat for more than a 
day. And every creak suggested a faster, harsher alternative. Under the stresses 
of the past days—was it ten or only nine?—the framing members had 
weakened, irretrievably warping more planks, and opening new seams. Even 
though the first damaged plank had held, the result was now going to be the 
same. It had survived only at the expense of its neighbors, and soon an entire 
section of the hull would let go. Even if the storm stopped right now, the ship 
would not float much longer.  

A dark satisfaction welled up. At least the others finally understood. They 
now knew that even God could not or would not stop the inevitable. There was 
a morbid fulfillment in being proved right, but it was hollow—who wanted to 
die to prove a point? His craftsmanship may have put off the inevitable, but 
nothing could delay it any longer. He shook his head, sneering inwardly at his 
pride. In his most recent hours of semi-delirious sleep, he had dreamed of a 
small home; a place of peace and plenty, where he could care for Debseda and 
raise strong sons to master a new world. But it was clearly not meant to be. 
Apparently the Creator had changed His mind—He no longer felt Noah worth 
saving. Why had He brought them out onto this terrible ocean to die? Why not 
grant them the merciful quick death of everyone else?  

He could see nothing else to do and Japheth was too tired to help even if 
there had been any remedy within the bounds of human strength. So he decided 
to prepare his wife. Turning to Japheth, he shouted, “I’m going up. Stay and 
watch!” Japheth half nodded, then sank back.  

Back in their room Debseda lay groaning softly. Her face was ashen, and 
when he saw her huddled on the bed, his heart reproached him. Why had he 
wasted time down below? She had been his comfort these past months. None 
of the others had been able to help. Only her love…only her spirit…. He bent 
down, stroking her hair and calling her name. Her eyes fluttered open, then 
filled with fear as she read the expression on his face. He no longer tried to 
deny the obvious. “Yes, my love,” he admitted to her unspoken question. 
“Tomorrow it will be finished.” 

A spasm of anger twisted her beautiful lips. “Why were we ever brought on 
this fool’s journey?” she demanded weakly. “It would have been better to perish 
with the others. I’m sick of this endless water. The same waves from sky to sky, 
the same death awaiting us….”   

Then a new look flashed into her eyes—a resolve he had not seen for days. 
Her face grew hard. “No! We will survive—even if we must float on driftwood 
to the ends of the Earth. There is a new life waiting, a new world to be subdued. 
Only you and I have the vision, Ham! We must live!” She sank down, weakened 
by the effort. Ham turned away, not wanting her to see his tears. In that 
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moment he realized just how much her spirit dwarfed his. She had a hidden 
greatness that had lain dormant roused by adversity. It shamed him and he 
could no longer stand to be in her presence.   

Angry, he stumbled out of the room and knocked on his father’s door. 
Wen-Tehrom answered, her face pale and hollow, but her eyes as calm as ever. 
“Your father’s asleep. Is it necessary?” 

“Only as necessary as our lives, Mother,” he bit out. Wen-Tehrom said 
nothing else, but turned away. A moment later Noah came to the door and led 
Ham over to the table. Noah unhooked the wineskin and set it down between 
them. Ham shook his head but Noah drank.   

Ham did not wait. “It’s worse,” he shouted. “More leaks. Even if nothing 
else gives…another day in these seas….” He could not finish. 

Noah sighed and nodded. “Find Shem. Meet me below.” He stared off into 
the distance, as if seeing something in the dark shadows of the upper deck. 

Ham bristled, but rose and started forward. 
 
When the men arrived, Japheth was back up and mechanically stuffing rags 

into new cracks. Ham replaced the candles in several of the guttering lanterns. 
In the new light, he saw that all the planking was now slick with water, and the 
bilges sounded ominously full. Though the roar of the wind was muted, the 
pounding waves created their own din. Ham grabbed Noah’s arm and began 
pointing to the new leaks. “There’s no strength in this entire section,” he grated, 
raising his voice over the crashing waters. “It’s a miracle it’s still here…maybe 
the next wave…maybe another day…no more. Even if it holds, we sink 
tomorrow. The pumps can’t keep up.” The others stared hypnotically at the 
sheets of water trickling down the wood in front of them.   

“Is there no way to shore it up?” asked Shem.   
“No. Not with twenty men and twenty weeks. Not unless we’re out of the 

water.” He paused heavily. “And there’s still no sight of land. I looked this 
morning.   

“You could pass within a stone’s throw of a mountain in this mess and miss 
it!” interrupted Japheth sarcastically. Ham glared at him, but Noah interposed 
himself between them. 

“There is no land, my son,” he said gently.   
Ham exploded. “Then go and speak to your God! If He wants anything in 

this ark alive, He will need to create some today!” He stalked off towards the 
hatch.   

Shem made to follow, but Noah restrained him. “You would think that it 
was his own body that was broken instead of the ship,” Shem snapped. 

“It would be easier for him if it was,” answered Noah, sadly.   
 

* * * * 
Madrazi sat upright at the table. She had been dozing with her head in her 

arms. She could not recall falling asleep, but it must have been just a moment—
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her cup was rolling around on the floor beneath her feet. She had finished her 
shift at the pumps and was trying to find enough energy to struggle as far as her 
bed. She lifted her head and saw Ham storm into his room, and then winced as 
his slamming door echoed over the roaring wind and pounding seas. Curiosity 
brought strength, and instead of heading for bed, she made her way down to 
the middle deck, where she met the other men coming up. Their faces told her 
all she needed to know. Japheth continued aft, searching for Yaran. 

Shem pulled her against him and held her with his right arm, while clinging 
to a line with his left. Madrazi buried her face in his chest and tightened both 
arms around him. The idea of death surprised her. She had become so 
accustomed to simply accepting a future in a new world. Methuselah had 
predicted it, the Creator had promised, and Noah did not doubt. Shem had 
been so confident, so their long faces hit her doubly hard. Surprisingly, her 
greatest fear at that moment was not death, but the unresolved offenses of her 
past. Her conscience panicked; nothing was more important than setting things 
right. She clutched Noah’s sleeve without thinking. “Wait! Please….” 

All the months of vacillation melted away. Her excuses seemed foolish and 
petty. The forgiveness of these two men was suddenly of inestimable worth, and 
she was weary of her cowardice. All that sped through her mind in an instant. 
There was no one else about. It was now or never. She forced herself to look at 
them. “I need to talk to you both.” Shem glanced around and led them to a 
bench at a nearby worktable beneath the ramp. There was room for all three, 
and some trick of construction sheltered them from the worst of the noise.   

She sat stiffly, unsure how to begin. When Shem’s hand slid behind her 
shoulders and pulled her toward his shoulder, she shook it off and braced 
herself, fumbling to get out the right words. She stammered, stopped, and 
started again. “My life…these past months….” Once the first words were out, 
others began to flow out. “I see things I never saw before and though I must 
face my end with questions unanswered, I must speak to you both.”  

She looked up and saw the brown eyes of Noah boring into hers. She had 
the uncomfortable thought that nothing she could say would be news to him. 
The light shifted and she no longer saw a concerned father, but a stern 
prophet—the agent of the Creator. She blinked and the vision was gone, but it 
terrified her. Gathering her courage again, she continued. “I came to your home 
expecting a different life. I walked my own path, persisting even after you 
pointed out its folly. You were right and I was wrong.” She hung her head. “I 
was torn in two because I came to love Shem and your family. Yet in part I 
stayed because of pride—first in my given word and then in my presumption 
that I could make my husband follow me. I knew that your prophecy would be 
revealed as false.” She laughed bitterly. “I knew within twenty short years I 
would be vindicated, and could take your son away. I said nothing, justifying my 
deceit because it would be for his good. I hated your ark the moment I saw it…. 
If you had known my passion for ships, you would have recognized that from 
the beginning.” 
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Madrazi faltered. She was suddenly aware of Shem sitting stiff beside her, 
but could not bring herself yet to look at him. It was hard enough to face Noah. 
But she drew a deep breath and continued.  

“Before Methuselah died, he said that I would see it. I think he always knew 
my heart. He was right. Your God brought us into the ark. He brought the 
creatures. He shut the door in the face of our enemy. I guess that a part of me 
remained outside with Jeriah. But Methuselah was right…and it is tearing my 
soul apart! Years ago you showed me another door. I refused it then, but my 
path has brought me full circle. But now I am weighed down by the guilt of 
twenty years of refusing your words. I’m stuck; fearing to go forward and 
unable to go back. I can’t change the evil in my past, nor repair its damage.” She 
shuddered to a halt. She looked down, but his eyes drew her chin up once more. 
“But I do know this,” her voice was stronger. “I cannot face death with these 
things unsaid between us.” 

Her back straightened. Now she gave her eyes over to Noah’s—inviting his 
penetrating gaze. Under their light, she forgot everything else and heard herself 
say the words she had longed to say for weeks. “Please forgive me…I beg you!” 

When Noah replied, his words were simple, yet more powerful than the 
storm outside. “I do.” Relief washed over her. Noah reached out and laid his 
hand on her head. “Your heart was not as well hidden as you thought. But we 
comforted ourselves with Methuselah’s vision of the woman you would 
become. Your have struggled. Yet we cannot laugh without the taint of sorrow, 
just as we cannot weep without a taste of joy. For some it is easy; for others the 
path is hard. You will find your way…all in good time.” He smiled, rose, and 
walked away. Such was his confidence that she forgot that there was no more 
time.  

Turning to Shem was the hardest thing Madrazi had ever done. 
Unconscious of the tears forming, she choked out the words. “For twenty years 
I withheld my heart while you gave yours. I deceived you and took pride in my 
future.” She laughed bitterly. “But you waited. You taught me love. It has 
helped me face this voyage, but it’s not enough. I need your forgiveness now, as 
well as your love.”  

Then she finally felt tears washing the scales of her soul down the soft skin 
of her cheeks. She didn’t know what to expect. Anger perhaps; or even worse, 
pity. But as her eyes cleared, she was amazed to see neither. His face showed 
neither condemnation nor condescension. A faint, wild hope surged through 
her breast.  

He was also struggling to find words. Mistaking his hesitancy, Madrazi 
dropped to her knees, clinging to his with all her strength. Her distress loosened 
his tongue. “Rise…rise with my forgiveness. We belong to each other for as 
long as God grants us life.” He leaned over and lifted her lightly up onto his lap. 
Bracing his feet against the motion of the ark, he held her tightly to his chest, 
her face buried in his shoulder, stroking her hair while she continued to weep—
tears of relief and joy. “You are a part of me just as I am of you.” 
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Madrazi clung to him. The moment’s euphoria took her away from the 
raging seas. Wind and waves were no longer important; neither was life or 
death. She had finally found the release she had wanted for so long. Underneath 
Shem’s love she felt the approval of the Creator. She laughed through her tears; 
partly from relief and partly at her foolishness in waiting so long—months 
spent fearing the very thing that was now making her so deliriously happy. She 
clung to him for uncounted minutes as a new calm washed through her heart 
amid the wild seas.  

Many tears and incoherent murmurings later, Madrazi loosened her 
embrace. She had learned love in the lull just before the flood, and now she 
learned the sweet release of forgiveness at its very height. She vowed that those 
two traits would remain cornerstones of her life, whether it ended today or 
centuries ahead in the misty depths of time. 
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Chapter 21 
APEX 
Day 151 

 
 
 
 

ind howled across water, hammering rain against those parts of the ark 
not submerged by the mountainous waves. The banshee noise diminished only 
as the ark floundered in the deep troughs, only to be replaced by the tortured 
groaning of straining timbers. Dark clouds hugged the sea’s surface and in the 
grim twilight it was difficult to distinguish where the sea ended and the rain 
began. The ark was surrounded by water—a fragile bubble of air hurled along 
the wind-whipped surface. 

Through the violent pitching and rolling Madrazi detected a hint of 
sluggishness that had not been there before. She was frankly amazed that they 
remained afloat. Only the faithfully-maintained knots in her cord told her that 
the storm had been raging for ten days. Writing had been out of the question. 

Having seen the damage below, she was astonished each hour that it held. 
Ham was right; it should have failed weeks ago, yet each morning found them 
still breasting the waves. The sturdy ship simply refused to come apart. Years of 
craftsmanship or moments of divine protection—or both—were proving their 
worth. 

After yesterday’s encounter with Noah and Shem she had surrendered to a 
few hours of sleep before rising to eat and go back below. All four men were 
hard at work, doing what they could to stem the incoming water, stuffing rags 
into leaking seams and bracing spare beams against any joint that appeared to be 
weakening. She and Wen-Tehrom stayed nearby, fetching whatever was needed: 
food, water, tools, lanterns….   

Dark, dank, and dangerous; the battering seas and slippery timbers made 
footing nearly impossible. Added to that was the hazard of cargo coming loose 
and crashing down the aisle. It had happened twice already; it was only by 
chance that no one had been in the way. The splintered boards were just one 
more obstacle to avoid. Between times of helping the men, she and the older 
woman wedged themselves into a small nook built around a nearby worktable. 
But Wen-Tehrom had now reached her limit. She sat slumped over, pale and 
unmoving, hovering on the edge of consciousness. Madrazi no longer tried to 
rouse her, but checked the men’s needs when the hourglass was full before 
returning to pillow Wen-Tehrom’s head until it signaled her to check again. 

 
Up one deck, Yaran and Debseda worked the animals in the pump room. 

Somehow Debseda had dragged herself out of her sickbed, driven by some 
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inexhaustible tenacity to survive. Yaran would later remember blazing blue eyes 
in a pasty white face, the fire of that will driving the exhausted animals around 
and around the capstan, pumping what water they could—though it seemed 
that their efforts were no better than trying to empty a river with a pot. 

 
Madrazi looked up dully. Once again the sand was all in the bottom of the 

glass, so she forced herself to her feet and started over to the men. Wavering 
light from the remaining lanterns flickered across their drawn faces. Off 
forward she heard another box breaking apart as it careened back and forth 
across the hull. She jerked aside instinctively, but it was several rows over to 
port, so she turned back to the men.  

They were like walking dead: ragged, bruised, bleeding, and only half-
conscious. Shuffling along with mechanical stiffness, they moved at a crawl. Or, 
as she saw when she looked into the compartment, only Ham and Shem were 
still working. Noah and Japheth just clung to lifelines, barely able to support 
their weary bodies. Even the hull sounded like it was dying; its strained timbers 
creaked and groaned. She looked at the four figures. These were not exhausted 
men. They had passed that point hours ago—now they were drawing on 
uncharted reserves, driven by an instinct to keep on; too tired to know or care 
why. Ham had passed beyond thought sometime in the night. But he still 
staggered from leak to leak, stuffing rags in a vain attempt to stem the waters. 
Madrazi felt a pang of sympathy. His spirit had been beaten down by five 
months of unremitting worry, and now the terrible reality of his fears was upon 
them. Only the craftsman deep within kept him going, instinctively attending 
the small tasks that each new hour brought.   

It was a losing battle. During the night the storm had spread the cancer 
outward. Two full sections and the support beams between them were ready to 
let go. Twenty cubits of the seemingly-indestructible hull were now no stronger 
than an eggshell; ready to give at the least blow. She felt the ark pitch up 
another wave; the wounded hull shrieked its protest. She felt the bow nose 
down and then the stunning impact at the bottom of the next trough. She 
tensed, expecting to see wood disintegrate and angry waters rush in. But it held. 
Tearing her eyes from the planks, she garnered her husband’s attention. He 
stared at her for a minute before recognition hit him, and then he only shook 
his head with a half-smile of regret. She nodded, made her way back up to Wen-
Tehrom, and settled down to await the inevitable. She dozed.    

When she woke she did not know whether she had been unconscious for 
hours or moments. She sat staring into the shadows. Only the noise of the sea 
could be heard. But it wasn’t the noise. Something else was hammering at the 
edge of her consciousness, demanding her attention. It wasn’t Wen-Tehrom: 
her head rested unmoving on Madrazi’s shoulder—exhaustion had taken its toll 
and she was sleeping soundly.  

But there was something. Her mind was gummed up like cooling pitch, but 
she groped for the message, ignoring the aches in her body. It dangled just out 
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of reach. Suddenly it struck her. Sitting bolt upright she almost sent Wen-
Tehrom to the floor. But for the first time in hours she was awake and alert; 
straining with eyes and ears to catch it again. It had been there just there a 
moment before. What was it?  

Then she knew. The waves! They felt different…where had she felt it before? 
Suddenly she remembered—another voyage, years before. She had come up on 
deck one morning to find the waves high and choppy, giving their ship a lively 
ride. Her father was grinning down at her, holding her hand to maintain her 
balance. In the twilit gray of the ark she could still see his face and hear his 
voice, We’ll be there tomorrow. We’ve made the shallows. When the sea bottom rises, so do 
the waves!  

Shallows…that was it! Now that her mind had decided to start working 
again, she could feel the motion plainly. The waves were higher and closer 
together. The ark was pitching even more capriciously, but Madrazi felt hope 
flare. The seafloor was rapidly rising; would it rise enough? She bounded over, 
heedless of her safety. The abruptly rising floor knocked her off her feet and 
she slid a few paces before catching herself just short of the bulkhead. Just 
above her, lanterns danced in the darkness and she found a lifeline and pulled 
herself over to the men as fast as she could. 

Four shadows loomed before her. “Noah! Shem! Ham! Japheth! Get out 
now!” She slid breathless into the pool of light cast by the flickering candles. 
The men stared stupidly at her, as though she were some apparition invading 
dark dreams. “Get out!” She stamped her foot. “Can’t you feel it? We’re nearing 
land! Land! If we strike while you are down here, we’ll be cleaning you off the 
wall for days. Get out!” 

Her words finally broke through the fog of exhaustion. “Land?” repeated 
Ham, in a daze. 

“Get out!” screamed Madrazi. 
As if something snapped, the men finally tottered forward. Madrazi slid in 

behind, overhanding along the line. Ham led them upward while Noah woke 
Wen-Tehrom and helped her limp after. 

“Up!” shouted Ham. Hope had roused a dying spark, giving him sudden 
strength. “If we strike land, we’ll be safer on the upper deck!” 

The others followed unsteadily. It was becoming difficult, as their motion 
grew wilder. The waves were so close that the ark no longer slid through the 
worst of them. Several times, they had to stop and cling to the lifelines, waiting 
a respite.   

Ham winced at each crash. Madrazi caught his arm and hurried him along. 
His dark eyes were bright with fear, but he croaked out a noise that Madrazi 
took for laughter. “Watch it sink within sight of land!” He laughed again, this 
time with a tinge of hysteria. Madrazi ignored it and pushed him forward. 

Yaran met them at the top of stairway. She was helping Debseda, edging 
along the line with one arm around her sister. Ham slid over and took Debseda, 
half-carrying, half-dragging her along. Japheth caught Yaran, though it was hard 
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to tell who was helping who. But they made their way towards the upper deck. 
Once there, Madrazi heard the rain diminishing. Gray light outlined the 
windows; the clouds were finally relenting. With the rain decreasing a new 
sound could be heard ahead. It boomed back, seemingly from just outside the 
bow. They stood frozen. Madrazi remembered a tale of shipwreck from one of 
her father’s men. We were driven onto the shore. If you think water is unforgiving, don’t 
ever try rocks! When that ship stopped, it felt like we had been dropped off a cliff. It hit harder 
than your father!   

She turned to Ham. “If we strike, it will be hard,” she said, cutting through 
the buzz of voices. “We can’t stay here.” 

Ham no longer looked ready to die. Hope brought renewed decisiveness. 
“This way,” he shouted, motioning to the others and dragging Debseda. “Make 
for ‘The Courtroom.’” Madrazi could not suppress a giggle at its mention, but 
she followed the others.  

Soon all eight were there. Ham was tearing bales from behind the netting. 
Loose hay began to cover the floor. “Tear them apart,” ordered Ham as he 
heaved them over the rope two at a time. Shem stepped to the wall. A short 
blade appeared suddenly in his hand and sliced cleanly through the thin ropes. 
The netting fell and Ham began to shove entire stacks of bales out into the 
room, where the others tore into them in a frenzy. Within moments the room 
looked like a loft, the deck covered to several cubits thickness. “Lie flat!” 
ordered Ham.  

At that moment there was a tearing crash forward and for a moment 
Madrazi thought that they had struck. But the ark surged on and she heard the 
thumps of heavy wood banging aft across the roof. Instantly she knew what had 
happened. Either the wind had finally taken its toll or a wave had broken across 
the bow and splintered the giant fin that had kept them head on to the seas all 
these months. Even as the thought crossed her mind, she felt the ark stagger 
and begin to fall off to starboard. No! Land was near, just moments away, but if 
the vessel turned broadside to these waves, they would roll over and sink. It 
wouldn’t matter whether the water was a hundred cubits deep or a thousand. 
They would be just as dead. She looked over and saw Ham’s face twist as the 
hope left it. He knew too! 

But there was nothing to do so she lay beside Shem, holding his hand and 
listening to the rising crescendo of breaking waves. For a moment nothing 
happened. Madrazi forced herself to exhale. The ark dipped, but then suddenly 
began to rise, and then kept rising. They were slowly coming around, but a 
monster wave had them and was driving them forward. The deck tilted as the 
bow rose; she clutched Shem as she felt the ship stagger sluggishly upward. But 
instead of sliding down into the next trough, it hung for an interminable 
moment on what must have been an enormous crest. Then the wave seemed to 
collapse beneath them, and they fell down and forward. With a stunning crash 
the great ship slammed onto water, then rock, grinding forward before what 
remained of the wave. She could hear rending wood. She clutched Shem; out of 
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the corner of her eye she saw Wen-Tehrom and Japheth slide past, rolling 
forward. There was a drawn-out, rasping crunch far below and the ark grated to 
a stop.  

Everyone lay still. A lesser crash aft signaled another wave breaking against 
the now-immobile stern, but the ark did not move. Another wave, another 
crash, but it was obviously smaller and the ship did not even shake. It was as if 
the storm was surrendering, having lost its prey. Then there was silence—even 
the rain ceased. The absence of noise and motion was disorienting. Shem leapt 
to his feet, then stumbled and promptly fell down, looking uncharacteristically 
clumsy—like someone who had spent the past hours drinking. That broke the 
silence as Japheth began to howl with laughter. Madrazi heard days of fear 
excised in that laugh, but Japheth didn’t seem to care. He howled until the tears 
ran, pointed at the normally sure-footed Shem, and laughed some more. 
“Forget how to walk?” he finally choked out. Shem stayed in a sitting position, 
indignantly waiting for his balance to return. He growled at Japheth. “You try 
it!” 

Japheth grinned and rose obligingly to his feet. He staggered a couple of 
steps. Sensing that he was going over, he windmilled his arms and shouted, 
“Look at me...I’m Shem!” Then he tumbled down with exaggerated clumsiness. 
Another burst of laughter rent the air. Madrazi just lay still, seeing the world 
through a veil of tears and wondering once again why her life had been 
snatched from destruction. 

Full of jumbled feelings, she laughed and wept along with the others.  
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Chapter 22 
CASTAWAYS 

Day 152 
 
 
 
 
One hundred and fifty-second day of voyage—no, the voyage is over, this is the 152nd day on 
the ark—or the 18th day of the 7th month of Noah’s 600th year. After five months of danger 
at sea, we are shipwrecked on a barren rock surrounded by water. Was this outpost here all 
along or are the waters receding? Perhaps the last wave of the last storm was the highwater 
mark of the entire flood. If not, we are dead—stuck aground with a hull open to the sea. But 
I refuse to believe that this deliverance is simply a doorway to a lingering death. The storm is 
over, the sun shining, and the seas calm. A northwest breeze is blowing. And here we will 
sit—Ham’s fears finally realized. The hull failed when we struck, but the water beneath us is 
shallow and only a small part of the lowest deck is awash. Today we take stock of the damage 
and begin to heal our hurts. Yet it is first and foremost a day to rejoice. We are alive and well 
as are our passengers. We are no longer in danger of the winds or waves. We can even light the 
fire, cook, and clean. But where are we?   
 

he prospect of a mountain of work did little to dampen Madrazi’s 
excitement. Labor meant she was alive; any amount of it was better than a cold 
death in the black depths. Life this morning seemed richer; even her bland 
description of their deliverance brought another shiver. Two days ago she had 
been beaten into numb despair by privation and peril. But now…she felt 
reborn. She set the brush down. There were hardly words for what she felt. Nor 
could any description of the past days do justice to her emotional extremes—
terror during the dark days of the storm, the first wild hope of land, then the 
overwhelming sense of safety that could only come from solid ground amid the 
destructive waters. Some parts of the human experience were for the heart 
alone.  

She twisted a strand of hair around her finger and tugged. Her thoughts 
skipped back to the moments following their crash. Stunned by the force of 
impact, there had been a moment of silence before months of pent-up emotion 
erupted. Noah and Wen-Tehrom wept in each other’s arms. Shem sat loosely 
amid the loose hay and laughed softly. Ham shouted and Japheth babbled. 
Yaran and Debseda clung to each other. Madrazi vaguely recalled both laughter 
and weeping.   

And more laughter had come as they tried to walk—their exhausted bodies 
totally unaccustomed to motionlessness. They stumbled and fell, laughing 
uproariously at themselves and each other. Handfuls of hay were launched—
first into the air in celebration, then at each other. Within minutes wispy stalks 
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filled the room, clinging to hair and clothes. Then, like a skin suddenly emptied 
of wine, everyone had simply let go. Payment for days of impossible demands 
on their bodies came abruptly due. Madrazi counted herself fortunate to have 
staggered as far as her bed before collapsing. She assumed this morning was the 
following day, but had slept so hard that she wondered if they had all not slept 
an additional day and lost count. She shrugged to herself, put away her things, 
and stood, stretching stiff muscles. There was sunshine outside and the gentle 
lap of small waves below. The storm was finally over.  

Hearing Shem stirring in the next room, she went in to find him searching 
for anything that might pass for clean clothing. He held a tunic in each hand; 
only minute examination would have detected which was more ragged and dirty. 
She laughed at his perplexed look, clutched the corners of her own ragged skirt, 
and bowed low. That brought a soft chuckle.   

“Your lady, my lord.” Her nose wrinkled and lips quirked.   
“Hot water today,” he promised. 
“Good!” she exclaimed. “But clean clothes won’t help if we don’t find 

other uses for it.” 
His eyebrows rose in exaggerated surprise. “Me?” 
“All of us,” she said firmly, then hesitated a moment. “But especially you!” 
She dodged back towards the door but was not quick enough to elude his 

grasp. “You just need to acclimate to your surroundings,” he laughed.   
“If you insist.” She let herself go limp in his arms, seized his neck, and 

pressed her mouth to his. Then she slipped out of his arms, caught her breath 
and wrinkled her face. “I’m acclimated and you still need a bath!” Before he 
could move she held up her hand. “Stop! First I want to see.”  

He stared again at the dirty clothes he was holding, grinned, dropped one to 
the floor, shrugged on the other, and held out his hand. “May I escort you?”   

No one else was stirring. Even the animals seemed content to rest in the 
peaceful morning, though Sorga was ready to assume his accustomed place at 
her heel. They wound around piles of hay and debris and clambered up onto the 
parapet. Throwing open a window, they stared at the scene before them. It was 
one of stunning beauty; with light, warmth, and rich color overwhelming their 
senses. 

Madrazi breathed deeply. Sunlight rippled across waves stirred by a gentle 
breeze. The air was fresh and clean. Without a word, they began opening all the 
windows along the bow, much to the delight of the aviary below. Birds sang 
their appreciation as light and air flooded into the ark. Madrazi inhaled deeply 
and ran back to port where Shem was leaning on the sill, peering out. Creeping 
up behind, she couldn’t resist the opportunity. 

“Don’t fall!” she commanded, with a playful push against his back.   
Shem’s reflexes were unchanged. “If I do,” he said turning quickly and 

seizing her, “You will blaze the trail.” He matched actions to words and lifted 
her from the ground and took a step towards the open window.   
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She locked her arms around his neck and gave a determined glare. “You 
can’t frighten me,” she insisted.   

“Where did this newfound courage come from?” 
“Just good sense. If you tossed me out, who would wash your dirty clothes, 

cook your food, and warm your bed?” She completed the question with a quick 
kiss. 

Shem looked thoughtful, still holding her off the deck. “Well, long ago, I 
remember doing my own food and clothes….”   

“Then I suppose we both know what will decide my fate,” she teased, and 
kissed him again. 

“I’m convinced,” he laughed and set her down. But before she could take a 
step he moved forward, pressing her against the wall. Madrazi could feel his 
warmth through her own ragged clothing and welcomed the pressure. She 
twined her fingers about his neck and lifted her lips to his. “Let me convince 
you some more….”   

Shem was the first to pull back. His face was hot and his eyes sparkled. 
“Let’s save this for later,” he advised. “You’re embarrassing the birds.” Madrazi 
nodded, letting her heart slow. She moved to the window and slid over when 
Shem stepped up beside her.   

She gazed out on a new world. They were facing south and the sun was 
now well off the water. To port, a rocky bluff rose from the water. The rock 
wasn’t much to look at—just a low bare ridge jutting from the sea, as high as 
the upper deck—but Madrazi had never seen a more attractive acre in all her 
life. She leaned out and looked back.  It ran along the port side within an easy 
stone’s throw of the hull. The ledge beneath them was still under water, only a 
few cubits deep. But out in front the rock dove underwater—no other land was 
visible. They walked over to starboard and looked down. Waves lapped against 
the hull just below the lower deck. Within a long stone’s throw the water turned 
dark blue.  

Madrazi saw her own thoughts reflected in Shem’s eyes. In the middle of 
the wildest storm, amid mountainous waves, just as the damaged hull gave way, 
the ark had grounded in the only place that could have preserved them. She 
began to feel her scalp tingle. A boat length south or a few cubits east; either 
would have sent them into the depths. A little west and they would have been 
ripped apart on the rocks. A little sooner, the last waves would have washed 
them away; a little later, they would never have made it up so high. So here they 
sat—nearly upright on the only haven in sight. The chill spread down her neck.   

She ran down the starboard side, opening windows as she went. Shem 
followed. Reaching the stern, she stared out to the north. The view was similar 
to the bow; a narrow stretch of shallow green water that quickly turned indigo a 
short distance behind them. Hands shaking now, she made her way to port and 
stared again at the rock. Just before her was its highest point—a knoll, broad 
and round, dropping off to the south. Between the rock and wooden hull, 
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shallow water sloshed back and forth, but the ark was firmly aground. There 
was a slight list to port, but no more than a few degrees. 

Her hands were now shaking. “A perfect berth,” she breathed.   
Shem just nodded.  
His unnerving calm irritated her. She raised her voice. “Don’t you see?” She 

grabbed his arm and dragged him to the window, gesturing into the morning. 
“There’s nothing else!” She was nearly shouting. “A length in any direction and 
we would have died.” She waved her other arm. “That last wave must have 
been a freak surge,” she babbled.  “Look how high we’re stranded.” 

Shem gripped her shoulders and stared into her eyes. “I know” was all he 
said, but suddenly Madrazi saw that he really did. “I know,” he repeated more 
softly, and she felt her heart slow down. He reached out and stroked her hair. 
“Remember the forty-first day?” Madrazi nodded. “This was no different…” he 
paused, searching for the right words. “This was a promise too.”   

Madrazi took a deep breath. “Yes…it’s just so…unsettlingly exact.”   
Shem grinned suddenly. “It is, isn’t it?” he agreed. “But think back a few 

days. When Father and I forgave you, that was exact too, wasn’t it? Our words 
went straight to your need. Mercy must be accurate. If not, then what use is it? 
God knew exactly what we needed.” 

Madrazi felt her heart settle but her curiosity was aroused. “Why couldn’t 
He have landed us on a broad shore instead? It would have achieved the same 
purpose?” 

“I think that question is for you to answer.” 
She thought for a moment before nodding her acquiescence.    
Shem grinned. “Besides…this will make a better story for our 

grandchildren.”   
“So here we are,” she said. “What next?”  
In answer, he simply pointed down from the corner window. Leaning out 

beside him, Madrazi saw what she had missed at first glance—in the shadows 
between the rock ridge and the ark, a finger of the ridge had pierced the hull 
just below the lower deck. “I would wager that we are caught in more than one 
place like that,” he continued. “She’s carried us as far as she could and from 
here on, we’ll need our feet. Our voyage is over.” 

She took a deep breath, chasing her thoughts back to more practical things. 
“Well, with a stable platform I can get a better sighting of the sun. I think the 
storm blew us south. That should put us south of Half North, but still a fair way 
north of where we started. At least we stayed in northern seas,” she mused. “I 
know their skies better. Perhaps I can get a position tonight.” 

“Perhaps,” he agreed. “If the stars are still in their accustomed places.”  
“If not,” she replied lightly, “then one of our tasks will be to remap the 

heavens. Even if that great dance remains, all the landmarks on Earth will be 
different. We will have to redo everything. But were not the stars created as 
signposts?”   
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Shem laughed at her persistence. “Right now they are telling me to eat. Let’s 
light the stove.” 

 
* * * * 

Ham woke to the stale scent of cold incense. One lantern still flickered, but 
the others had guttered out. Steady breathing near his ear told him that his wife 
was still sleeping. He lay quiet, grateful for the rest. After the crash they had 
both slept, but Ham’s had been fitful and the late watches of the night passed 
slowly. Like the others, Debseda slept soundly for hours, but Ham’s mind kept 
churning, and even exhaustion could not drag him into the deep sleep he so 
desperately needed. Instead he woke every few hours, alert to any sound of 
rising wind or water that would doom them.   

The ark…what a fickle mistress! A lifetime of labor, and she had failed him 
the very first night. Now she lay broken and useless on a rocky shelf in the 
middle of the trackless sea. What an ignominious end. There was no glory in 
this. So many years…so much work…for what? He had long imagined riding 
smoothly through the worst waves and making port triumphantly on some 
welcoming plain as the waters eased back to their domain. A dark pessimism of 
unfulfilled expectations gnawed at him.   

It had been too much to bear, so in the gray predawn he had stirred 
Debseda. He could say little, but she had sensed his inner conflict, and 
whispered the words he wanted to hear. Taking his hand, she led him down to 
the lower deck, to their retreat. Ignoring the debris of the crash his eyes had 
been drawn instead to her loosely-clad form, floating before him in the lantern 
light like a tempting specter. It had been days since they had been together, and 
he thankfully found that his rising desire chased away the mental blackness that 
gripped his mind.   

Inside the door she paused to light candles and incense and then turned 
quickly and pulled him down onto the bed. The rest had been a blur of passion, 
leaving him spent in body, easier in mind, and finally able to sleep. How could 
he repay her? She had put aside her own weariness and kept his mind from 
breaking under the strain of frustration. He turned towards her and began to 
run his hands lightly across her exposed back. He felt her stir. 

She rolled over, laid her head on his wide chest and sighed. “Feeling 
better?” 

“Nothing helps but you,” he replied sincerely. “Without you, all is dark. 
With you, everything is clear.”   

“That’s as it should be,” she replied soothingly. Her hand began to play 
across his chest. “We were made to be together for centuries. Is it any wonder 
that you need me, especially at a time when we have nothing else?” She smiled 
knowingly. “You are still worried, my love. Don’t be. Rejoice! Don’t you 
understand? It’s over…we’re home! Soon the waters will recede, we will make 
our way down into a new world, and you and your sons will build it!” 
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Ham felt a touch of her excitement. What did it matter that the ark was 
ruined? He was a young man and there were many things to create. Debseda’s 
blue eyes drew him into a vision of the future…a beautiful city built by his skill 
just for her. How could he feel sorry for himself? Losing himself in her eyes, he 
saw strength…enough to push him to his best, to see him through hard times, 
to bear him strong sons that would help him build great monuments…to her. 
His earlier pain was forgotten. 

“You’re right,” he admitted. But then he wavered as he heard the water 
sloshing beneath them in the hold. “But a part of me has been cast upon the 
rocks, broken with her.”   

Debseda frowned for a moment, then slid over and breathed in his ear. 
“Then leave that part behind. It is of the old. This world—our world—
demands a new man; one who can make his own way; one who can take what 
he needs…like his fill of my love.” She slid insistently atop him and caught his 
eyes again. His breathing grew ragged and red tinged his face. She smiled at his 
response and spoke in a throaty whisper. “I am yours. Be mine. Together we 
will make a world that will amaze our children’s children. They will rise up and 
bless us for it. All you need to do is give yourself to me.” 

Ham lost himself in the blue fire of her eyes, blindly wrapping his great 
arms about her. Debseda smiled again to herself, satisfied with all that she saw.   

 
 



 

  

Chapter 23 
CELEBRATION 

Day 152 
 
 
 
 

am and Debseda joined the others for a late-morning meal. There was 
an expectant air—tonight, Noah declared, they would celebrate their rescue. 
Despite the hard days behind them, he already looked centuries younger, the 
burdens of the past months behind him. There was a light in his face that 
reminded everyone of better days and gave them hope of more to come. Even 
the daunting task of restoring order to the storm-and-rock-battered ark could 
not dispel the general sense that the worst of their troubles were over. Everyone 
was talking at the same time; a happy chaos that Noah let settle of its own 
accord before he broke in. 

“We walked the upper and middle decks this morning,” he started, 
gesturing towards Wen-Tehrom, “and all the creatures are alive. A few cages 
were tossed about aft on the middle deck, so be on the lookout for small 
animals on the loose—ground squirrels, and maybe a few others. There are also 
some birds flapping about down there and a cricket box knocked loose. Try and 
gather them up this morning, Japheth, or they’ll find their way into your grain.”   

“Maybe the birds will take care of them,” ventured Japheth hopefully.  
Noah stood silent, staring. “I know,” Japheth said, shaking his head, “clean up 
the crickets.”   

“The lower deck is open to the sea,” interrupted Ham. “It’s tilted aft, so we 
need only move some perishables forward. Even though we sealed the clay urns 
some are broken and others probably cracked. We’ll lose some grain and oil.” 

Noah nodded. “That must wait until tomorrow. Our first need is water for 
the creatures. None of the main storage tanks were breached, but the piping 
broke in many places; it’s a mess forward on the middle deck.” Seeing 
agreement, he continued. Shem, you and Japheth start on that; Ham and I will 
start on the lower deck with the smaller breaks and work our way up. Our ladies 
will start here,” he waved his hands vaguely around, “and move forward. We 
won’t be going any further so don’t waste time on unnecessary repairs. Just 
make room for a rousing festival tonight, and we’ll sort out the rest later.”   

The men disappeared below as the women began the daunting task of 
clearing the communal area. Wen-Tehrom built up the fire while Yaran and 
Madrazi rigged the iron stand for the caldron. Its legs straddled the stove. As 
soon as water was hot, they hooked the cauldron’s rim with specially carved 
staffs and tilted it over, allowing water to pour into the washtub. Load after load 
of dirty clothes and bedding was washed, and Madrazi thanked Ham’s foresight. 
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Even the washtubs had been built into special frames that could be rolled across 
the deck to pour dirty water down the bilges. 

Soon the area was festooned with drying sheets, skirts, and tunics, hanging 
on lines strung between the parapets. Then the women attacked the chaos 
littering the deck. Broken shards of wood and pottery were swept away; crates 
and barrels that had broken loose from overhead were shoved into convenient 
corners; and walkways were cleared to the aft storage pantries. Once that was 
done, Wen-Tehrom and Yaran began preparing a feast for the evening. 

 
The men faced their own problems. Since the primary valves had been 

closed before the storm and the tanks remained intact, the task entailed merely 
repairing the numerous breaks in the lines. Several sections forward on the 
middle deck had been shattered when an overhead loft had broken loose, and 
the hardest work there was clearing away enough of the mess to run new piping. 
Fortunately, in most other places, the tough bamboo had simply come apart at 
the joints, which were easily repaired. Within a few hours, water was again 
flowing throughout the ship.   

They took special care to water and feed the draft animals that remained in 
their temporary stalls near the pumps. Shem examined their hooves and chests, 
looking for any sign of infection. “They still look worn out,” he decided, as 
Japheth spread a bale of hay for the horses. “We’ll wait until tomorrow to take 
them back up.” Japheth nodded easily. 

“Sounds like a job that needs some soft hands,” he laughed. “Female hands. 
Why don’t you break the news to them later?”   

Shem shook his head, but started laughing when Noah and Ham suddenly 
appeared, and each dumped a handful of crickets unceremoniously into 
Japheth’s lap.   

Japheth squawked and leapt to his feet, frantically brushing the clinging 
pests from his clothing. Noah ignored his injured look of protest and turned to 
his other sons. “Debseda has some fresh bread up forward,” he said. They all 
found new energy and Noah had to hurry to catch them. Passing Japheth, he 
admonished, “You can catch the rest this afternoon.”   

The men found Debseda laying out warm flat loaves on a worktable at the 
foot of the main ramp. A tray with four cups sat beside the bread and she 
carried a wineskin over her shoulder. As they gathered round she poured them 
each a cup and watched them tear into the bread. “Save your appetites for 
tonight,” she cautioned, but her words had little effect and the bread vanished 
rapidly.   

She took advantage of the contented silence that followed. “How bad is the 
damage?” she asked.   

“Much was broken, but only a tithe need be repaired,” replied Ham. “She 
won’t float again, so we don’t need a ship, only a home.” 

She cocked her head at Noah. “How long?” She forced a laugh. “I could 
leave tomorrow; even that rock outside looks inviting after five months inside!”  
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The others smiled with her until they saw Noah frown and shake his head. 
“If the waters are this high after five months, it will take at least as much time 
for them to recede. It will certainly not be tomorrow, next week, or next month. 
And since we did not enter of our own accord we will stay inside until told to 
exit.” 

Debseda’s mouth fell open, then closed with a snap. Abruptly gathering the 
tray, she stalked off. Ham looked at the floor. Japheth started to speak, but 
Shem kicked his ankle and shook his head slightly. He recognized the stubborn 
look on Noah’s face. The topic was closed and further discussion would not be 
welcome.  

 
Debseda stamped back up the ramp, anger surging through her. Months? 

On this wreck? Couldn’t that old fool see the land? What harm could come 
from just stepping outside? There were holes in the hull nearly large enough to 
squeeze through. She had been locked up in this giant cage for months. What 
was the harm? She shook her head, frowning. Why did he have to be so 
intransigent?   

At the top of the ramp she stopped and turned aside into a narrow aisle 
before slamming the tray down on a convenient barrel. She didn’t want the 
others to see her so angry. And Ham! Much good her efforts of the past 
months had been. She had spoken up; he had said nothing, just staring at the 
floor, afraid to meet Noah’s eyes! He was a man; he should assert himself. She 
needed to find some way to shake up his complacency. And Shem…staring at 
her with his smug superiority. Ham wouldn’t stand up to him either. If he was 
going to take his rightful place in this new world, he would have to start making 
some hard choices even if they did offend his precious family. He needed to…. 

Taking a deep breath, she made herself relax. If she couldn’t control herself 
she couldn’t control her husband. And she couldn’t afford to provoke Noah or 
Shem—she didn’t trust her hold over Ham enough for that. She must find 
another way…. 

Picking up the tray, she made her way aft. Opportunities would come. 
Today she was alive and tonight they would celebrate. The prospect of hot 
water and hot food tonight were enough to restore her good mood, and the 
prospect of a party was too good to dampen with tomorrow’s problems. After 
months on the edge of disaster, a festival was just what she needed. Then she 
could go to work on building the future. The new world—her new world—was 
no longer insubstantial. Though only an islet it was right there, substantial, no 
longer a dream. She could see it even if she could not yet set foot on it.   

 
Shem broke the uneasy silence below. “I can help Ham, Father, while 

Japheth gathers up his lost crickets. But some animals are still distraught. Why 
don’t you calm them? We won’t get them all fed for another day or two, and 
they’ll handle hunger better if they’re not restless.” Noah nodded. Though none 
of the creatures had been killed or seriously injured, many were bruised and 
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shaken. Young animals were resilient, but also easily excited. So Noah began 
walking the aisles, first allowing his own mind to settle. For the remainder of 
the afternoon, his sons caught glimpses of him striding among his charges, 
absorbing tensions brought on by the storm, the crash, and the abrupt transition 
from stormy seas to stationary land. Occasionally he would stop and lay hands 
on a particularly excited animal. In his wake he left peace—his ancient gifts had 
not deserted him. 

Meanwhile the brothers continued to patch the water lines, while doing so, 
they shoved the worst of the wreckage out of the main walkways. As the 
afternoon passed, it became clear that weeks of toil lay before them. To give 
themselves the satisfaction of starting, they unfastened and coiled rope as they 
moved from one place to another, laying the coils against the heavy posts for 
later storage. As the day wore on the aroma of cooking food began to permeate 
the lower decks, and they put aside the worries of the day and began to think of 
the night ahead. Anticipation sped the hours and made the work light.   

 
* * * * 

Up above, the area around the kitchen had been completely cleared. 
Madrazi folded the last load of laundry while Debseda scrubbed the table, 
benches, and surrounding floor. Wen-Tehrom and Yaran were absorbed in their 
cooking. Their dexterity with pots and pans reminded Madrazi of a tinker 
showing off his wares. She looked around critically. Although the immediate 
area was clean, the disheveled appearance of the surrounding spaces was all too 
evident. So she began to untie lifelines and used them to create a perimeter, of 
rope as high as she could reach. Then she began to drape blankets over them to 
create walls—an illusion of a well-ordered room.   

Debseda helped with the remaining blankets and then the sisters began to 
hang extra lanterns on the posts in their new space. Tonight they would have 
light to match the mood. Debseda had been taciturn early in the afternoon, but 
as usual, her mood shifted quickly and soon she had an easy laugh and quip for 
every task. Madrazi began to hope that their safe conclusion of the voyage 
would lessen the strains, and return the younger woman to her old self. Much of 
it had been seasickness, she told herself, and she above all people could 
sympathize with that burden. Now that she was over it, Debseda seemed much 
better, content to ignore the unpleasant days behind. As they finished hanging 
lanterns she twirled around and cried, “Tonight will be a gala to remember!”  

“There is much to celebrate,” agreed Madrazi cautiously. 
Debseda grinned. “No more rain. No more waves. No more storms. No 

more sickness. No danger of sinking at any minute…and all she can say is ‘there 
is much to celebrate!’” She did a credible imitation of Madrazi’s most serious 
face. 

Yaran stuck her head around the blanket, and burst into laughter. She 
stopped long enough to tell Madrazi. “Mother needs more honey. I’ll finish 
here.” 
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Madrazi nodded and pushed through the blanket, threading her way 
between shards of wood and clay to the aft storage. Sorga had been lying in the 
shadows, but jumped up and trailed her back. Debseda’s remarks ran again 
across her mind. Their voyage was over. True, they were stuck aboard their 
ship—possibly for some months—but the days of rain, wind, waves, and 
constant danger were past. It seemed so unreal…danger had been a part of the 
daily routine for weeks. It felt strange to be free of its threat. It was unsettling to 
think that filling her hours might be the greatest challenge of the days to come. 

But Debseda was right. This was a time to rejoice. “Why Sorga,” she said, 
skipping between two fallen crates, “she’s right! Tonight is just the beginning of 
a long holiday.”   

 
And so it appeared that evening when they gathered for dinner. It was 

already dark and the sound of the waves was no longer threatening. Everyone 
was clean and wearing fresh clothing. The afternoon wind had swept away the 
stale, damp odors of an enclosed ship and the windows remained open, letting 
the rising moon bathe the upper deck in its silver light. The wind was still warm, 
and lanterns cast circles of gold within the space enclosed by the makeshift 
walls. Wen-Tehrom and Yaran had cooked enough for a week, sparing no 
delicacy. Everyone ate their fill and more. Japheth (after some grumbling) even 
tapped one of his precious casks of ale, providing a welcome break from wine. 
While the drinks were being refilled and the final delicacies set out, Noah and 
Wen-Tehrom produced a harp and pipes, and played rounds of dances until 
everyone was out of breath. Though the older couple didn’t dance, their smiles 
matched those of their children whirling around the improvised dance floor.   

Madrazi enjoyed Shem’s graceful steps, but the weight of the food soon 
overcame the lightness of her feet and she had to sit and recover her breath. But 
she was not alone. The others were puffing too. But that counted little against 
an otherwise-perfect evening. Enchantment hovered overhead, and music 
followed the rhythms of the gentle waves slapping against their island and the 
ark. As the others quit dancing, Noah told stories: the building of Lamech, his 
explorations of the Great Forest and Red Mountains, and his years in Nimur, 
learning the secrets of the shipwrights. His words carried them all back to a 
world now lost forever.   

Before memory could turn maudlin, Japheth broke in. Intolerant of sighs or 
heavy silences, he sprang up and launched into his own tales, full of humor. He 
told them as much with his frantic hands and exuberant expression as with 
words. Where Noah’s words had pointed to the past, Japheth’s humor pointed 
to better days ahead. Gratified by the attention, he bowed and called loudly for 
a dance.   

All eyes swung to Debseda, as was the custom when they wanted a 
performance. The others added their voices, growing more insistent. She 
savored their praise, pretending reticence before finally rising and bowing. But 
rather than name a tune, she hesitated. 
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Whether it was the drink or some inner spark of spite, she turned instead to 
Madrazi. “Do you know ‘Swan and Snake’?” No one else caught the brief flicker 
of a challenge beneath her smile as she beckoned with one hand and undulated 
out onto the floor with a grace she knew Madrazi could not equal.   

Madrazi’s first impulse was her customary shake of her head. But then she 
suddenly found herself tired of stepping aside. She cared little that everyone 
thought Debseda the better dancer—she probably was. It was instead a revolt at 
being thought awkward and graceless, when in fact she was neither. True, she 
had never performed for them, but that was from inclination, not inability. Not 
even Shem knew of the endless hours spent with her mother and her old 
servant Jahaz, learning steps and rhythms until her muscles could reproduce 
each one without thought. And she was suddenly tired of Debseda’s 
unpredictable moods, her prodding, and of having to step aside. Tonight, she 
decided, she would not.   

A small voice warned her to sit, but Debseda gave her another taunting half 
bow and waved her forward again. Her spirit flared, and its determination 
quenched her earlier happiness, leaving the flat taste of animosity. But Debseda 
was not the only one who could mask her feelings. And then a better idea 
presented itself, and Madrazi’s smile became genuine. She rose and gave what 
might charitably be considered a bow. Regretfully she replied, “I remember a 
few steps, but it has been many years and I would only get in your way. Please 
do ‘Falcon’s Flight’ instead.” 

‘Falcon’s Flight’ was a solo dance; one that she had seen Debseda perform 
before. But it was also difficult and they both knew that Debseda had never 
really mastered all of its intricacies. Satisfaction enhanced her smile as she saw a 
flicker of surprise and anger in Debseda’s eyes. Madrazi relaxed, confident that 
she had won, until Japheth interfered again—ale adding volume and insistence 
to his voice. “No, no…we want to see you both!” He shook Shem’s arm. “Ask 
her to dance. She can’t refuse you!” Debseda quickly voiced her agreement.   

Madrazi shot Japheth a venomous glare. She wanted to dance right over 
and kick him! But she was the one trapped. Blind to the gathering 
undercurrents, the others urged her on. Japheth went so far as to offer his hand 
to lead her out. Only Ham sat quiet, and out of the corner of her eye, Madrazi 
caught him watching her intently. At first she felt relief that someone else knew 
what Debseda was doing, but he made no attempt to stop it, and Madrazi could 
not back down without looking like a fool.   

Suddenly she found that she did not want to stop. Her temper slipped its 
bonds, and added its impetus to the competition. She lifted her chin and slipped 
off her sandals, vowing to herself that she would dampen Debseda’s poorly-
concealed satisfaction. Emptying her mind, she froze her features into a soft 
smile, and joined her sister on the open floor. A part of her mind noted the 
pools of light from the lanterns, but most of her focus was turned inward. The 
dance had been one of Jahaz’ favorites and they had done it together hundreds 
of times. Those memories were enough; as the music began, she automatically 
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slipped into the initial position behind Debseda, confident that her body would 
remember its timing.   

Wen-Tehrom hesitated, finally beginning to sense something amiss, but the 
others urged her on and she reluctantly joined Noah in the music. Everyone was 
staring; Madrazi had never danced before the family and the novelty alone held 
everyone’s attention.  

As the first haunting notes drifted from the pipes, the music carried her 
back to her childhood home. She could almost hear her mother calling out the 
steps. Instinctively she began to weave the short, sharp moves of the swan into 
their intricate pattern, half closing her eyes and letting memory direct muscle. 
Within a few steps she knew that it would be enough, and she released her fears 
and let herself float along with the music. She wondered why she had 
abandoned it—there was a sensual pleasure in surrendering her body to the 
music.   

 
* * * * 

Debseda was doubly surprised; she did not believe that Madrazi would 
dance, nor did she think that she really could…certainly not at her own expert 
level. But as her sister began the dance, she quickly overcame her hesitation and 
began to weave her own pattern, sliding first in front and then behind Madrazi, 
gaining a feel for the timing and matching it perfectly. Her confidence returned. 
She was the undisputed master of dance in the household. In all her decades she 
had seen no woman who could match her sense of rhythm. And she had chosen 
this particular dance to contrast her compact grace with Madrazi’s clumsiness. 
But within a few steps she knew that her plan had gone awry. Madrazi missed 
no step and showed no sign of hesitation. Instead she was flowing across the 
floor with an enviable precision. Her long arms reached high and tapering 
fingers added a complex counterpoint. 

A rising rage began to degrade Debseda’s performance. Instead of making 
Madrazi look ridiculous, the dance was unveiling a surprising new skill—and 
one in a domain that Debseda had always considered her own. As she swirled 
around again, she caught the eyes of the others fixed on Madrazi. Her teeth 
ground together as she saw Ham was staring like a moonstruck ox…and not at 
her.  

 
She missed a step. 
 
Then to make matters worse, Madrazi began subtly steering her steps into 

the pools of light, leaving her more often than not obscured in shadow. There 
was nothing she could do; Madrazi carried the lead. She had hoped it would 
only accentuate Madrazi’s lack of talent; instead, she was using it to skillfully 
hold the attention of the audience. Debseda barely managed to keep her smile 
locked in place. Inevitably as the dance progressed Madrazi’s performance 
improved; for Debseda, it did not end a moment too soon.    
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* * * * 

The music stopped and Madrazi returned to the deck of the ark. She found 
herself surrounded. “Why didn’t you tell us you could dance like that?” insisted 
Japheth. Shem slid through and offered her a flagon. “Just some water, thank 
you,” she panted. She felt a sheen of dampness on her forehead and the 
incipient complaints of long-unused muscles. Trying not to waver, she allowed 
Shem to escort her back to her seat. “You were wonderful,” he whispered 
quietly, as the others returned to their drinks. “You never told me you could 
dance.” 

“You never asked,” she replied just as softly as she sat down. A rare smile 
lit his eyes and he shook his head. “I’ll ask again.” 

“Only for you,” she nodded, beginning to feel remorse already. Despite the 
euphoria of a flawless performance, she realized already that it would have been 
better to have swallowed her pride. But it was too late. A sideways glance 
showed Debseda sitting stiffly beside Ham, seemingly occupied with her wine. 
Yet Madrazi caught a flash of blue fire and knew that she had managed to 
enrage the mercurial woman again. Then exasperation overcame remorse. She 
told herself that she no longer cared. She was tired of treading eggshells just to 
keep Debseda happy. Maybe this would teach her a lesson and she would put 
away her spite. Determined not to let it ruin her evening, she pointedly turned 
away, rested her head on Shem’s shoulder, and let the plaintive melody wash 
over her as Wen-Tehrom began to sing: 

 
A garden lost, a promise gained; 

A flaming sword bars our way back. 
A lie of life enjoyed unchained; 

From glittering path to wasteland track. 
 

Seasons come and seasons go, 
Eddies in the stream of years. 

Our bodies age, our spirits grow; 
We search for life beyond the tears. 

 
We look behind, we see, we weep; 

Wisdom springs from sorrow’s soil. 
We look ahead, the way is steep;  

Hope speeds us onward to our goal.  
 

Seasons come and seasons go, 
Eddies in the stream of years. 

Our bodies age, our spirits grow; 
We search for life beyond the tears. 
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* * * * 
Debseda rose halfway into the song and stalked off to her room. After a 

while, as solitude evaporated her anger, she filtered out the buzz of 
conversation drifting under her door and turned her mind to her failure. She 
had no one to blame but herself. No…that wasn’t right. She couldn’t simply do 
that. Madrazi had surprised her, just as she had surprised everyone. It was just 
one of those things. Her failure had come from acting on the spur of the 
moment—from impulse—and not planning for success. And, she admitted 
finally, she had not maintained self control. Next time….   

Her lip curled as she remembered Ham’s reaction. She had been right 
earlier. Just like this afternoon, he had been no help at all. That would have to 
change…now. With that resolution, she sat back and let the cold center in her 
heart spread out and take control. So when Ham finally entered, he found her 
placidly stitching a rent tunic, a pool of light on her hands and her face in 
shadows. She paid him no attention, even when he came over and sat down. 
She knew what he would say—he had been too free with both ale and wine. She 
could smell the stale odor as he leaned forward. 

“Let’s spend the rest of the night down below,” he suggested in a low voice. 
“No.” she replied flatly.  
“Why not?” he begged. “You were all too ready to celebrate this morning. 

It’s been a great day, let’s finish it together!” 
“I’m busy,” she replied flatly. 
“No,” he responded with a bluntness that surprised her. “You’re twice 

angry; once because your sister made a fool of you and again because it kept you 
from doing the same to her!” 

Debseda turned on him and watched him recoil at the cold light in her eyes. 
“Since you seemed to enjoy that so much,” she sneered, “then go sleep with 
your self-satisfaction…tonight and as many others as it takes you to beg my 
forgiveness!” 

Ham leaped to his feet, his anger ignited by an evening of drinking. He 
raised his arm as he strode over.  

“Go ahead,” she goaded. She stood up and dropped her arms at her sides. 
“Here, I’ll make it easy for you!”  

He quivered for a moment, then turned and fled. Debseda picked up her 
sewing, proud that her hands did not shake once. There was power within; she 
just needed to learn how to use it effectively. She swore that she would not rest 
until she had.  

 
* * * * 

Madrazi lay awake, restless under the prodding of conscience. Shem rolled 
over and sighed. “What’s troubling you? Tonight was full of joy.” 

“Why does she do it?” she whispered, staring up into the darkness. “What is 
there in me that stirs such spite?” 
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Shem did not try to mask the sharpness in his voice. “Nothing! What is 
within her is within her. You didn’t create it and you can’t change it. All you can 
do is diminish opportunities for its expression. And not let it ruin your 
pleasures.”  

Madrazi nodded. “I know. I failed tonight…it just rushed up and overcame 
my better judgment.” 

“Perhaps…and perhaps your dense husband should have seen what was 
happening sooner and helped you.” He sighed and paused. “You were not the 
only one in the wrong tonight. She thought to have a laugh at your expense and 
you turned the tables on her.” He smiled as he propped his head on his hand. 
“And you did it very well. Go to sleep—it’s a little thing.” 

Madrazi rolled towards him, still troubled. “It might have started off small, 
but you didn’t see her eyes when she walked away. That was no joke!” She 
paused, embarrassed. “Neither did you see my heart. Oh, I knew what she 
wanted to do and I took great pleasure in doing it to her instead. Too much 
pleasure. But it’s gone now and I don’t like the aftertaste. It doesn’t matter 
what’s in her heart. My problem is what lies in mine.” 

Shem ran his fingers across her forehead, pulling a stray lock from her face. 
“If you believe that you wronged her, than apologize.” 

“She won’t accept it.” 
“You can’t make her. All you can do is your duty to God and to yourself,” 

he argued. “Then your heart can rest.” 
“Are you sure?” 
Shem kissed her forehead, changing the subject. “Who taught you to 

dance?” 
Madrazi smiled, remembering the astonishment on his face. “My mother 

and Jahaz. I enjoyed it for years, but when father married again…it was like 
tonight all the time and it was better to do it alone.” 

“You were very beautiful tonight…and I was very proud.” He reached out 
and ran his hand along her cheek. “Show me another.” 

Her heart warmed and Debseda forgotten, she smiled. “Tonight is a 
celebration….” 

 
 



 

  

Chapter 24 
AFTERMATH 

Day 153 
 
 
 
 
One hundred and fifty-third day or the 19th day of the 7th month of Noah’s 600th year. Even 
though the ark is grounded and will never sail again, we remain inside and will for many days. 
So I will continue to keep this log until the door is opened and the crew and passengers leave. 
We are all alive and sound, but we will spend weeks repairing the damage to the vessel. 
Perhaps we can cut new shafts for light and air for the lower decks. It is a fitting beginning for 
our life in this world; the rest of our days will be spent rebuilding what has been destroyed. 
 

he riddle of mercy, thought Madrazi to herself as she hesitated inside her 
door, is that underneath its soft exterior lies a harsh master. Once you have received it, your 
soul is changed. There is a compulsion to extend it to others, whether they accept it with grace 
or throw it back in your face. Withholding it is worse than ingratitude. She frowned for a 
moment, then straightened her back, opened the door and started across the 
deck. Her steps were heavy. There was a foreboding of disaster that she could 
not understand. After all, this was just a simple family dispute—like countless 
others that had come and gone. The fate of the future lay in the hands of Noah. 
Yet her fear remained, like a looming fog on the horizon.  

It was a simple matter of healing a breach in the family. If needed, she 
would humble herself to do so. Guilt added its weight. If she had just ignored 
the taunt last night…. The others might have laughed, but the moment would 
have passed and it would not have come to this. In spite of Shem’s reassurance, 
the memory of her pride and resentment flayed her conscience. She stopped 
before Debseda’s door, drew a deep breath, and knocked. She had abased 
herself once before Noah and Shem, and their mercy had healed lingering 
wounds. Now she must become an agent of that mercy and reconcile herself to 
her sister, whatever the cost. Yet in spite of her determination, she felt 
inadequate, with little desire to forgive. But the conflict must be resolved. They 
would all be sharing close quarters for some time, and there was no longer the 
danger of the voyage to distract them from each day’s friction.  

She braced herself and knocked again. 
Her heart was pounding and her palms sweating. It’s a little thing, she told 

herself again, but a coldness inside said otherwise. Control yourself! Don’t let her see 
your heart. That was the first rule she had learned from her father, so she forced a 
neutral expression and waited. The door finally cracked. Debseda had been 
preparing too. Her eyes were veiled and her face was that of a statue; cold, hard, 
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and without animation. She stood silent in the door, forcing Madrazi to speak 
first.  

“May we talk?” asked Madrazi politely, wanting desperately to walk away.  
Debseda merely shrugged, rudely turned her back and stalked over to her 

chair. It was too much. Madrazi felt her temper flare again as she rolled her eyes 
and followed. Fortunately she had shut Sorga in her room. As sensitive as he 
was to her moods, he would have been flaunting the snarl that she was trying so 
hard to hide. She forced her temper down. Losing it again would compound the 
problem. It had caused enough trouble last night. Debseda was being spiteful—
it wasn’t the first time and wouldn’t be the last. Taking a deep breath, she 
remembered her father’s lessons, assumed a proper look of mild regret, and sat. 

Debseda said nothing, staring into the empty space above Madrazi’s head. 
But Madrazi knew her heart. She had spent ten years fighting her stepmother 
with the same passive antagonism and knew its weaknesses. The twin ogres of 
loneliness and insecurity lurked beneath its hard shell. Unfortunately, she 
recalled belatedly, it also included a tendency to interpret anything as an attack. 

“I owe our family an apology,” she started smoothly, “and thought it best 
to start with you.” She forced herself to say nothing else, but maintained her 
expression, staring just over Debseda’s shoulder and letting the passing 
moments do their work. 

Debseda maintained her aloof disinterest. “Whatever for?” she asked with 
thinly-veiled sarcasm. “You have become such a paragon of virtue. Is offense 
possible?” She leaned back into her chair and seemed to relax, but Madrazi did 
not miss the slight narrowing of her eyes or their sharp glitter.  

She shook her head gently as she framed an appropriate reply, but her 
tongue had its own will and ran away before she could curb it. “Oh, I have my 
faults…as do you.”   

“How easily apology becomes accusation,” murmured Debseda. 
“Observation,” corrected Madrazi flatly. 
Debseda’s nose flared. Her temper was fraying, and it was with difficulty 

that she swallowed the hot retort that filled her mind. Shameless, arrogant…she 
reached down deep for self-control, yet wanting to vent a hot fury. 

“Speak your peace,” she said. Waste your words, she thought. 
“Last night was a celebration,” began Madrazi, trying to recover her 

resolution to repair the damage. But Debseda seemed to hear no more than the 
wooden walls behind her. “It was a time for gratitude and joy—for our family 
to be one. I let pride drive my actions when I should have laughed at myself and 
it cast a blight on the night, especially for you. For that I am sorry.” 

Debseda stared rudely at the ceiling, as if hearing some dull tale for the 
tenth time. She nodded slowly, as if to herself and shrugged. “You are 
considerate.” 

Madrazi stiffened in her chair. The most painful part of this ordeal was her 
memory. Looking across the room, she saw herself thirty years ago…the same 
affected slouch, the same disdainful refusal to acknowledge another…. That 
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stab of conscience quelled her rising anger for a moment. In a brief flash she 
found pity instead, remembering how lonely she had been. 

She shook her head. “Debseda. You are an open book. The more you try to 
hide, the more you reveal.” She rose and looked down at her sister, anger 
seeping into her voice. “Go to the window and take a good look around!”   

Debseda bristled and Madrazi’s temper slipped its leash. 
“You will see sun on the water and feel wind on your face,” continued 

Madrazi, “when we both should be dead. Open your eyes. We were dead and 
now we are alive. Yet you cannot see beyond your own little world—one in 
which right is defined as what you do to others, and wrong by what others do to 
you! That will splinter this family, bringing misery to us all.” She met the hot 
blue eyes with a steady gaze. “The sad part is that the lion’s share of misery will 
rebound to you!” 

“So my purpose in life is to bow to your whims and suffer silently under the 
lash of your tongue,” retorted Debseda. 

“Obviously not! It seems instead that it is to create dissension among the 
only eight people left on Earth.” Madrazi knew at that moment that she should 
close her mouth, turn away, and let Wen-Tehrom resolve this—she should have 
done that earlier—but she spoke on against her better judgment. “Was there 
not enough of that in the old world?” 

Debseda curled her lips into a sneer. “I understand!” She suddenly stood 
and curtsied sarcastically. “As long as everyone bows and scrapes to good 
Queen Madrazi, then all will be well with the new world.” She spat on the floor. 
“My family will make its own fate.” 

Madrazi sighed. “Isn’t that the role of your husband? Do you really believe 
that he wants nothing to do with those he has loved all his life?” 

Debseda stiffened and felt a stab of fear. Ham had left her angry last night; 
would that rift remain? No! It must not. It must be shifted to the others…how? 
Suddenly it came to her and she smiled unpleasantly at Madrazi. “Has not 
Noah’s god said that a man will leave his family for the sake of his wife?” 

“You think love is something that crushes all other affection?” Madrazi 
shook her head. “What was your family like?” 

Debseda’s face flushed red. “Nothing to you!” She no longer bothered to 
mask her rage. “Just as you are nothing to me! You have no right to pry into my 
life…or my husband’s!” She felt the molten heat of her temper threaten to 
explode. How dare this arrogant woman lecture her, and then drive the knife 
home with her none-too-subtle threats to expose the past? Yet just when she 
thought she would erupt she found an unexpected center of cold calculation 
that refocused her passion. It whispered softly and she saw the opportunity to 
wound Madrazi and force Ham back to her in one step. Her face twisted into a 
sly smirk. 

“Unless Ham means something to you…?” Her voice trailed into a 
suggestive leer.   
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Madrazi felt the blood drain from her face. Unable to speak, it took all her 
will to force her right hand to stay by her side, rather than reach out and slap 
some sense and civility into Debseda’s sneering face. She struggled to find 
words, despairing because there were none that would help. Yet something had 
to be said—dignity demanded it. But her mind had been slowed by the 
enormity of the accusation and she fumbled for words, and those that came 
were weak. “Ham is my brother…and right now he has my sympathy!”  

Turning away, she felt Debseda’s hot eyes on her back. It took all of her 
control to walk away and gently close the door behind her. Only when she was 
safely in her own cabin did she let her body relax. She sank to the floor, back 
against the closed door, trembling with shock—anger, fear, and shame at war 
within. 

She quailed at the outcome, having failed miserably. Instead of restoring a 
truce she had fanned the flames into open conflict. A barrier had been breached 
and nothing could ever repair it. In that moment she knew that today would 
ever stand between them—she could never trust Debseda again, never enjoy 
her company, never relax in her presence. What a mess! And Ham…how could 
she ever again feel at ease around him? Anything she might say could only 
provoke conflict. If she told Ham, he would be forced to choose between her 
and his wife. If she told Shem…what could she say to Shem? She inhaled 
sharply. She had never seen him lose his temper and yet she knew her man. His 
anger, once unleashed, would be like the storm that had nearly killed them all—
tempestuous, deadly, and unrelenting. He must never know. She vowed to 
herself then that he never would. 

She rose and staggered to her bed, and began to cry in frustration. She felt 
trapped between fearful forces—her earlier fears had proven prescient. What 
had just happened would echo across the centuries. It stunned her that Debseda 
would so callously exploit the one taboo that could hopelessly split the family. 
And she felt dirty and ashamed for having any part of it—whether it was her 
fault or not. She cast about for an escape. Maybe Yaran…. She was discreet and 
had proven a sympathetic ear before. She shook her head. No. She couldn’t risk 
it. A word to anyone would only increase the risk of the whole episode blowing 
out of control. She must bear the burden alone.  

Sorga looked up from his rug in the corner. His ears flattened and he 
whined, uncertain in the face of the raw emotion flooding from his mistress. He 
shuffled over and laid his head in her lap…love and loyalty, uncomplicated by 
the evil that stained the hearts of mankind. He did not mind the tears that fell 
onto his head amid trembling caresses. 

 
* * * * 

On the other side of the ark, Debseda sat smiling in her chair. The 
remnants of her anger had vanished into the unexpected vortex of ice that she 
had discovered in the core of her soul. At last! This was power. She savored the 
memory of Madrazi’s face at the end, the mix of helpless shame and anger, the 
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vain attempts to gather the shreds of her dignity. She laughed out loud. Last 
night’s defeat had merely been a door to a greater victory. Madrazi was so 
conventional…so predictable. She would be a nervous wreck around Ham; 
probably stiff and aloof. That would provoke his ire, driving him back to her 
and alienating him permanently from Shem and his foolish wife. If that did not 
create a rift in the family, she would work on the others. Yaran was weak and 
sentimental. She would be next. 

Eventually, Ham would turn to her because he would have no other place 
to go. Another smile lit her face as she considered ways to widen the split and 
shame Madrazi before them all. The right words…the right time…she knew it 
was possible and the rough outlines of a plan began to dance on the edge of her 
mind. It would be difficult and would need the right combination of 
circumstances. But if it worked—oh, if it worked—Madrazi would be forever 
crushed. Best of all, Shem would be dragged down with her from his exalted 
rank. She reveled in her plans. This was power—using the goodness of others 
as a weapon against them! It was far more satisfying than using their sins. She 
saw that now. All it took was the willingness to use what had always been within 
her—another part of the heritage that would lead her to a place of preeminence 
in this new world.   
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Chapter 25 
CONSEQUENCES 

Day 153 
 
 
 
 

adrazi reached down and picked up the broken pot. Unlike the others, it 
had not shattered against the floor; the grain from its less fortunate neighbors 
had cushioned its impact. Only the top was broken, so she set it on an empty 
shelf with the others that could be salvaged. Thankfully none of the honey or oil 
pots had been dislodged.  

Even though the deck was covered in grain intermixed with clay and glass 
shards, the aft storage had held up remarkably well. It had endured a major 
storm, being slammed onto a rocky ledge, and then pounded by several large 
waves. But Ham’s meticulous construction of individual partitions for each 
container had kept most of them intact. She winced. Any thought of Ham made 
her distinctly uncomfortable—thanks to Debseda’s malicious slander—so she 
concentrated instead on the broken pots littering the floor. 

There was little room to work, but the solitude was welcome. The others 
were down in the hold weighing the damage and salvaging whatever could still 
be saved. Even though an hour had passed since her confrontation with 
Debseda, Madrazi did not trust her temper anywhere near the woman. It was far 
better to stay up here and work alone even if it meant the drudgery of cleaning 
debris from the pantries.   

The mess littering the deck was an apt image of her situation. She stood, 
stretched her back, and then leaned on the broom, wondering how she could 
possibly face the others. If it would not have brought tears, she would have 
laughed. Nothing had changed for six of them, but the entire world had shifted 
for her and for Ham’s wife. And the worst of it was that Debseda’s poison 
would certainly spread. Was the woman so stupid that she would endanger the 
complex web of relationships that defined their family with her filth? Then 
again, maybe she did see. Madrazi gripped the handle of her broom. Either way, 
evil had taken root in this new world, but Madrazi was determined to keep it 
from sprouting. She wasn’t sure how, but she knew her immediate task would 
be to pull off a superb job of acting until her own emotions settled….   

 
She jumped as a hand touched her shoulder.   
“I’m sorry,” said Yaran. “I didn’t mean to startle you. You had stopped 

sweeping and I thought you heard me.”   
Madrazi let out a long breath. “I thought everyone was below. I guess I was 

daydreaming.” 
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Yaran laughed, gesturing at the floor. “If you were, you haven’t been for 
long. It’s too crowded down there so Wen-Tehrom sent me up to help you.”   

“Here, I’ll get this.” She backed out the door and turned an empty box on 
its side, set a thin board across the lip, and put her foot on it to hold it in place. 
Madrazi moved deeper into the pantry and used the broom to shovel debris 
across the floor and into the box. Periodically, Yaran would empty the box into 
a bigger one. Soon, Madrazi was sweeping the last vestiges of the rubbish out of 
the pantry. She shut the door and helped Yaran finish cleaning up the last few 
piles.   

“That’s one pantry,” said Yaran brightly. “Let’s take a break. There are 
some dates still left from last night and a little tea on the side of the stove.” 

Madrazi nodded and was soon sitting across from her sister, enjoying the 
warmth of the cup between her hands.   

“Now,” began Yaran, suddenly switching to a very business-like voice, 
“why don’t you tell me what’s wrong. You look like someone chopped the tail 
off your dog.” 

Madrazi sighed. If it was obvious to Yaran, then others would notice. She 
hesitated. There was an obvious sympathy in Yaran’s eyes and if anyone could 
offer discreet advice, she could. For a moment Madrazi was tempted to 
unburden herself, but she stopped in time and looked down. Her face had just 
betrayed her again, and she felt a blush of shame mantle her neck. As much as 
she wanted to blurt out the story, she couldn’t put that load on anyone else, 
especially someone as kind as Yaran. Once said, the words could never be 
unsaid, and they would haunt them all for centuries. Yaran was waiting 
patiently, but Madrazi knew her face had already given away too much. She 
shook her head and mumbled, “It’s my problem. I’ll deal with it.”   

“Madrazi!” Yaran was shaking her head. “I may not be the brightest lamp 
on this boat, but I don’t keep chaff between my ears either! If you don’t want to 
talk, then let me. Let’s see…you were happy last night and fine this morning, 
though perhaps a little preoccupied. A couple hours later I find you like this. 
What happened this morning that’s so bad that you think you can’t tell me? If 
not me, then talk to Shem…or Wen-Tehrom…or Noah.”   

Madrazi shook her head vehemently. She could picture it now…Shem 
hearing what she heard and the resulting explosion reverberating through the 
ark, ripping the family apart and giving Debseda the strife she evidently desired.   

Yaran leaned forward, her face now serious. “If it’s that bad, you can’t keep 
it to yourself.”   

Madrazi found her voice. “I have to, Yaran. I have to. Please promise me 
that you won’t say any more to me or to anyone else.” 

Yaran leaned back cautiously, looking even more concerned. “I don’t think 
I should make that kind of promise.” 

“It’s for the good of the family, Yaran. I swear it!” 
Yaran looked at her sharply, then sighed. “All right. I’ll agree on one 

condition. When your common sense finally overcomes your fear, promise to 
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talk to me.” Madrazi nodded gratefully, then extended her hand. “Bargain!” 
Yaran looked at her extended hand with surprise, but belatedly gripped her 
wrist, sealing the agreement. Madrazi rose and started forward. “I’m going to 
make sure my sheep have water,” she said over her shoulder. “Be back in a little 
while.”  

 
* * * * 

Yaran sat at the table, watching her retreating back. Sorga trotted in his 
accustomed place and soon both were out of sight. Yaran stilled her shaking 
hand and snorted. “I never promised I wouldn’t figure it out by myself though, 
sister,” she said softly. “Let’s see, the men were all down below right after 
breakfast…. Wen-Tehrom and I went down after we cleared up…. Madrazi was 
up here alone…no…. Yaran caught her breath, looking long and thoughtfully 
over at Ham’s rooms. “After last night, anything might have happened….” She 
already regretted her promise; Madrazi had been far too anxious to push her 
into it. “Well,” she breathed to herself, “at least I know who is at the root of this. 
Now if I only knew what was said….” 

 
* * * * 

Madrazi hurried forward, anxious to be out of Yaran’s sight. Everyone 
thought Yaran’s intelligence average, but she had proven discerning enough. 
Madrazi berated herself. She was going to have to do a better job of hiding her 
feelings. If Noah saw her in this state, he would know half the story before she 
could even open her mouth in protest. And if he asked direct questions she 
couldn’t lie. Not to him. “Come on, Sorga,” she said as she heard the clicking of 
his claws behind her, “let’s keep out of everyone’s path for a while.”   

As expected, the sheep needed nothing; they had just been the first excuse 
to pop into her head. But she stopped at their pen anyway, petting all seven as 
they gathered around the gate. Seeing the empty stalls nearby, she realized that 
some of the draft animals were still down in their temporary pens by the pumps. 
She smiled to herself. That would keep her away from Yaran and still be useful 
labor, so she eased back aft. Looking furtively around a post, she saw that Yaran 
was no longer at the table, so she slid around and down the stairway.   

Within an hour, she had moved the horses and donkeys back up to their 
stalls. They had recovered from their labors during the storm and were eager to 
return to the light and air of the upper deck. All of them were easily led up and 
none balked at the ramp. The months had transformed the gangly colts into 
solid young horses and Madrazi was no longer confident in her ability to control 
them by brute force. She was relieved when she was able to bar the door to the 
mare’s box without incident.   

She stood back and brushed a few stray hairs back and wiped her face, 
feeling a tentative smile. The work helped. Debseda seemed far away. Perhaps 
she had not really meant what she said. She was just mad from the previous 
night, her precious pride injured. Madrazi relaxed as she thought through their 
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conversation again. She had pushed too hard, somehow treading on some 
sensitive point. Maybe the woman would calm down, realize what an ass she 
had been, and come apologize discreetly, as she had before. Madrazi felt her 
step lighten as she made her way down and turned aft. She had almost 
convinced herself that in a few weeks the morning’s rift would be forgotten. She 
was suddenly glad that she had said nothing to Yaran. There was no sense in 
blowing one of Debseda’s tantrums into a full-scale crisis! 

The cattle were next. Then only the elephants would need to be moved, and 
they would have to wait for Shem. They followed him docilely, and Madrazi was 
content to let him handle them. Though placid enough most of the time, they 
were far more intelligent than their ridiculous appearance suggested and adept at 
exercising that faculty maliciously. Even Sorga was wary around them.   

But the cattle were placid and easily led. She tugged at the bar that held 
their gate shut, trying to slide it back. But the stalls had been hastily made and 
the bar was wedged tight. She pulled. Nothing happened. She braced herself 
and pulled harder. It still would not budge. Starting to get angry, she moved to 
the other side of the gatepost and pushed. The bar squeaked, slid a fraction, and 
then stuck again. By this time she was puffing, ready to find an ax and break the 
stubborn thing in half. Her temper, frayed from the morning, was sliding once 
more out of control. She seized the bar again and threw her weight to the left, 
gritting her teeth as a splinter penetrated her palm. 

Suddenly a large hand appeared, brushing against hers as it grasped the bar. 
She felt the heat of a large body right behind her and saw the muscles in the 
hairy forearm bulge. “You need to lift and then move it over,” advised Ham. 
Matching actions to words, he reached around her with his other hand and 
caught the now sliding bar and pulled it away from the gate. Madrazi was 
suddenly all too aware of his proximity. Debseda’s words rang in her ears and 
she stiffened, terrified that just being around him would somehow make 
Debseda’s vile slander true. She felt guilty for no reason and even angrier 
because of it. Not trusting her voice, she stepped quickly aside and nodded.   

Ham was looking at her quizzically. She knew that he had nothing to do 
with his wife’s malice and in that moment she wanted desperately to talk to 
him—to be able to carry on as if nothing had happened—but her words were 
stilted. “Thank you.” She cursed herself. They came out cold and haughty, as if 
speaking to a barely-tolerated servant. She saw the surprise on his face flash into 
hurt, and then harden.   

“Do you need anything else?” His voice was suddenly defensive.   
“No,” she tried to lighten her words, but they still sounded foreign… 

reserved to the point of arrogance. “I’m just taking them back up. I can 
manage.”  

He stared at the board in his hands and grunted. Madrazi felt her face 
flame, angry at her inability to spare Ham from her rage for his wife. But she 
couldn’t help it. She felt horribly uncomfortable, as though his mere proximity 
was now wrong. For a moment she was tempted to blurt everything out—
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anything to regain the easy camaraderie that they had always enjoyed, but that 
would only force Ham into an impossible choice between his family and his 
wife—something she could never do. There was no way out so she just stood 
there. Her mind froze and she could think of nothing to say, much less anything 
constructive.  

Trembling, she grabbed the rope halters from the gate and slipped around 
him into the pen, sliding to her left to keep as much distance between them as 
possible. Focusing on her task, she slipped the halters on and led the bull out. 
Ham stood back, his hands still on the gate, his face hard. Madrazi could not 
even meet his eyes. She fought back tears as she dragged the bull down the aisle.   

To make matters worse, as she neared the ramp she saw Debseda carelessly 
leaning against a post.  She was staring towards the stern with a sardonic smile 
and Madrazi felt sure she had seen and heard everything. For a moment, she 
wanted to lash out and wipe away the smirk, but she would not give the woman 
the satisfaction. Instead, she pulled her features into her most haughty 
expression—one all too easy to do—squared her shoulders, and slowed her 
pace. She pretended not to notice Debseda until she turned to go up the ramp. 
Giving her a glance similar to that she might bestow on some loathsome insect 
crossing her path, she let a sympathetic smile curl her lips. “A short break?” she 
questioned icily. “Perhaps a little extra time to work on your…um…dancing?”   

Debseda’s expression cracked. She quickly pulled it back into place, but 
they both knew Madrazi had penetrated her façade. Madrazi smiled easily, 
allowing a hint of the savage satisfaction she felt inside to show as she stalked 
up the ramp. Sorga flattened his ears at Debseda and followed behind, ready to 
hurry the bull along if it balked. But the sweet revenge had changed into a bitter 
aftertaste by the time she stepped onto the upper deck. She felt no more 
satisfaction; each step only seemed to increase her misery. She stamped her foot 
in frustration. What had she expected—lowering herself to Debseda’s level? 
After putting the ungainly animal in its stall, Madrazi fled to her room and shut 
the door, leaning against it and staring at her trembling hands. Last night, the 
family had been celebrating survival, enjoying a feast. Now, in less than half a 
day, she had managed to create a difficult situation and then effortlessly 
transform it into an impossible one. How had it gone so wrong? 

 
* * * * 

Ham stood staring after Madrazi as she and the bull turned the corner and 
started up the ramp. He was stunned. He had sought her out to apologize for 
his wife’s petty behavior the night before and try and patch up the breach. He 
knew Debseda would remain irate for several days, but Madrazi had always been 
reasonable. The last thing he expected was for her to show the same kind of 
venom Debseda frequently exhibited. After all, she was one of the few women 
with whom he had ever felt at ease. But instead, she had treated him like a leper. 
He flinched at the memory of the fear in her face as she pulled back—she had 
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been repulsed by his very presence…like he was some loathsome creature of 
the dark corners of the lowest deck. He felt betrayed and angry.   

Madrazi was a woman, and he would never pretend to understand any of 
her sex, but she had never been one to hold a grudge over something as silly as 
last night. And she was certainly not one to impute guilt by association. Her 
integrity was respected by all. And yet…there was no denying what had just 
happened. Maybe this voyage was breaking them all. First his ark. Now his 
family. He shook his head and started back forward. He didn’t want to be here 
when she returned for the other animals.   

Growing angrier with each step, he stormed down the aisle. Debseda was 
leaning against a post at the base of the ramp, her face hidden in one arm. 
Stopping abruptly, he tenderly touched her shoulder. “What’s the matter?” She 
turned, eyes reddened, fighting back tears. “More hateful words from that 
woman,” she sniffled. “I would have thought her tirade this morning quite 
enough, but she seems to have an unending reservoir of hatred. But then, 
you’ve always been content to let her get away with it!”   

Ham shook his head. “No! And don’t think you’re the only one. She’s 
taking it out on me now! I tried to help her and she treated me like dirt.”   

Debseda buried her head in his chest. “I tried to warn you,” she sniffed.   
“I know,” he said gruffly. “You saw more than I did and I owe you an 

apology. I just don’t know what’s been driving her.” 
Debseda smiled to herself, then rearranged her face as she lifted it from his 

chest. “We mustn’t be too hard on her, love. It’s been a terrible voyage and 
she’s been under tremendous strain. Give her some time and maybe she’ll come 
around. Unless…” she frowned and then shook her head. 

“Unless what?” Ham asked. 
Debseda shook her head. “No, it’s nothing.” 
“Tell me,” Ham insisted. 
Debseda looked troubled. “Unless she is thinking ahead—years ahead—

and is trying to secure her place at the head of the family.” 
“Nonsense,” Ham replied. “Father will live for centuries. He’s the head of 

this family. When he dies, Shem will take his place.” 
“But who will have been manipulating Shem for all those centuries? Who 

will be whispering in his ear every night?” 
Ham rocked back, stunned. For a moment the thought of anyone forcing 

Shem to do anything he did not want to do was ridiculous. But then he thought 
about it again. Surely Shem leaned on Madrazi just as he leaned on Debseda. 
And she would have years and years to work her way with him…to poison him 
against anyone she hated. He shook his head, but a seed of doubt had been 
planted.   

Debseda seemed to ignore his silence. “No doubt you’re right,” she said 
briskly. “We must be patient with her and hope that she returns to her senses 
soon.” 
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Ham looked at her doubtfully. “I know,” she sighed. “I was angry last night 
and this morning, too. But I’ve had a chance to think it over and I really fear 
that there’s something wrong with her. I’ll be as kind as I can and try to avoid 
her for a few days and give her a chance to calm down. If she’s taking it out on 
you, too, then maybe you should do the same.” 

Ham nodded. The advice was reasonable. Debseda patted his arm and 
turned away. Ham stood shaking his massive head. He couldn’t believe that 
Madrazi would even care about her place in the family hierarchy, but he could 
think of nothing else to explain her strange behavior.   

“Where has this voyage taken us?” he grumbled to himself as he hurried to 
catch up. 
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Chapter 26 
DIVERGING PATHS 

Day 194 
 
 
 
 
One hundred and ninety-fourth day on the ark or the 30th day of the 8th month of Noah’s 
600th year. The winds have blown steady from the northwest for weeks. The waters recede. The 
waves are now more than a thousand cubits below us, but no other land is yet visible. Our 
island has become a lonely mountain, standing tall, stark, and barren above the waters. But 
life will not be denied. What was once nothing but rock has already seen a few scattered 
patches of grass and weeds sprout here and there. The ground is harsh, but appears more 
attractive to some than the familiar confines of the ark. Despite a growing chorus to open a 
door, Noah remains adamant. He hates the conflict, but his will is like iron. I would have 
relented long ago just to get some peace! Rain yesterday, thankfully; we needed the fresh water.    
 

adrazi cleaned her brush and put her log away, first checking it against 
her now-lengthy knotted string. She thought ahead to the day’s work. As always, 
there was much to do; some of the rodents had gnawed through the partitions 
in their cages, mated, and produced young. A vigorous effort was underway to 
ensure more careful separation lest the ark be overwhelmed. Thankfully Noah 
and Shem knew the birthrates of most kinds and focused their efforts on the 
most fecund. Some of the larger animals were mating too, but where a hamster 
could produce a litter in weeks, a ewe would carry for five months and a heifer 
for as long as a woman. The lands below needed new life, but they had to 
balance that against the available food and space.   

It would need new people too, and the thought of bearing sons for Shem 
sent a shiver of excitement down her spine. But she must wait; she needed a 
home before she could commit herself to bearing and raising children. Still, it 
could not hurt to dream. It was pleasant and it took her away from her 
problems.  

Those first days after her argument with Debseda had been hard. Shem, 
sensing her distress, had pressed her for details. Yaran had persisted with her 
questions, and neither Ham nor Debseda had spoken to her for days. The 
tension between them could not be hidden and only the distraction of a 
growing chorus (stirred by Debseda) to leave the ark had prevented the family 
from addressing it head on. Desperate to keep matters from coming to a head, 
Madrazi had told Shem and Noah that she wished to seek knowledge of the 
Creator, pleading a need for solitude to do so.  

It seemed a weak excuse, but it worked. Both men had respected her 
introverted days and shared their knowledge whenever she asked. Not only had 
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it given her an excuse to avoid Debseda, but ironically it had proven  successful 
in unforeseen ways. Days of focused learning led to the discovery and 
subsequent discarding of a (distressing) number of misconceptions accumulated 
over the years.   

Madrazi had always thirsted for knowledge and delighted in its acquisition. 
But this quest was different. Though it kept her from Debseda, she found none 
of the usual enjoyment in what she learned. Instead it brought a mounting fear 
of the future. Debseda might hunger for the new world, but Madrazi grew 
increasingly pessimistic. After all, the line of Adam had fallen into a suicidal evil 
within a few generations. What was to prevent it from happening again? If 
people were truly divided into good and evil, then would there not be perpetual 
conflict? And would not God’s judgment be called down over and over? What 
was the good in populating empty lands if they were to be filled with 
wickedness and then obliterated? She could find no good answer to that 
question and she feared to ask Noah, hesitant to disappoint his enthusiasm for 
her search.  

Although Debseda was properly polite when others were present, she made 
her feelings clear the few times Madrazi had bumped into her alone. She grew 
glad that they stayed apart; Debseda’s very presence seemed to corrode her 
spirit. 

But that was nothing compared to the damage she had done to her 
relationship with Ham. She had alienated him through no fault of his, and her 
guilt was a heavy burden. Why had she been so stupid? Why could she have not 
been pleasant that morning? A few moments had been all it had taken to create 
rifts that might someday tear the family apart. And it was more than that. She 
liked Ham—genuinely admired him—and shared his interest in creating new 
things. There had been a time when she flattered herself that she was one of the 
few women who could melt his aloofness and set him at ease. Not any more. 
And she could never recover that easy friendship because she could never reveal 
to him the true depths of Debseda’s evil.   

 
Her only consolation had been Sorga’s companionship—the only 

sympathetic set of ears she trusted. She could say anything to him without 
consequence. Beside her day and night, he kept every secret she told him, and 
his evident dislike of Debseda proved a vicarious outlet for feelings that she had 
to disguise.  

Shem grumbled at the dog’s devotion. “He was a working animal. He’ll be 
good for nothing but begging scraps by the time you finish spoiling him.” 

She had just laughed. “He works hard. He keeps me company all day long!” 
Sorga had cocked his head at Shem, thumping his tail on the wooden deck.   

Shem had thrown up his arms. “Very well,” he conceded. Turning to the 
dog, he rasped, “but you need to remember who is the master in this family!”   

Sorga wagged his tail and nuzzled Madrazi’s hand. “He seems to understand 
perfectly,” she had replied, smiling.   
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But smiles were rare. As if her problems with Ham and Debseda were not 

enough, she found herself failing where she least expected it. In the past, 
achieving knowledge had always been a matter of simply applying her mind. She 
studied, she learned. It was that simple. But Noah’s God was not astronomy or 
shipbuilding. Her attempts to reach an accommodation led her nowhere. She 
spent hours prying every scrap of knowledge from Noah and Shem; she even 
pestered Wen-Tehrom and Yaran. But she kept missing something and though 
she kept trying, she was beginning to think that she had finally found knowledge 
beyond her ability. Yes, she was learning. Indeed, now she sought out only 
Noah, for her questions had grown so penetrating that only he seemed able to 
provide clear answers. She was cramming her head with information, but none 
of it seemed to come together. It was though her mind could not digest this 
strange new food. The Creator remained silent and distant.  

The only refuge from all these troubles was labor. Although the chaos 
caused by the storm had been cleared away and everything worth repairing had 
been fixed, there was always much to do. The routine of work grew tiring to 
everyone else, but Madrazi embraced the solitary hours. It mattered not that 
every day seemed the same; she welcomed anything constant and unchanging in 
her life. And if it became too dull, she could sit by the window and watch their 
mountain refuge emerge from the surrounding sea.   

Each day of the week had its particular tasks; today she must exercise the 
sheep. With the warm sun and fresh wind, the morning felt like spring. Upon 
reaching the stall she saw that the sheep agreed; another ewe had come into 
season. She wondered how many lambs would leave the ark. Shaking her head, 
she opened the gate and called her charges. Most followed placidly down the 
aisle, Sorga expertly encouraging the stragglers. Not nearly as spoiled as Shem 
intimated, the dog was invaluable, eager to herd any creature for his mistress. 
Once inside the exercise pen, Madrazi sat on a bench and watched him chivvy 
the sheep around the room, over hurdles that strengthened their legs. With the 
absence of storms or waves, the sheep (like most of the other animals) had 
settled into a routine of eating, drinking, and resting. They did not take kindly to 
the exercise, but Sorga’s nips were adequate motivation. Madrazi had only to 
close the gate and let her mind go.   

As usual, she was trying to make sense of what she had learned. She had 
written particular insights on scraps of parchment to direct her thoughts. She 
pulled one out of her pouch and fingered it again. The Creator speaks and acts like 
men. Thus he is a person, not a force or abstraction of pure thought. Simple enough. She 
retrieved another. He created time and space, he must be unconstrained by either. Not so 
simple. She looked at another. If he is perfect then he must always remain the same. 
Easy to say; hard to comprehend. In spite of the steady systemizing of her 
knowledge, it all remained a puzzle.    

It was good to know about the Almighty, she thought as she leaned back 
and closed her eyes, but it wasn’t enough. Abstractions on parchment did not 
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bring her any nearer to the naked power that had drawn her into the ark and 
then covered the mountains with the sea. Knowledge was important, but it 
could not equal the shiver she felt at the dawning of the forty-first day. But 
those experiences were lost in the past and abstractions were all she had. She 
clenched the scrap in her fist; there must be a magical place where power and 
knowledge met. The power was there, close enough to trouble her heart, yet 
every time she reached for it she felt it dance out of her reach. How could 
anyone grasp the wind?  

She frowned. Knowledge might not always excite the heart, yet heated 
affections needed its firm hand. At least she was gaining wisdom. She 
understood now why she could concede His justice, why it was right to feel 
satisfaction at the fate of men like Sechiall, Subtur, and Dajus. But such things 
were cold comfort. Yes, the Creator possessed a high order of intelligence—He 
had chosen Noah decades in advance of the flood and His design of the ark had 
survived the angry seas. Yes, He was honest—every word spoken so far had 
been fulfilled. Yes, He was good—she was alive, despite deserving death.    

None of that brought Him any closer. Her understanding was no different 
than her old assessments of her father’s trading competitors. Cold. Impersonal. 
Detached. So far, the Creator had stirred nothing in her heart but fear. She 
sighed. That fear was another problem. However much one might speak of the 
Creator in human categories, He was not. There was something terribly alien 
about Him—the great unknown…the great other.    

Uneasy, she roused herself to lead her small herd back. Sorga trotted self-
importantly behind. She refilled their trough with fresh water and mounted the 
loft overhead to throw down another bale of hay before moving on to the 
camels. Giving herself to the work, the hours sped by; her hands flew 
automatically to each task while her mind wrestled. Desire had not automatically 
brought what she wanted. And she would settle for nothing less than a 
revolution; a transformation like that which came when she had finally given her 
whole heart to Shem. She gritted her teeth. Nothing less would do. No more 
self deception. No matter how long it took. 

 
* * * * 

Debseda watched the sun glitter off the distant waves. A steady wind 
ruffled the surface, but small white specks were all that could be seen. The ark 
was high above the receding sea. The solid rock of the great mountain stretched 
invitingly down. Her eye saw half a dozen trails that her feet yearned to explore.   

“Look at the moss,” she pointed, “and the grass growing in that hollow. 
Life is beginning to lay hold of the land. We need to stake our claim, too.” 

Ham glanced furtively around. “We will.”   
“We will,” she mocked. “Are you so sure? Talking to Noah about opening a 

doorway is like talking to the mountain itself. What’s the harm in being outside 
in the light, walking on solid ground, watching the recession of the sea?” 
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Ham had no answer. He had heard the same arguments for weeks. At first 
he had eagerly agreed—to the extent of pressing his father several times. But 
Noah had been unyielding, and Ham had pushed his authority as far as he 
dared. “We will leave when He tells me to leave,” he continued to say, and Ham 
knew him well enough to realize that those words might as well have been 
chiseled into iron. 

Right or wrong, Noah was still his father. But his wife was restless and 
growing estranged from the others. Despite her sympathetic allusions to 
Madrazi’s “condition,” most of the others blamed Debseda and she returned 
their suspicion with disdain, widening the rift Ham saw opening between him 
and his family. He would not risk an open break with his father.   

 “We can watch the sun and feel the air up here,” he said weakly. 
“Bah!” Debseda made no effort to hide her scorn. “We are trapped in this 

wooden prison, caged just like the animals. They are held by your strength while 
we are held by your weakness.” She looked back to see if anyone else was near 
and lowered her voice. “We could make our own way. You could cut a hatch in 
the hull and hide it. No one would ever know. We could slip out onto the rocks 
and enjoy some freedom at night, alone.” She leaned over towards him and ran 
one hand along his leg. “It’s the least you could do for me.” 

Ham felt overburdened. It was hard to deal with this welter of emotion—
anger at her spite and fear of participating in an act of rebellion against his 
father. But the touch of her hand triggered another, and it caught him off 
balance. As if sensing his wavering, she ran her hand higher. He could not think 
about their problems when all he wanted to do was reach out and tear off her 
tunic. Ever sensitive to his moods, Debseda relented, whispering as he relaxed. 
“It’s not just Noah,” she said. “Shem whispers in his ear and Madrazi has 
poisoned him against you. Watch him carefully and you will see how cold he is 
to me.” She placed her hand back on his leg. “I think he is jealous. You are the 
better man and he sees what you will become in the new world.”   

Ham privately suspected that Shem’s coldness had more to do with 
Debseda’s constant complaining, but as she ran her hand up his chest he 
conceded that she might have a point. Shem would inherit the leadership of the 
family in the next generation simply because of an accident of birth. It mattered 
little that Japheth was the superior farmer or that Ham might build cities, master 
stone and metal, and increase their wealth. As her hand rested lightly on his 
cheek, he thought it quite unfair.  

He shook his head and looked back out the window. Debseda sat quietly 
beside him. His head ached. What a mess! Somewhere in the flood he had lost 
the easy camaraderie with Shem and Japheth. Madrazi wouldn’t talk to him. 
Their years of easy friendship had been sacrificed to silly feminine spite. Even 
worse, Yaran and Wen-Tehrom seemed to favor Madrazi; they had been 
decidedly cool to Debseda in recent weeks. It angered him. His wife was the 
only one who offered him compassion and understanding. He remembered the 
first dark days of the voyage. Debseda had been his only comfort then. Maybe 
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she was right, maybe the others only valued him for what he could do. He had 
built the ark. He kept it afloat through impossible seas. But now that its task 
was done, he was no longer the cherished son and brother. He looked down the 
path of years ahead. She would be there for him, satisfying his every need. The 
others…? They were his family…but she was his wife.  

His temples throbbed.  
She pulled his head down to her lap and began to stroke the pressure 

points, easing the pain. Her touch lightened. He opened his eyes to the bright 
blue fire of hers and let it pull him in. “I can talk to Father again,” he conceded, 
“but his answer will be the same.” 

“I know.” Her voice changed. “Perhaps there is a better way.” She leaned 
over him and he felt the heat of her breath in his ear. “Noah is stubborn, but 
others may be tiring of this enforced solitude too.” 

“My brothers stand with Father.” 
“Do they?” Debseda sat back up and raised an eyebrow. “Japheth simply 

parrots Shem. Perhaps he would listen to reason were Shem not pulling his 
strings. Anyone can see that he chafes to be off this wreck, to plant his seeds 
and raise his herds.” 

Ham sat up and nodded slowly. “Perhaps you are right. If not for Noah’s 
command he would already be outside. He was always restless.” 

Debseda put her hand behind his head and pulled it to hers. She breathed 
again in his ear, “Japheth resists confrontation, but is easily led into idle 
conversation. He must be approached obliquely and apart from Yaran. She and 
your mother have no secrets.” 

Ham nodded thoughtfully. “I can nudge him in the right direction.” He 
might have said more, but her hot breath overcame him. He did not care that 
they were up on the parapet, in plain view of anyone on the fore upper deck. 
Let them stare. His strong hands pulled her to him as she lifted her lips to his. 
Once again his mind left his family and focused on the true object of his 
affections.  
 



 

  

Chapter 27 
WILDERNESS ESCAPE 

Night 194 
 
 
 
 

ebseda rolled over in frustration, sleep eluding her. Ham slumbered on, 
oblivious to her burning need to be free of this wooden cage. Yes it had saved 
her life, but it was merely a tool that had already outlived its purpose. She was 
ready to be free of this painful, prolonged proximity to the others. How she 
longed to follow the receding seashore down into the mysteries of their new 
world. Noah might be content to sit and wait for some sign, but she was not! 
Who needed a vague vision, when the call of the world came so clear?   

Noah clung to a lost world and its lost ways; she was committed to a new 
future. It struck her then that he would always be an alien in this world, 
gradually coming to realize his impotence over the years and then fading into 
the mists of time. But his authority was all too real now. To fight her 
frustration, she recalled the dreams that had haunted those first nights—their 
revelation of her destiny. She was not like the others; she was a being of power, 
of untapped potential. Her fate sprang from those images—a noble mother, a 
powerful family, an extraordinary deliverance from her enemies. There was 
more, she was sure, like seeds waiting to crack their pods.   

One thing was crystal clear. A purpose had protected her life long before 
Noah’s barge. It was larger than his story. She knew now that her own father 
had tried to eradicate her past, but he had failed. He had always been a small 
man—content with small trade in small towns.  

Hers was a large destiny. It could not be denied. After all, what had brought 
her to Lamech? What had brought that first chance meeting with Ham? How 
had she so quickly captured his heart—a girl alone, of no special means? Clearly 
it was meant to be. Overnight, the poor stranger had become a daughter in the 
leading family in the city. She had ignored Noah’s eccentricity. So he had 
wanted to build a boat. It was an easy life compared to many. It could have 
been worse. Her new father might have beaten her…or worse. Plenty of men 
did. But she had been treated well. All she had to do was throw herself into 
their work and take the rewards of a dutiful daughter. She had seen Ham’s 
talents early on; the ark had merely been a school to develop skills that would 
secure her future. Yes, the flood had come. But now she understood. It was just 
another step down an inevitable path to greatness.   

The only obstacle had come when Methuselah announced Shem’s marriage. 
Debseda scowled. Even then she had resented the stories of Pomorolac’s 
daughter—a woman exotically beautiful, gifted in learning, able to read the stars. 
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Debseda sneered. Madrazi was not a problem. Her weakness would prevent her 
from taking her place in the new world. The line of Shem would fade and the 
line of Ham would flourish. And she would be the matriarch, perhaps in time 
revered as a goddess. Whatever spirit had been wakened by Sechiall’s fire 
assured her of that. 

With that confidence sleep came easily and with sleep came dreams. 
 

* * * * 
Jaxa woke blinking in the sunshine. He reclined for a time, feeling new strength in his 

limbs. It had been five days since that disastrous night in the stable, though he only 
remembered the past three. The rest was a blur of pain, and dreams in which Calportus and 
Isebris gloated over his dead body. But Jaxa was in the prime of life—only four centuries—
and his strength returned quickly. He could ride in two more days and be ready to fight soon 
after. His head ached, but that pain would be assuaged by capturing his enemies. He 
remembered only bits of that wild night: the stories of men at the scene and the fact that his 
injury had come from an ax enabled him to piece the tale together.  

Calportus…the old snake! But Jaxa allowed himself a smile. The old warrior had 
finally made a fatal error. He had assumed a killing stroke—as it would have been for any 
man without Jaxa’s abnormal reactions. The assassin lay back, thanked the gods for his gift, 
and contented himself with dreams of new tortures to inflict on the traitor and his sons. 

It was simply a matter of time. Isebris’ death must have undone the old man. Witnesses 
had seen five riders escape. One was a woman and the other fit the description of that worm, 
Sessoudy. Had it been just Calportus and his sons Jaxa would have been less confident. But 
for some reason the old fool was determined to save Sessoudy and a woman too! Jaxa laughed 
out loud. Sachlac had promised his magic tomorrow, which would put the hunters in the right 
region. After that, it would be a simple matter.   

 
A week later Jaxa lay back on his blankets under the canopy of his tent, pitched in the 

wilds beyond Lypos. A servant unobtrusively set out a meal. Another brushed his horse and 
fed it grain. Despite the rough surroundings, Jaxa’s servants made sure he had all the 
comforts. Those that failed him, even in the small things, found their employment 
terminated…permanently.  

The trail—at least the few indistinct marks that his best trackers assured him was the 
trail—was only a few days old. No’emgaman had been generous—the attack on his royal 
messengers had been a personal affront—and Jaxa had nearly four hundred men. It had been 
enough to seal an area a day’s march across. Camps had been established on high terrain 
around the perimeter. Roving patrols crisscrossed the land, driving their prey before them. 
“Soon,” Jaxa whispered to himself, “very soon!” 

 
* * * * 

Demesiod, lying immobile under a bush on a hill overlooking the camp, presented a very 
different picture. Twelve days of staying one step ahead of No’emgaman’s vengeance had taken 
their toll. Dirt covered the parts of his clothing that were not rent by rock and brush. His 
mouth was dry and his stomach empty. Their horses were spent; one was furnishing meat to 
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keep the fugitives alive. Every town was a trap and Calportus had been prescient to avoid 
them. Sleep had been sporadic and limited. Demesiod had never seen his father so gaunt and 
discouraged, but there were many days of fighting and fleeing left in them both. Rentos’ wound 
had been nastier than first thought, and he had stayed close to Sessoudy and Eubach, leaving 
the lion’s share of the work to his brother and father. Fortunately he was healing and soon 
would be able to shoulder more of the burden.  

The others were in a cave over the next hill. Demesiod grinned as he thought of Jaxa’s 
trackers searching in vain. The exhausted party had stumbled on it while looking for water, 
not realizing that it was anything more than an opening between two boulders until they 
literally fell in. It wound back under a hill, hiding them from both sight and hearing. After 
exploring it, Demesiod had seen the first real smile on his father’s face since he had struck 
down Jaxa. “We’ll stay here,” he had said. “If we make no tracks, they cannot find us. In a 
few days, they will move on, and we will slip east across the river, and escape.”  

Demesiod had remained outside to scout their pursuers. Battles were won by knowing 
what the enemy was doing, and the risk was small—Demesiod was a wraith in the woods. 
But Jaxa had the cunning of a mongoose, so Demesiod did not move a muscle. Immobility was 
the first and most difficult lesson of remaining unseen. There was only one motion he ached 
for—the easy pull of his bow…but he could not. Calportus had cursed fluently last night upon 
hearing that Jaxa had personally joined the hunt, but was too wise to give into the temptation 
to slay him. Demesiod remembered his words. “The most pain we could inflict on Jaxa would 
be to escape. He has never failed, and our freedom would eat at his bowels for the rest of his 
days. Death is too easy.” So Demesiod restrained himself and was content to filter closer after 
dark and listen to the talk of the camp.   

Night found him stretched out on a limb like a hunting panther overlooking the camp. 
The scouts had returned and he smiled grimly as he heard their frustrated reports. One by one 
they scuffled forward and made excuses for their failure. Jaxa remained silent. Finally, the 
oldest scout ventured his opinion. “My lord,” he began…. Unlike his fellows, he met Jaxa’s 
daunting stare. “We have found no new sign for two days, but I followed an older trail as best 
I could. It led west, all the way to the patrols. I saw no more marks, but I could have gotten 
past those city soldiers even in daylight. They are not wilderness scouts. I was within ten paces 
and they did not know it. The brush is thick along that ridge, my lord. I think Calportus and 
his sons are already outside our trap.” The old man braced himself for the expected storm.   

But Jaxa only sat up straighter. Demesiod held his breath. He knew that old man; he 
was the scout Calportus feared most—a veteran of many hunts. But he had made an 
unexpected error—probably trying to outguess Calportus. Demesiod held his breath. Would 
Jaxa heed his advice? If so, they could loop around and make the river, steal a boat, and 
make their final escape. Demesiod averted his eyes, fearful that his stare would trigger Jaxa’s 
awareness. But instead the assassin stood and laid a hand on the old man’s shoulder. “You 
have followed these wolves where others have failed! We go west tomorrow and will search five 
days.” He paused. “But no path can be ignored.” Signaling to his servant, he continued, 
“Ride home at your best speed. Take my ring. We need new word from Sachlac. Meet us in 
seven days in Lypos!” 

Demesiod smothered a grin. What a difference a few words made! They could stay in the 
caves for two more days. That would give Jaxa plenty of time to move west, and though 
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Sachlac’s evil rites would point back to this area, it would take too long for word to reach 
Jaxa. More time would be gained as the assassin searched this ground again. By the time he 
realized his error, Calportus and his family would have Isebris’ child forever beyond 
No’emgaman’s reach. He almost felt sorry for the old scout, who would surely pay for his 
failure.   

The campfires dimmed and men slept. Demesiod slipped back, a finger’s width at a time. 
He took half the second watch just to descend the tree, and then disappeared into the darkness. 

Elated, but careful to make no mistake when victory was in sight, he made his way back 
to the cave entrance, careful to keep to the rocks and leave no marks. Whistling low into the 
opening, he proceeded in. After feeling his way through the first passage, he saw the dim light 
of their fire from the small grotto near the back of the cave. An underground waterfall formed 
the back wall of that room. Smoke was sucked into the water and beaten into nothingness 
before it could reach the surface. In its dim light he saw Sessoudy and Rentos sleeping and 
Eubach nursing the baby. The indomitable Calportus stood guard. 

Demesiod could not hide his smile. “Good news?” asked his father. 
“The best!” he answered, softly. “All we have to do is wait for two more days. Then the 

river will be open to us.” 
Calportus looked at him astonished, and Demesiod related all that he had heard. “So 

Jaxa will find nothing,” he concluded. “Sachlac will know that we are still here, but by the 
time the message reaches Jaxa, we will be out of their reach.” 

The older man seized his son by the shoulders. “You make me proud! This victory will be 
a badge of honor for the rest of your days. Trust me! It will be as sweet five hundred years from 
now as it is tonight, and be just as bitter for Jaxa!” 

 
* * * * 

Debseda woke, dizzy for a moment. Ham sighed in his sleep, bringing her 
back to the present, and she had to restrain her impulse to leap for joy. The 
power was moving within her once more. She had seen another proof that her 
life was charmed; no enemy could triumph. She was of a bloodline of power—
of a strength that would flow to her children and grandchildren. None would 
stand before them. She laughed to herself and felt cold satisfaction. 

But she could not relax. As her elation faded she realized that something 
else had been awakened—something was nagging at the edge of her mind. It 
kept pushing her memory back to that first day…the ground 
shaking…Sechiall’s eyes…the door closing…. She could not see it, and her 
inability frustrated her. She gritted her teeth, feeling the walls closing in around 
her. She couldn’t think in here! If only she could leave….   

She drew a deep breath and let it out slowly. Relax! Time is working for me now. 
The growing rifts in the family would stand her in good stead in the centuries 
ahead. She smiled at the notion that something as simple as fresh air and 
sunshine could become a weapon. Then she composed herself. Whatever was 
troubling her mind would make itself known…all in good time. How could it 
not to someone with a destiny such as hers? 
 



 

  

Chapter 28 
COST OF FREEDOM 

Day 225 
 
 
 
 
Two hundred and twenty-fifth day of voyage or the 1st day of the 10th month of Noah’s 600th 
year. The wind continues, steady and strong. Other land is now visible, at least 3,000 cubits 
below. How high this mountain must be! As the waters recede, the tensions grow—more 
muttering about leaving the ark. Noah still refuses and even his patience is wearing thin. The 
animals in their cramped confines seem content, but people are ever restless.   
 

adrazi leaned out the window to breathe in the afternoon air and search 
for more specks of land. She liked the slowly-changing vista. As the water 
dropped, the scene outside changed, as if layers of wrapping were being 
removed from a wonderful gift. Their mountain refuge offered a clear view to 
the north, west, and south. Their berth was a ledge near the summit, about 
twice the size of the ark’s footprint. To starboard, the slope appeared 
treacherous and steep; the safest path seemed to proceed down from the knoll 
to port.   

She peered south to the dark speck far off in the ruffled sea. It was distant 
but unmistakable. The white flecks of surf formed a different pattern against the 
new island.   

“It’s still there,” said the quiet voice behind her. Startled, she jerked around.   
Noah laughed and apologized. “I was up a few minutes ago,” he explained, 

waving out over the water. “Other land is beginning to show. You can see a 
small isle there,” he pointed south by southeast, “and back to the north. Soon 
we will see it all around.” 

“We’re so high,” she replied. “If these are the mountains, think how much 
remains below the waters.” 

“It is certainly far higher than anything I ever saw,” he agreed easily. 
Madrazi sighed. “I wish it would go faster. It must be the height of 

ingratitude after what she brought us through,” her hand patted the wood 
timbers appreciatively, “but it feels like a cross between a barn and a prison.” 

“You are not alone,” admitted Noah, gruffly. “Even Wen-Tehrom has 
asked me when we will leave.” His face hardened. “God shut us in and we will 
wait for Him to lead us out.” 

“How will you know,” asked Madrazi. Her own experiences with the silence 
of the Creator made her intensely curious about Noah’s speech with Him.   
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He calmed himself, hearing her sincerity. “He will speak; perhaps through 
sign, word, or vision,” the old man returned. “I don’t know, but I know that He 
will. Our task is simply to wait and nurture those in our care.”  

“Waiting is difficult,” she offered, “but offending the Creator would be 
much worse. I withdraw my complaint.” 

“You aren’t the problem,” muttered Noah, turning away. Madrazi watched 
him go, kicking herself inwardly for having raised a sore subject. For weeks 
Noah had been subjected to a steady trickle of cleverly-contrived comments—
usually at the dinner table—urging an early exit. There were no clear cut 
challenges to his authority; simply observations that the air would be improved 
by uncovering the ark, that the creatures would enjoy the sunlight, or that they 
would be better off with some exercise outside. Debseda had started it, but 
Ham had taken over and even Japheth seemed to be joining in recently. Shem, 
as always, said nothing. Madrazi knew that he had upbraided his brothers 
privately, but it seemed to do no good.   

It was like the wind—steady, relentless, and always blowing straight into 
Noah’s face. For a time, Madrazi had secretly felt a modicum of sympathy for 
Ham. He worked on the lowest deck much of the day, unable to enjoy the sun 
and air as readily as the others. But as its atmosphere seemed to poison him 
against his father’s authority, her sympathy evaporated. She shook her head, 
wondering where it would lead.  

 
* * * * 

Japheth swore under his breath. Ham had to put up with the lowest deck, 
but he at least enjoyed the benefits of dealing with creatures that needed less 
attention. Bats, lizards, and snakes did not need constant care and feeding; some 
remained dormant for weeks. Even active lizards needed no handling; they 
could be fed simply by opening a pipe between a cricket hatchery and their cage. 
Or take the snakes. Just drop in a rat and walk away. Shem had more work—
most of the domesticated animals were in his care—but he also enjoyed the 
sunlight and air of the upper deck. He could pop up to the parapet and enjoy 
the view. But Japheth was stuck with the worst of both situations. The middle 
deck stayed stuffy and dim, and its inhabitants demanded far more. Right now it 
was the monkeys—they seemed to save their worst for him.  

He glared at the deck. Once again they had hurled most of their food back 
through the bars, scattering it across the deck. “Should have caged you all next 
door to a python,” he muttered, kicking at the grain husks and torn leaves. 
Nearly finished with the day’s responsibilities, he had been heading up for a 
bath, some food, and some time walking the windows afterwards. Now…he 
swore again. 

He sighed. It wasn’t the monkeys, he admitted to himself. They were always 
obnoxious. He just couldn’t get Ham’s words out of his head. Father was being 
unnaturally stubborn, keeping them cooped up inside. A day’s labor could open 
a new hatch through the broken hull below. Knock together a short ramp and 
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they would be out on the rocks, enjoying a little freedom and fresh air. It 
seemed such a sensible idea.   

Japheth would never have been a warrior. He could rouse little joy for 
combat. For the same reason, he would never have sat on the counsel—too 
many arguments, all day, every day. But he was now inextricably caught right in 
the middle of a brewing dispute—one that he could not avoid. He was unable 
to commit to either side; both had valid points. And the tension twisted his 
stomach like a vice. He sighed. 

Shem had always been the peacemaker, but in this debate he was being just 
as hardheaded as their father. And if that problem was not enough, Madrazi and 
Debseda were still at odds. It was all quite civilized—they treated each other 
with correct courtesy in public—but anyone who knew women could feel the 
edges of the blades just below the surface, and Japheth prided himself in being 
an astute observer of human behavior. Debseda was like a hedgehog, with 
spines sticking out in every direction. That was not overly surprising; she had 
been prickly for years. It was Madrazi that disappointed him. She had chosen to 
take out her hostility on Ham, and Japheth had seen how much it hurt his little 
brother. She had been treating him like a leper ever since they had grounded. 
He swore again as he picked up the trash. Even worse, their mess was causing 
problems closer to home—he felt sorry for Ham, but Yaran’s sympathies were 
solidly with Madrazi.   

Conflict bred conflict and he was sick of it! He drew himself up straight. He 
was a man. Tonight he would do something about it…he would have his say! 
Insert a little sanity into the family. 

 
A few hours later it was clear that his strategy was not going as planned. 

Seeking the gentle winds of compromise Japheth found instead a tornado of 
wrath. Noah’s face was red and his eyes hot. “…because I am your father and 
my word will be obeyed!” he shouted. Japheth’s eyes were wide, and the 
memory of blundering into a hornet’s nest as a youth flashed across his mind. 
But the hornets had been friendly amateurs compared to the stinging words that 
had been flaying him for the past minutes. As Noah caught his breath Japheth 
stumbled away from the table with a mumble that might have been an apology.   

 
* * * * 

With that break, the others reacted. Shem reached over to Noah. “Walk 
with me, Father,” he asked softly. Noah, the anger suddenly gone, nodded and 
rose.  

Madrazi sat rooted to her bench. She had never seen Noah explode like that 
before, and suddenly it was no longer difficult to imagine him as Lamech’s son. 
She watched Yaran—still pale—rise and go after Japheth. Ham pulled Debseda 
away. Madrazi imagined a fleeting look of guilty chagrin on his face, but his 
wife’s eyes glittered with undisguised satisfaction. Madrazi sighed, met Wen-
Tehrom’s troubled eyes, and began to stack dishes. Dinner was clearly over. But 
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the older woman did not move, and so Madrazi sat back down beside her and 
wrapped an arm around her shoulder. “It’s been coming, Mother. Like a storm, 
it’s been building for days. Perhaps now it has blown itself out.”   

“You will find in time,” sighed Wen-Tehrom, “that a mother’s burden is to 
be forced to watch her hopes for her children crumble through the sieve of 
years.”   

Madrazi felt her shudder and wrapped her other arm around the older 
woman. “Noah won’t stay angry and Japheth loves him. Pain will bring wisdom 
and fade.” 

“It’s not Japheth that worries me. No mother wants to see her family rent 
like old cloth.” 

Madrazi could say nothing; a large part of the present rift had originated 
with her foolish decision to humiliate Debseda with her dancing. And only a 
blind man could have missed the chill between her and Ham. The worst of it 
was that they misinterpreted it as petty spite. Anger welled up at her dilemma 
and at the satisfaction on Debseda’s face whenever a fight broke out. She 
suddenly wanted to explain it all to the old woman; what Debseda had said, why 
she was so guarded around Ham, but she clamped her mouth tightly shut. At 
this point, it would only add to Wen-Tehrom’s burden. All she could do was 
pull the old woman’s face to her shoulder, and so she did, holding her and 
staring out into the gathering shadows, more than a little bit ashamed for her 
part and more than a little bit angry for her inability to deal with it.   

 
* * * * 

 “Stuck your hand in the hornet’s nest again,” sighed Yaran. 
“Feels more like my head,” muttered Japheth. Suddenly he smiled. “When I 

was a boy my greatest fear was Grandfather’s temper. I always thought Father 
so calm and collected.” He winced. “You would think it wouldn’t take a century 
to learn.”   

He paused, his face serious. “I only wanted to clear the air…to bring a little 
peace.” 

Yaran sighed again. “I know, dear. Trust me, when Father settles down, 
he’ll know it too. But you need to see a little deeper.” Her eyes went hard. “That 
woman is stoking the coals every chance she gets. Ham has been content to 
serve as her poker, and they were both happy to let you step into the fire 
tonight and find out just how hot it is!” 

Japheth looked down. “I know. Jumped right in, didn’t I?” Yaran said 
nothing. Japheth looked up plaintively. “Why can’t she and Madrazi get along? 
That’s your ‘root’ of all this. They’re like two cats fighting over a bird.” 

Yaran shook her head. “Madrazi doesn’t want a fight. She would like to 
back up, but Debseda just pushes harder every time she does. I know Madrazi 
has shoved a little herself, but you would too, and so would I…only I would 
shove a lot harder!”   
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Japheth met her eyes. “Well, what about Ham? Madrazi was always good to 
him, but you know as well as I do that she’s been treating him worse than that 
dog.” 

“She treats her own husband worse than that dog!” Yaran laughed for a 
moment, but then looked down, her face troubled. She took Japheth’s hand in 
hers and looked back up. “I know, and it bothers me, too. She won’t talk about 
it, but believe me; whatever it is has hurt her more than Ham.” She grew 
thoughtful for a moment. “I’m not sure how, but I know that woman is behind 
that too. Somehow….”   

Japheth stood, put one hand behind his back, and adopted his best 
innocent look. “I tried to tell my brothers years ago,” he began piously. “Every 
family is perfect until women worm their way in. Now, look at us. For years, the 
three of us were doing just fine…” He never finished. Yaran yanked him back 
down onto the bed and straddled his waist, her hands planted on either side of 
his head. “Do you need another lecture on the blessings of matrimony?” Her 
eyes were bright and her voice dangerous.   

“Extended lecture?” he choked out. 
“Of course!” 
“Please.” They both laughed.   
 

* * * * 
Debseda sat in the darkness. Ham was asleep. He had done well, restraining 

himself and letting Japheth provoke tonight’s explosion. Now things were more 
confused. She stared at the ceiling. How else could she push the others apart? 
She felt like a general managing her own private battlefield. Ham was her sword, 
Japheth her unwitting dagger. Soon she would have sons—each a new bow, 
spear, or club. She finally understood why generals spent years planning battles. 
As she slipped beneath her blankets, she smiled. She enjoyed this game, she 
thought as she drifted off to sleep.  

She woke again in the middle of the night, biting her lip in frustration. 
Something was continuing to irritate the recesses of her mind—ever since the 
last dream. She had narrowed it down to the door of the ark closing, but despite 
reviewing those memories over and over again, she had gained no ground. But 
she was wide awake now, so once again she tried to locate that mental itch.   

She had been in the ark with Yaran and Wen-Tehrom. Madrazi—her lip 
curled at that memory—had rushed into the ark in a panic. Sechiall’s men were 
marching down the ridge…the ramp pulled inside…soldiers surrounding 
them…Noah in the doorway…the ground shaking. Nothing. She felt the heat 
of anger rise and quenched it with an effort. Once again she forced herself to 
run through the events of that day. For some reason, her struggle for control 
made her mind sharper and the pictures clearer.   

Once again she reached the moment when the quake threw the soldiers to 
the ground. Her mind slowed. Sechiall rose, coiled, drew back his arm, and 
released his spear. It slid through the air towards Noah…a gust of wind…it 
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missed, lodging in the doorframe to his right, with the door still fully open 
against the hull.   

Suddenly she knew. That was it! Her mind locked on that picture—a 
glittering spear quivering in the dark wood…its broad-bladed head driven deep 
into the timber. Sechiall’s spear! The weapon that had given him victory over 
the forces of Y’tor, that bore the head of their champion, Torech, in triumph 
through the streets...the weapon that had never known defeat.   

She focused again. In her mind she saw the door begin to close. Sechiall’s 
blue eyes captured hers…. No. She had missed something. She reversed the 
sequence. That was it! The spear! The closing door splintered the shaft, its 
wooden shards falling to the ground.  

Its wooden shards….   
 
Debseda sat up abruptly. Ham stirred and grunted, still half asleep.  “I can’t 

sleep,” she whispered. “I’ll sit for a while; you go back to sleep.” She eased out 
of bed and over to her chair, slowly rocking until she heard a pattern of slow, 
steady breathing. She chafed at the need for secrecy. But even Ham could not 
be allowed to know. She let her mind return….  

Wooden shards…she could see them falling again as the door swung 
ponderously around. But there had been nothing else. Her memory slid forward. 
There! In the rapidly narrowing space between the door and lintel, just beneath 
the middle hinge, she saw the steel head being driven into the post by the 
weight of the closing door. She stopped rocking and sat straight up, almost 
laughing out loud. The greatest weapon of a lost age was resting in the timbers 
of this very ark, waiting for anyone to dig it out. No one else had guessed. If 
Noah knew, he would have dealt with it long ago. No, this was her secret…a 
new weapon for the years ahead. 

She felt a warm glow in the pit of her stomach. There would be a son, a 
grandson…a man who would carry her blood, subdue others, and create a 
kingdom. Such a man would need a weapon—no, something more—a talisman 
to strike fear into his enemies. What better than the spear of Sechiall? The man 
who had defied Noah to the very end, who had carved out a kingdom, never 
lost a battle…. Just as he had bequeathed the power of his bloodline to her, so 
also would the power of his spear be turned to her purposes for the coming 
world. It was hidden in the wood below, just beside the door. She could find it, 
hide it, and preserve it for her seed.   

She pulled herself back to the present. The ark’s position precluded any 
future use of the door. Directly outside it was a sheer rock face. Noah would 
never use that door again…but she would!  She could work at night…hide her 
efforts…she would tear the entire ship apart with her bare hands, if necessary. 

She stopped rocking. Everything was falling into place, just as it should. 
Why then did she feel this strange disquiet?  

It wasn’t time…. The spear would come, but only at the proper time. It was 
nothing more than a feeling, but she had learned to trust her new instincts. It 
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would help to work under the cover of more turmoil. That must be her 
immediate goal. She would know the time. She did not know how or when, but 
she would know—of that she was certain. So she sat and basked in the 
knowledge that was hers alone and in the power that lay waiting for her to 
recover and use. 
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Chapter 29 
KEY OF HAPPINESS 

Day 280 
 
 
 
 
Two hundred and eightieth day of voyage or the 26th day of the 11th month of Noah’s 600th 
year. More land is visible and the seas are now far below.  It is colder at night and the wind 
blows incessantly—we have to close most of the windows after dark. The air seems thinner too. 
Noah remains determined to wait for a sign to leave, but the others continue to prod. We are 
all eager to see the end of our confinement, but I know in my heart that he is right. In the face 
of their persistence, he has resorted to cleverness, sending out the birds to explore the land 
below. The raven’s flight and that of the first dove were powerful arguments in his favor and 
more importantly, they bought him two weeks of relative peace. The dove released yesterday 
brought great excitement along with the olive branch. But olive trees will sprout under adverse 
conditions and so he is determined to send the dove out one more time. All of us are shirking 
work to stand at the window and look for new signs of life. Even the creatures are restless, as 
if they sense the end approaching. And there will be more leaving than came in; my ewes are 
only a few weeks away!    
 

adrazi shaded her eyes and stared out over the waters. Though the 
window in the bow had become a popular place, she was alone for the moment. 
Far below, the waters lapped onto the well-washed rock, patchworked with its 
own shades of green; one for moss, another for grass. The sun was high, but a 
brisk wind took away its heat.   

But even this awesome vista from the pinnacle of the world could not 
dispel her frustration. The tensions tearing the family apart seemed insignificant 
compared to her own internal conflicts. For months she had driven herself to 
learn the ways of the Creator. And she had acquired knowledge, but knowledge 
alone had not satisfied her desire; there remained some missing key—perhaps 
an inability to find the right perspective…to grasp some core concept…..  

She could feel the truth of what she had learned, but only as a spectator. It 
was like being thirsty and watching a line of squalls march across the sky, 
tantalizingly out of reach.   

Wanting what she could not obtain was only part of it. She had been 
humbled in the one thing that had never before failed her. Her mind had always 
grasped new things: quick to knowledge, quick to understanding, and quick to 
wisdom…so she had thought. But this quest had crushed her confidence; she 
felt like a backward child. And she was trapped. Her heart’s need drove her 
forward as hard as her promise to Methuselah. She could never forget that hour 
with the old man; on his deathbed he spoke of the flood, of her life beyond, and 
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of her need for a new heart. Because she loved him, she had committed herself 
to his vision. But all her desire and determination had achieved nothing; the 
Creator had hidden Himself and she could not find Him. She felt old and weary.   

 
Her introspection was interrupted by the sentinels in the aviary announcing 

an intruder. She turned and saw Noah making his way forward. He saw her, 
waved, and climbed the ladder to stand beside her. As they both looked out 
over the world, she tried to find words to unburden her heart and ask his 
help—after all, he was a prophet. He had answered her questions before, but 
she wasn’t sure how to ask this one, and she did not want to appear a fool. 
Besides, it was pleasant just to watch the green waters far below. Slowly her 
frustration ebbed as she gave herself to that view. She was so entranced that 
Noah had to repeat himself. “Daughter, what do you want more than anything 
else in the world?” 

“To be happy,” she responded easily. “Doesn’t everyone?” As soon as the 
words left her mouth, she realized how flippant they sounded, and she turned to 
apologize only to find him nodding, as if she had said something profound.  

“I think so,” he agreed, “though many wander into strange corners 
searching for it. Why do you think so few find it?” 

Madrazi hesitated. Noah had that look on his face that reminded her how 
many centuries of wisdom lay behind those deceptively soft brown eyes. She 
stared out over the mountain, considering his words. After a moment she said, 
“I suppose they never discover its secret or they fail to drive themselves hard 
enough to obtain the prize.” 

“It’s seldom a question of effort,” he disagreed dryly. “Instead, I believe 
that most become content with a devalued substitute…like merchants 
scrabbling for a few coppers, having forgotten the luster of gold.” 

Madrazi thought uncomfortably of her own father. “What about those who 
sense it deep down, but never find it, even though they search all their lives? Is 
happiness something to be found, or does it lie in the search?”   

Noah smiled easily. “Now that’s a question for the wise,” he admitted, as if 
some promising student had won a point of debate. “Happiness can come from 
both seeking and finding, though the joy of the hunt turns to bitterness if 
there’s no quarry in the end. A wise man once argued that a man could never 
know if he lived a happy life until he reached its end and looked back down the 
years. If the secret is something within us then he was right, but if happiness is a 
gift, it can fill our hearts at any time. After all,” he laughed, “who is happier than 
a babe at its mother’s breast?” He chuckled wryly. “The “learned one” thought 
that illustration well beneath his dignity!” 

Madrazi smiled too. She could easily imagine Noah deflating the pride of 
some self-appointed sage. In that instant of shared amusement, she suddenly 
decided to press him for help. “I have a different question,” she began, and 
then her voice trailed off. Suddenly she was angry with herself for no particular 
reason. But before she could turn away, Noah placed a hand on her shoulder.    
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“I know,” the old man replied gently. “Let me help.” 
“I would value it,” she replied stiffly. “I apologize for interrupting.” 
“Not at all,” he smiled. “But may I ask you a few questions first?” 
She nodded.   
“Good! You acknowledge that everyone seeks happiness?” She nodded 

again. 
“Then tell me…do you think the Creator is happy?” 
Madrazi stopped short at the incongruity of his inquiry. God…happy? The 

idea stunned her and her tongue ran off on its own. “I…I have seen His 
power…His justice…His truth….” Hearing herself babble, she frowned, “I 
don’t know.” 

“Well,” he admitted, “I may be wrong, but if He made us in His image and 
we long to be happy, then it seems important to know whether that desire is in 
conformity with His likeness or is a distortion rising from Adam’s sin. If the 
former, then we have both reason and right to pursue it.” 

Madrazi nodded. That at least made sense, but she wasn’t sure where he 
was going. Noah had a disconcerting habit of coming at a question from 
unexpected directions. He was clearly driving at something, but for the life of 
her, she couldn’t see it.   

Noah continued, “It also seems that His qualities would direct our search. 
He is wider than the heavens; we are but dust. If He is filled with happiness, 
that reservoir is more than enough to meet our feeble needs. And if you knew it 
was there—endless, clean, perfect—would you not move heaven and earth to 
find it? But if not, why seek it at all? Clearly nothing else could supply what you 
really want.” 

“I suppose,” Madrazi hesitated, still trying to digest his words. “But a happy 
God? A laughing God? A God who takes delight…who would sing and 
dance…? What would it take to make such a being happy? What could possibly 
fill Him with delight?” 

Noah nodded, his brown eyes dancing. “An excellent question! What would 
bring Him delight?” He paused, but Madrazi shook her head, motioning for 
him to continue, so he did. “First and foremost, Himself. Then the world He 
has made—why else would He fashion it, if not for His pleasure? The story 
unfolding on the stage of time.” He paused and looked directly into Madrazi’s 
eyes. “But you must concern yourself with one particular source of divine 
pleasure.”   

“Which is…?” 
 
“You.”   
 
Noah let the word hang between them.   
Madrazi just stared at him, her face coloring in anger. “I have no need to 

remind you of the evil in my heart. You have seen it clearly enough—at least the 
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small part that I confessed.” She looked down at the deck to hide the sheen in 
her eyes.  

His hands caught her shoulders. “Look at me,” he commanded. She did 
and her defiance ebbed. “You are reputed to have a mind. Use it!” She had 
never seen him so serious, so focused. She drew several deep breaths, then 
nodded slowly. This was important; even if she did not grasp it now, she must 
be sure to catch every word.   

Noah released her and stepped back, content with the determination he saw 
in her face. “Grant me another question,” he asked. “Would such a God—one 
who was so richly and forever happy Himself—be able to bring you the 
happiness you seek? More than any food or drink; more than your husband; 
more than sons…could He not supply that which you sense deep in your heart, 
just beyond reach? It is an overflowing fountain and you have merely felt a few 
tantalizing drops—the look in Shem’s eyes reserved for you alone, sunlight on 
your skin after a chill night, a dog who would give his life for a kind word or 
caress. But these are not enough. In you heart you know you need to plunge 
into the source and explore its depths.” 

Madrazi nodded. He had pinpointed her desires, but did not seem to grasp 
her complete inability to find that fountain. He made it sound so easy. She 
voiced her thought. “Even if that were true, how could I discover it? He is the 
Creator and I am just a woman.”  

“Yes you are. And so the answer should be plainer to you than to me.”   
Madrazi snorted, but Noah persisted. “Your entire life will center on 

sharing happiness with your husband and children…especially your children.”  
Madrazi began to nod and so Noah continued. “Yes. People are brought 

together in relationship. Once joined it cannot be severed. Don’t Shem’s joys 
make you laugh, just as his sorrows make you cry?” She nodded slowly.    

“So it is with God. If He made us in His image, then He made us to enjoy 
relationships—with Him as well as with each other. And because He is happy, 
we who are created in that image desire that more than anything else. Even 
those who overtly reject him cannot deny that basic need.” Noah paused. 
Madrazi nodded; everyone wanted happiness, no matter how perverted their 
search became.   

Noah waited a moment longer and continued. “Does it not stand to reason 
that our most basic desire is for His happiness—one without limit, one that lasts 
forever, and one that can never be diminished? The real difference between us 
and God is that He could be happy without us, but we need Him desperately, 
even when we try to flee Him just as desperately. That is the terrible paradox of 
Adam’s folly.  

And it grows worse. Life will continue after death; our everlasting happiness 
rests on that eternal relationship, and its absence forever will be beyond the 
worst thing you could ever imagine. But there are no more chances beyond the 
grave.” 
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Madrazi’s mind was storing up Noah’s words, but he was pushing her to 
the edge of her ability to assimilate the meaning she could feel lurking beneath 
the surface. “That may be true,” she temporized, fighting for time. She felt 
overwhelmed—she had learned so many facts, but at that moment she felt like a 
child reciting without understanding while the master sped on to new 
application at a dizzying rate. She drew a deep breath. There was one question 
that she needed to ask now.   

“If that is true, how can it be possible? Adam lost that relationship for 
himself and his children. All that remains is wrath. He was driven from the 
Garden. His sons murdered each other.” She waved her arms towards the 
horizon. “Finally his seed became so evil that the Creator destroyed the entire 
world. How can I enjoy a relationship with someone who is so angry?” 

Noah thought for a moment. “You can’t. It would be unbearable. But now 
you are at least asking the right questions.”   

 
He gave her a few minutes to stare into the distance and ponder his words. 

Then he turned to her again. “Tell me, would a slave go into her master’s bed to 
escape punishment?” 

Madrazi did not bother to hide her distaste. “She might, but she would hate 
him and herself afterwards.” 

“But would not the same woman go eagerly to her husband?”   
He was losing her again. “There’s a big difference...”   
He interrupted sharply. “What?” 
“The former is from fear, the latter from love.” She stopped abruptly. 

There was a hint of a smile on Noah’s lips. She felt a stirring of intelligence. 
“Do you mean…?” 

“Of course,” Noah broke into laughter. “We must seek the Creator as a 
wife seeks a husband, not cringe into His presence like a slave. The slave can 
never be happy, but the wife will always delight in her spouse.” 

He paused and they both looked down the slopes again. Madrazi tried to 
find her earlier pleasure in the vista below, but the waters stirred only memories 
of the worst days of the voyage. Noah sighed and turned to her. “But you 
wonder if such a thing is possible; the angel would let no one back into Eden.” 
Madrazi nodded.   

He watched outside for a few moments before speaking again. “Then 
answer this question. Was Methuselah happy?”   

Madrazi looked at him in surprise. Memories began to flash across her 
vision. Methuselah telling stories by the sea…his face at her wedding…on his 
deathbed…. She had never thought of it before, but as soon as the words left 
Noah’s mouth, she saw their truth. Even facing death, he had been the most 
content man she had ever known—a quality he never hoarded, it fell freely on 
everyone around him. How she missed him! Not trusting herself to speak, she 
could only nod. 
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“Yes,” he agreed. “He was, and he would be the first to tell you that it came 
from walking with the Creator.” Madrazi felt a stir of excitement. She might not 
fully grasp Noah’s logic, but his example was impossible to refute. She turned to 
him. “Then Methuselah knew how…how to find this?”   

Noah sighed. “I miss him too. But if he were here, I think there is a riddle 
he would pose.” 

“I’m drowning in riddles!” she replied with a little asperity. “I’ve labored for 
days without end—I feel like all I’m doing is pushing a stone up a mountain. 
And now, just within sight of the summit, you tell me that I need to let go the 
stone, turn, and run like a child downhill, with my arms flying in the wind!” 

Noah laughed at her picture. “Better to enjoy the wind in your face than to 
continue sweating up an endless slope.” He started to chuckle again, but saw the 
thunderclouds forming on her face. “Calm yourself, my daughter, and close 
your eyes. Put away your confusion and concentrate.” With some difficulty, 
Madrazi set aside the welter of information and cleared her mind. After a few 
deep breaths, her face relaxed and Noah continued. “Think of a wonderful 
garden—the most exotic on Earth.” She nodded hesitantly. But he ignored her 
look and went on at length, his words forcing the scene into her head, painting 
a picture of a desirable paradise—thick grass, warm scented air, luscious fruits 
hanging from laden limbs.     

Just as she was beginning to lose herself in the fantasy, he interrupted, 
speaking sharply. “But it is closed to you by a high stone wall.” Madrazi felt a 
surge of disappointment. “If you want in, you must overcome the wall: tear it 
down, climb it, or find a gate. To that end you must expend every effort.” 
Madrazi nodded, eyes still closed, imagining the struggle as the moments of 
silence dragged on. Would she go over, through…perhaps underneath…? She 
found it exhilarating—here was something that she could understand…. 

Suddenly Noah’s voice interrupted. It contained a hint of accusation. “Now 
tell me why you struggle? For the sake of the garden or the challenge of passing 
the wall?” 

Madrazi started to remonstrate, but realized he was right. She said nothing, 
folding her arms across her chest in annoyance and frowned. Noah ignored it. 
“At first nothing could not tear your mind from the garden and its pleasures, 
but then pride and stubbornness seized her heart. You saw nothing but that 
obstacle. The Creator’s hatred of our evil is the wall, it is high and strong!” 

She nodded slowly. Now she could understand what he was saying. For 
months, she had spent her efforts futilely trying to breach an unbreakable 
barrier. Noah read her mind. “I have seen your struggles. Perhaps you make no 
progress because your effort has become misdirected. It is a fight you cannot 
win. The wall, in and of itself, frustrates and turns away the most persistent 
because its challenge, while exhilarating for a time, can never truly satisfy your 
heart like the garden beyond.”   
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Madrazi turned to him with troubled eyes. “It’s a terrible thing. I face it 
every day. The flood, this troublesome strife within our family…even my own 
conscience. How can I find rest?”  

“You have always seen Him as a stern, angry judge?” 
“Of course,” she shrugged. “Everyone does.” 
Noah sighed. “And so they should…looking through the lens of their evil 

hearts. But that wall is just the boundary of a place that we all desire. Once in 
the garden, evil has no place… it is not a part of His essence. If you really want 
to know the Creator, then you must find a way to see beyond the wrath. As an 
elder of Lamech, would you have known me if all you saw were the times that I 
sat in judgment on the wicked?” 

The frustrations of the past weeks flared again. Madrazi knew this 
conversation was important, but Noah was going down so many side roads that 
she felt more lost than ever. As if guessing her frustration, Noah suddenly 
asked, “How much is this worth?” 

She blushed and looked at the floor. “You’re right,” she whispered. “I want 
inside, but I cannot see how. All I see is the earth shaking, the water falling 
from the heavens, and the storms tossing us across the sea.” She looked up at 
him, her eyes pleading. “Tell me plainly what I need to know.” 

“You already know what is necessary,” Noah replied. He held up his hand 
to quell the protest on her lips. “Look back again. The flood is not all that has 
happened these past months. What transpired between you and Shem in the 
week before we entered the ark? What about our conversation at the very height 
of the storm, when we thought the ship was lost? Don’t you remember the 
morning of the forty-first day?” 

Madrazi pulled up short. He had cannily singled out the very things that had 
given her a taste of what her heart desired. Love, forgiveness, and a promise 
kept. How could they be fashioned into a tool that would break down the great 
wall? She sighed audibly. 

Noah stirred. “Hear me! Your heart is divided. All your life you searched 
for happiness, more and more desperately as the evils of life overtook you. And 
now you think you can just put that all aside until you find the Creator. But you 
are lost. You cannot live without happiness and you will find it only in Him.”  

She clasped her hands in front of her and started to turn away. She felt 
anger stirring again. Maybe Noah thought he was steering her onto the high 
road, but all she could see were the walls of a maze. She forced herself to hear 
his words. He was the prophet. He was not cruel. There must be some purpose 
in all this. She turned back and Noah continued. “It all begins with your 
confidence that He delights in you. That is the soil in which the garden grows. 
Only then can you appreciate His mercy and trust His promises.” He stared 
again out the window. “But remember this! At the root of it all, He is what you 
seek. True happiness…the only true satisfaction…knowing and being known…. 
Do not let your heart become satisfied with things that are but a shadow—



226 MABBUL 
 

 
 

marriage, family, friendship—when the full glow of the sun is waiting just 
beyond.” 

 
He turned, made his way back down the ladder, and then disappeared aft. 

Madrazi, not completely mollified, realized that the rest was up to her. So she 
stood at the window for a time, imprinting the conversation deeply into her 
mind so that she could revisit it at her leisure and follow the threads that would 
take her down this new twist in her path.   
 



 

  

Chapter 30 
THE WIZARD AND THE KING 

Night 280 
 
 
 
 

hy won’t you settle down?” asked Debseda, out of patience. She put 
aside her needlework and stared at Ham. He was pacing the floor like a caged 
creature. Through long days and nights, she had worked hard to wean him from 
self-doubt and away from the family that chained his full potential in shackles of 
righteousness and thus sought to keep him weak. She had begun to infuse him 
with dreams of creating a fit home for a new race of men. She longed for the 
day when she could reach into that secret part of her mind and unlock the 
barrier that would bring sons that would tie him to her irretrievably. It was so 
tempting, but she ruthlessly quashed the notion. It was foolish to think of such 
things now.  

Under her tutelage, he continued to prod his father and brothers—always 
stopping short of conflict, but never relenting…although after the old man’s 
explosion at Japheth, he had become more circumspect. She smiled at the irony. 
Now that he was working so hard to that end, she no longer wanted off the 
ark—not until she could retrieve Sechiall’s spear. For that reason, she had been 
quick to support Noah’s attempt to buy time with the birds, much to everyone’s 
surprise. Throwing them all off balance had added a little spice, and had been as 
grateful as Noah when the raven had remained outside, flying back and forth 
above the waters. It bought her time for her quest.  

Yes, the past months had gone well. Since the disaster of the dance she had 
disciplined her antagonism towards Madrazi with ambition. And there was no 
need; Madrazi in her weakness had alienated Ham faster than Debseda thought 
possible. As a result, he had been drifting away from Shem, and the others. In 
the place of family cohesion, she had given him her body, her approval, and her 
confirmation of his worth. Gradually she had pulled him into her orbit. Now, 
little by little, she was using his needs to teach him that his continued pleasure 
depended on acquiescence to her will.   

So using that silk-edged tone of voice that she reserved for such occasions, 
she spoke. “Ham, pick me up and take me to bed.” Her voice was sensual, but it 
was a command and they both knew it. Without meeting her eyes, he lifted her 
from the chair. “Not up here,” she purred. “Don’t worry,” she continued as he 
hesitated, “everyone’s in their room. It’s not far and I’m not much of a burden.”   

She looped an arm around his neck and began to stroke his face with her 
free hand. She enjoyed the play of his muscles against her body as he carried her 
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down and began to feel her own heat rising. She was as intoxicated by her 
power as he was by his passion.   

As he lay later sleeping beside her she reached out and stroked his great 
arm. He was strong in his own way, but her strength ran deeper. She wondered 
why it had taken her so long to see it. She fell asleep with that smile still on her 
lips.   

 
* * * * 

Sachlac stood back from the fire and frowned. There it was again! For the past thirty-five 
years he had seen vague, but powerful portents of destruction, from far to the west. It was like 
smelling smoke—he knew danger was present, but had yet seen nothing tangible enough to 
satisfy No’emgaman, and Sachlac would never endanger his reputation over ephemeral feelings. 
But tonight, he had seen it—the first tangible omen—and his heart was troubled.   

Seeing brought knowledge and knowledge brought fear. Now he knew: recent events far 
exceeded the dark lusts of Jaxa. Deeper currents flowed, visible only to a seer of his power, and 
Sachlac did not like what he saw. It was troubling that Calportus and his sons would 
abandon their people for the sake of an outsider; that they should succeed in eluding his power 
was much worse. The hint of interference by some great power had driven him to desperate 
measures.   

 
Unknown to Jaxa or the king, Sachlac had made his way to the burned out section of 

town. People turned away from the menace of his hooded figure as his servant guided him to the 
charred shell that had been the home of Calportus. Like a hound on a scent, Sachlac soon 
found the origin of the fire; the flame’s pattern extended outward in all directions from just one 
point. It would have been an interior room. Stirring around in the malodorous ashes around 
his feet, he dislodged darkened bones.   

He stood again and looked carefully around, trying to see the house as it had been. He 
kicked a bone. This must be Jaxa’s spy—the fool who had triggered the trap and started the 
blaze. A few feet further on, he came to a different pile of ashes. He bent down and sniffed. 
Wood mixed with oil…and something else…something human. Suddenly it hit him—the 
pyre of Isebris! With a triumphant glitter in his eyes, he pulled out a carven bone spoon from 
his pouch. Hunching down, he muttered words of power. The bone spoon glowed with a sick 
orange light and he let it pull his hand to a spot near the middle of the pile. There he scooped 
some ashes into the pouch, careful to keep his hand from touching them. He rose satisfied. 
How appropriate that the ashes of Isebris would open the windows of knowledge! He could 
sense great power here. If he could bend it to the service of No’emgaman, then his reward would 
be great, too. 

 
Later he stood in the gathering darkness, no longer thinking of any reward. He had been 

right…there had been great power at work—much greater than expected—and it had almost 
overwhelmed him. The king must know! Pulling his cloak close, he clutched his staff and made 
his weary way to the palace.   

Within the hour, No’emgaman was interrupted by his attendant. The man’s face was 
twisted with terror. “My lord,” he stammered. “Sachlac awaits. I told him that you slept, but 
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he said I must wake you from the dead, if necessary, for the news he bears.” The man looked 
down at his feet, doing his best not to see the lush form of the young girl lying in the bed, blood 
staining the ropes that held her wrists to iron bars at its head.    

 
No’emgaman growled, but rose and threw on his clothes, accepting the sword belt and 

robe from the frightened servant. The last servant that had interrupted his sport had lasted a 
few days on a stake in Jaxa’s garden, and this one would meet the same fate if Sachlac’s 
business was not important. Wizards were fine, but the seer was beginning to presume much, 
and No’emgaman wondered if his usefulness was drawing to a close. He stormed out into the 
other room and waved the servant away with a soft warning. “Any word of this to anyone and 
I will plant you in Jaxa’s garden!” The man’s face went white. “I speak only at your 
command, great king!” he stammered out and bowed low and scuttled away as fast as he 
could. 

“Well, wizard,” the king began gruffly, “what is so important that you cannot grant me 
a few hours rest?” 

Sachlac’s eyes gleamed under his hood, but he knew better than to voice his thoughts. He 
knew perfectly well what kind of “rest” the king had been enjoying. He knelt and spread out 
his hands. “Oh great No’emgaman, ruler of the seven cities, destined lord of the lands of the 
east, I bring you ill news—a warning of coming darkness!” 

The king said nothing, letting him kneel for a time to repay the interruption, but 
eventually grunted, “Speak, Sachlac, and share your visions with your king!” 

Sachlac stumbled to his feet and No’emgaman noticed his face was unnaturally drawn 
and weary. He seemed to have aged a century in an evening, and his hands trembled in spite of 
their tight grip on the dark staff. Some hint of dread broke through to No’emgaman, and he 
reached out and caught the wizard by the arm, helping him over to a table set into the wall. 
Then he stood towering over the seer and waited. 

Drawing a deep breath, Sachlac looked up at the king. “A dark business, my lord, this 
unwelcome episode with Calportus and Jaxa.  I sensed darker threads, but they remained 
hidden by jealousy and lust, and by the strength of Jaxa and Isebris. But tonight…” he shook 
his head, his face twisting in distaste. “Tonight I worked a deep vision from the very ashes of 
Isebris—a ritual of blood and fire that I hope never to repeat! But the price was well paid. 
Jaxa has not told you, but only the mother burned. The child lives, and that child is marked 
with the fate of us all!  I saw her alive…and I saw all of us dead!” 

“What evil is this?” asked the king, now alarmed. “How can we expiate it from our 
midst?” 

“That I cannot see,” the wizard replied, shaking his head. “Nor can any seer on Earth. 
For the child’s fate bears the mark of the Creator’s finger, and you know that even my vision 
cannot penetrate the awful light that surrounds Him. Not even the most powerful spells 
invoking the name of his enemy can show those mysteries to mortals.” 

“The finger of the Creator,” breathed the king, sitting down heavily across from his 
wizard, his pride momentarily forgotten. “We have avoided that evil for generations. Why has 
it come upon us now?” 
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“I cannot say,” replied the weary wizard, “but I have seen it, and by her mother’s own 
blood, our fate is bound to this infant. I can think of nothing except Jaxa’s success that might 
save us. Even if he manages to kill the accursed child…even then we may not escape.” 

“But you know the child is a danger.” The king ground his teeth, his fingers 
unconsciously gripping the hilt of his sword. “Why did I bend to Calportus and allow her to 
marry that weakling?” He got up and paced the room for some time. “At the time it seemed 
amusing to watch Jaxa gnash his teeth, but now….” Then he stopped in front of the seer, once 
again the indomitable ruler. “So if she lives, we have no chance, and if she dies, you don’t 
know?” 

“Yes, my king.” 
“Any chance is better than none,” declared the king. He clapped his hands, the command 

echoing through the room. Servants and soldiers threw open the doors and came forward to 
kneel before their lord. “Send a message to Jaxa tonight!” he commanded. “Tell him 
Calportus flees with the daughter of Isebris. Tell him No’emgaman commands that he not 
return without the body of that baby. If he fails, it will be his life for hers. Go!” 

The guard ran from the room as fast as he could, thankful for any excuse to leave the 
presence of the king’s wrath. Sachlac sank deeper in his chair. He was overcome by exhaustion 
and his eyes were beginning to play tricks on him. At the edge of sight he saw a great wall of 
painful golden light. A maze of paths appeared running from his feet toward that wall, then 
branching out in every direction. But as he watched, they all twisted inevitably back into the 
light. Perhaps No’emgaman was right. He snorted to himself. Yes, and perhaps the king could 
hurl a spear blindfolded and hit a mark! The dark destiny that had always surrounded their 
city seemed a threadbare protection. Sachlac felt a great weight, but laughed to himself. He was 
the most powerful man in this land, yet after all was said, he was just a man—afraid of a 
baby! 

 
* * * * 

Debseda woke with a sharp intake of breath. She could still feel the 
lingering traces of Sachlac’s fear in the recesses of her mind. Kings and wizards 
feared her! She laughed to herself. Well they should, for here she was dreaming 
in a warm bed, while they rotted in the cold depths of the endless sea. They 
might have been the first to realize her power, but they would not be the last. 
Her entire life stretched out before her and this new vision had confirmed her 
desires. 

The seed planted by Sechiall had taken root. So this was what power felt 
like! She trembled. Again she was tempted by the thought of conceiving a son. 
Only the cold reminder that power demanded its own sacrifice quelled that 
desire. The day would come. She would see one of her sons sit on a throne—
one that would make No’emgaman look like some bumbling headman of a 
frontier village. Sons would make her happy because they would be the path to 
something better—a power that worried wizards and troubled tyrants.   

 
 



 

  

Chapter 31 
THE LAST DOVE 

Day 286 
 
 
 
 
Two hundred and eighty-sixth day of voyage or the 2nd day of the 12th month of Noah’s 600th 
year. New murmurs have arisen over the past week because the dove returned bearing a fresh 
olive branch. Noah has agreed to release the dove again today. Will it return again with some 
token of life or will it return at all? At our elevation, it is becoming difficult to tell land from 
water in the distance. The land we can see is rough and rugged, with no trees and few shrubs to 
soften its appearance. Last night was cold—we were grateful for the warmth of the stock—but 
the sun warms the days quickly. More tomorrow, they are calling…. 
 

adrazi hurriedly closed the log and rushed forward to find everyone else 
standing expectantly on the parapet, watching the sun flood the horizon with its 
morning majesty. The sky was not as clear in this new world, but the sun’s rising 
and setting brought a display of colors more rich and varied than they had ever 
seen in the old world. Shifting shades of purple, red, orange, and yellow danced 
through the sky, as if heralding the appearing and exit of the great ruling light. 
She never tired of watching the display, disappointed, however, that it quickly 
faded into the haze as the sun lifted over the horizon.   

They were scattered along several windows, with Noah and Wen-Tehrom 
standing together at the one nearest the bow. Resting lightly in his cupped 
hands was the dove, eyes bright, seeming to share the anticipation of the eight 
who were its audience. Madrazi edged over, joining Shem just to the right of 
Wen-Tehrom. He slid his arm around her, pulling her close in the lingering chill. 
Noah was speaking softly to the bird; had she been any further away, Madrazi 
would not have heard the words. 

“You brought us proof of new life on your last flight. Go again with my 
blessing and show us another sign.” He leaned his head down close to the bird 
and closed his eyes. His lips moved, and Madrazi heard nothing. But the dove 
seemed to understand. It stood in his cupped hands and suddenly leaped 
forward through the window, spreading its brown wings to their full span, 
flapping to gain height and distance from the ark before it sailed out and down, 
heading south. No one spoke and everyone pushed against the windows, 
striving to keep the rapidly-shrinking speck in sight. But it was soon gone.   

Noah stepped back and exhaled. “Come,” he said. “There will be nothing 
more here for some time. I will let you know when I feel its return.” Reluctantly 
the others went down, with several pauses to look back through the window, as 
though expecting it to reappear.   
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The dove felt none of their impatience. Instead, she enjoyed the rush of the air and the easy 

balance granted by widespread wings. Down the rocky slopes she spiraled towards the hint of 
green that mantled the lowlands; new life springing up from the land beneath. The sea was no 
longer visible; there were only scattered lakes and ponds, dotting the landscape as far as the 
bird could see. Instinct drove her—something below called; a new world needed her morning 
songs, and those of her children who would soon follow. She needed to find a place to nest. As 
she spiraled down, bare rock gave way to patches of green: moss, lichens, even grasses and 
herbs. As the air grew thicker and warmer, the dove edged closer to the mountainside and 
sailed lazily down, searching…. 

 
Madrazi remained preoccupied all day. Restless, she returned several times 

to the window, standing lost in thought until Sorga would whine from the foot 
of the ladder. For a week she had been wrestling with Noah’s words, trying to 
find the thread in his riddles that would unravel her puzzle. The answer 
remained out of reach, but his probing questions had dislodged something deep 
within. She realized now that this was no mere pursuit of knowledge, but a hunt 
for her heart. Like a kettle ready to boil over, something had to give. 

If she spent the day distracted, the night was worse. Sleep eluded her; she 
could not even lie still and pretend. A voice was calling. She did not understand 
the words, but it was unmistakable. The chill pre-dawn found her huddled on 
her favorite seat before the window. Stiff and cold, fatigue had finally allowed 
her body to slump against the cold wood, her mind lost in an exhausted reverie. 
Gardens and walls—she could not stop thinking about gardens and walls. 
Something had to give; she could not keep on like this. She needed peace, and it 
seemed as elusive as the happiness that Noah’s garden promised. She wanted it 
so much, ready for her soul to run barefoot through the thick soft grass, to 
drink of its satisfying springs, to eat its sweet fruits. But she could find no 
entrance. She was too weak to batter down the wall, too burdened to climb it, 
and its gate was guarded by an implacable angel.   

She could not leave the ark without some resolution…without renewal. She 
sensed a great tale waiting for her in the dim lands below. But that story needed 
her whole and strong, undergirded by a joy sufficient to see her through difficult 
days. She needed strength for the challenge but she did not yet possess it. She 
thought back to Noah’s last clue. Love was the foundation. That she could 
understand, for love generated happiness. He had also talked of mercy…of 
forgiveness. Was that the key to the wall? If so, how could she obtain it? And if 
that was all that was required, why had Noah mentioned the forty first day—the 
promise kept?   

She yearned for fulfillment. Shem was a better husband than she deserved, 
but he could not repair her soul or make her complete. She needed another 
love; one that would heal her heart so that their time together would be a 
mutual delight rather than the burden of the last two decades. Pride was a thing 
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of the past. He was strong and she was weak. Their future desperately needed 
something he already possessed, but that she did not.  

She was ready for change. She wanted change. But her inability to bring it 
about by the force of her will was driving her mad. How she wanted to relive 
those wasted years, but how much more she wanted to make sure that the rest 
would be different. Her fear of the infinite had finally been exceeded by her fear 
of unending centuries of the same flat, unsatisfying life that was her past. The 
part of her that had once melded with Jeriah was dead; she needed a greater 
friend—one who would never betray her heart.   

 
It was just before dawn when the dove woke. Morning’s light was just over the horizon. 

A clump of flotsam caught in a shallow crevice near the foot of the mountain had provided 
refuge for the night. Her head stretched out and quivered for a moment, but the bird remained 
still. It was not yet the appointed time to sing, but it was near. She hopped out atop a long-
dead limb to wait for the coming light.  

 
Morning’s gray fog enfolded the ark and its tendrils seeped inside, isolating 

Madrazi in a damp cocoon at the top of the world. She could see nothing 
outside and dim shadows lay behind her. But she heard the wind begin to move 
across the rock outside and knew the fog would soon lift. So her sight turned 
inward. She remembered days staring out this same window at the mesmerizing 
sea, the new sun revealing glimpses of the depths below its troubled surface—
like the great unknown that now threatened to overthrow her mind.    

How she had changed from the day she came under Shem’s roof! All the 
props of her life had been scattered: family, status, wealth, friendship….   

Then her world had been turned inside out by the power that drove the 
animals into the ark. The Creator had brushed past her, and His power had 
begun to work changes. She longed to feel its tingle; it had left an insatiable 
hunger for more. Rationality—her quest for information and understanding—
had proven insufficient. It was profitable, but not satisfying. If she could only 
find a way to unite wisdom and power…. But that nexus remained out of reach. 
The armor surrounding her heart remained unbroken. Having felt the edge of 
that power and having learned the wisdom of the patriarchs, she could never go 
back. Was she doomed to this perpetual need…this stark knowledge of her own 
insufficiency? She would rather throw herself from the mountain than face years 
like this!  

Perhaps she just needed more time, but her heart screamed, “Today!” The 
months aboard the ark had not been barren. Belated discoveries of love in 
marriage, of mercy in Noah’s forgiveness, of joy in their deliverance from the 
sea all were real and all hinted at a joy that could fill her soul to overflowing. But 
those were mere ripples on the surface and she wanted to plumb the depths. 
What had Noah said? An overflowing fountain of everlasting happiness? How 
could she ever merit that? 
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Looking back, she realized Pomorolac had been wrong. Man was great and 
had capacities for unimagined good and overwhelming evil, but he was not the 
measure of existence. If the flood had proved nothing else, it showed that 
people lived and died at God’s decree. Anyone who ignored Him exchanged life 
for a cheap fraud. Once she had been proud of her beauty, intelligence, and 
name. Yet beneath that façade lay nothing but quivering insecurity. 

In that quiet moment her soul lay completely exposed. Every prop had 
been pounded into nothing by the waters of judgment. Her empty heart longed 
for life. Noah had been too astute. He was right about her need. She longed for 
happiness…for that garden. It rose like a vision before her, but so too did its 
wall. How could she enter? Mercy was the key, but to what? Only the One who 
made it could grant passage. It was no longer about her.   

She held that thought. The earth, the sea, the stars…all these were merely 
artifacts pointing the way to a mind beyond her understanding. Life was not 
centered on her. What then? Him…? But that was not the way of hope. He had 
brought the flood. Every splinter of this ark cried out her guilt. She could not 
get around it. Tears of regret fell for all the blighted years; a new intensity of 
shame brought sweat to her forehead as her hands gripped the wood. 

What hope was left? A promise…a promise…what promise? Suddenly she 
was a child, sitting with Methuselah on the turf overlooking the shore at her 
father’s house. He had been rambling about Adam’s punishment. Two 
seeds…one of the woman and one of the serpent. One to bruise the heel; one 
to bruise the head….  

Wait! Methuselah had said seed, not seeds. One good seed…one descendent 
of the woman who would destroy evil…would deliver from evil. Suddenly her 
heart and mind were united. This was a promise…this was the promise. It was, 
she realized, her only hope. Her heart began to beat faster.  

 
Morning was the hour for singing. The dove flapped heavily up into the fog and steered 

unerringly for the patch of green she had seen from afar just before settling in for the night. 
Tendrils of mist clung to her feathers, but it could not keep her from her goal. The ground 
remained obscured, but her sense of direction led her the rest of the way down the slope. At the 
base of a high bank of rock, a small stream captured runoff and wound along the base of the 
hills. Weathered rock and sediment washed over its banks during frequent flooding, and that 
soil caught seeds settling out of the winds, bringing in turn grass and herbs along its banks. 
On the rock was a ledge beneath an overhang—a perfect place for a nest. Here was everything 
she needed; seed, water, and shelter.  

 
At the top of the mountain the fog thinned, but Madrazi’s eyes remained 

focused inward. She felt a strange dizziness…yet not so strange. Her memory 
jumped back to her wedding. Walking down the path to Shem she had been 
overcome by the same feeling. For a few short paces she had felt as though she 
were two women walking side by side. She felt it again…the presence of the 
stranger. As before, she knew that she could only be one. At her wedding she 
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had chosen foolishly, keeping the comfortable persona—confident, proud, self-
absorbed and self-reliant. The stranger had withdrawn. Now that choice lay 
before her once more. She could see the door to another future. What had been 
could never satisfy her. She had to have more. Her hands clenched until nails 
tore the skin of her palms. She knew little, but the choice was before her. 
Love…mercy…a promise. She lifted her face to the window and stared into the 
vastness.  

“I am yours by right and by might,” she breathed, “though I have rejected 
both for years. Now take me in mercy because of love. I trust your 
promise…though I understand so little. I want You. Show me more.”   

As if in answer to her fumbling words her vision cleared, the wind died, and 
light burned through the fog. It came from directly ahead and its piercing glow 
did not burn her eyes. Instead it penetrated and warmed her heart even as it 
bathed her face. Slowly she shut her eyes and held her breath. Then, just as 
slowly, she looked again. It was gone. At the same instant she saw the sun rising 
off the starboard beam. And though the horizon resumed its normal blue, the 
glow had lit a fire that continued to burn steadily within. The other…the 
alien…had come. She was the stranger now, and she found that her heart and 
mind were united, content at last. 

She was finally through the wall and looking back. From the inside she saw 
no barrier—just endless meadows and trees in a world that now seemed much 
larger than it had a few moments ago. She sat basking in that light. As 
excitement seeped away, peace settled around her shoulders like a comfortable 
mantle. The old haunting restlessness might touch her again, but it could never 
penetrate, never dominate, never sustain itself under this new glow. She 
laughed, imagining echoes of Methuselah’s laughter rolling down the corridors 
of the eternal, leaking through unseen portals to tease her with a promise of the 
future. She looked in wonder at her hands and fancied she saw a new person, lit 
from within. Not sure whether to laugh or cry, she just stood and watched, 
marveling at the design and beauty of the human hand, seeing it seemingly in its 
reality for the first time in her life, wondering how she had ever been fooled for 
so long by the flat imitation her mind had clasped for so many years.   

 
Sunlight broke through the fog. Far below, a stream glittered in the new morning. A dove 

circled. It was more than she expected. Directly below was the green of new grass next to the 
clear water. On its far side was a small shrub—no more than a cubit high, but already 
sending shoots in all directions. Its leaves would line her nest, cushioning her eggs. She pointed 
her sharp eyes straight for it and landed on the ground in front. No predator soared overhead 
or lurked among the nearby rocks. She had found a new home—satisfying in every regard. 
Now it was time to sing.  

 
* * * * 

Shem stretched and yawned, refreshed and ready for a new day. Madrazi 
had been gone when he woke, but it was easy to guess where she was. She had 
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been preoccupied, and yesterday was worse than usual. He had left her alone; 
her struggle with the Creator was her own. As much as he longed to interfere, 
he could not. All he could do was continue to beg for mercy for her. But in the 
end it was her path. So he washed, ate, and began to work. As the minutes 
passed, he found himself distracted. Something was tugging at his heart…some 
instinct was trying to break through the day’s monotony. What was it?  

He frowned…and his mind returned to his wife. To think he had once 
assumed he could read her heart as well as Noah or Methuselah. It had taken 
the flood to show him the shallowness of his presumption.   

For months she had been wrestling with the Maker, unwilling to accept 
answers that had easily satisfied him. She needed a certainty that he had not. She 
knew the stakes better than he did, and surprisingly, he found himself learning 
from her quest, reinforcing truths he had long taken for granted. Though 
frustrated at the years already lost, he was proud of her spirit. She had not given 
up. This ark had become a crucible for the woman he loved, and that love had 
pulled him close to the heat of its refining fires. Pride had been seared away.    

Finally he started forward. He must know. Light was shining in the bow 
and the morning breeze was warm for a change. Up ahead, the parapet was 
bathed in brilliance. Shading his eyes, he saw her framed against the window, 
looking south. The light framed her silhouette as he glided noiselessly to the 
ladder. But the birds gave him away. Their uproar pulled Madrazi from her 
reverie and she turned to him as he pulled himself up. 

He stepped up, stared, and stopped dead in his tracks. His heart turned 
slowly over. Madrazi stood beside the open window, and the sunlight on her 
face made him catch his breath. As he stared, he perceived a deeper beauty 
welling up and flowing across skin and hair. Pure green laughter leapt from her 
eyes. Realization hit him. Her open smile reflected a new joy. Her struggles were 
over. Finally the woman Methuselah had described long ago was standing 
before him, and he felt awkward; a young boy seeing a great lady for the first 
time.  

He was afraid to touch her. “Madrazi?” His voice shook. Surely this 
glorious being before him was now far beyond him. For decades he had grown 
accustomed to the gray silk of a cocoon; the butterfly took his breath away.  

But she would not let him retreat. He could not even break away from her 
eyes. He could not believe that they shone for him, yet their message was 
undeniable, and it pulled him into depths never before plumbed. They were like 
the first fires of the sun at its birth. He blinked, stepping back for a moment 
and raising his hand to cover his eyes, but then it was gone. He exhaled. He 
never remembered the next step, but somehow she was in his arms and her 
warmth took his breath again. Tears welled. His body was paralyzed, but 
something inside was screaming at him to dance, to sing, to shout, to run, to 
leap. 
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Her arms held him upright until the spell passed. Neither could speak, but 
she clutched the front of his tunic and lifted her eyes to his again. Nothing 
could hide their laughter or love. His arms enfolded her and pulled her to him. 

 
The dove flittered out from the bush. The grass was rich and promised an ample harvest 

of seeds. She hopped to the ground and searched, finding as many as she could eat. Then she 
began to search the area. A long-dead limb lay a short distance uphill, caught against a nest of 
rocks. She seized a twig, broke it off in her beak, and carried it back to the ledge, laying it 
carefully between two rocks. She cocked her head and looked at her handiwork. Soon, her 
mate would be joining her and she would be ready. A new nest—a new home for new life.    

 
* * * * 

A gust of wind blew in. Madrazi threw back her head and shook her hair, 
chestnut curls glinting in the sun. Shem stepped back and turned with her to the 
window. The mountain sloped south into blue haze. A tinge of green was visible 
almost beyond sight. Now they were both ready for this new world. No words 
were spoken, but they both knew and they both laughed.   

Madrazi focused inward again, savoring the taste of a soul fully alive. All of 
Methuselah’s promise now made sense; she had a new heart, one fit for a new 
world. The road ahead led to an epic tale. No longer a spectator, she could face 
its adventures with audacity, and its trials with this treasure of joy. And best of 
all, she now understood the great paradox—the end of the story was merely the 
beginning of a much better one. No longer an alien in a strange world, she was 
exactly where she belonged. 

Looking full into Shem’s liquid brown eyes, she pulled herself close to him 
and shared that sensation. “I belong,” she breathed. The words were 
inadequate, but she could find no others and he understood. There was so 
much more to say, but words would not come, so she lifted her face and tasted 
again the sweet fire of his lips. Her hands entangled themselves in his hair and 
her body pressed against him as she felt his hands draw her close once more. 
For a moment, they were lost in that kiss, but then Shem pulled gently away and 
looked once more into her eyes.   

“I know,” was all that he said, but there was in those two words a meeting 
of mind and spirit that swelled into a symphony of understanding.  
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Chapter 32 
NEW LIFE, OLD STRIFE 

Day 286 
 
 
 
 

adrazi laughed as she pirouetted neatly around Yaran, just avoiding the 
pitcher of milk she carried, and then shuffling plates onto the table with a 
flourish. Yaran just shook her head and retreated to Wen-Tehrom beside the 
stove. She turned on the older woman in mock severity. “She’s making me 
dizzy. A grown woman of seventy years shouldn’t be skipping about like a child 
of ten. She’s sure to hurt someone!” 

“Seventy-one,” laughed Madrazi. “But who’s counting? It’s a new 
day…every day is new. Why not sacrifice your dignity for your happiness and 
act like it now and again?” 

Wen-Tehrom failed to smother her smile. Madrazi grinned back and then 
stuck out her tongue at Yaran. “See…even grand matrons with a few centuries 
behind them can see it my way.” 

Yaran rolled her eyes and threw up her hands. “I give up,” she laughed. 
“Since you have so much energy, why don’t you skip back to the pantry and 
fetch some fruit?” 

Madrazi twirled around again, grabbing at a ceramic bowl sitting on the 
edge of its shelf. Her left hand brushed it and it tumbled off. Yaran caught her 
breath, but Madrazi reached out with her right and grasped the rim just before it 
hit the floor. Raising it over her head in triumph, she danced aft.   

Yaran placed her hands on her hips and turned to Wen-Tehrom. “Where 
has that woman been for the last twenty years?” 

“Struggling for freedom,” returned the older woman. “Share her joy! Your 
life will be enriched by it.” Yaran, hearing the suddenly serious tone, nodded 
thoughtfully and went back to her work.   

As soon as she had turned away, Wen-Tehrom frowned. “You will need 
each other all too soon,” she muttered under her breath. “Where the light 
glows, darkness grows—I’ve seen it too many times before!”   

 
* * * * 

Sitting across the table from Madrazi, Debseda wallowed in self pity. It had 
been a long day. One of the waste segregation tanks had backed up and Ham 
had needed her help to repair it. And if fixing that filthy tank wasn’t enough, he 
had insisted on tracking the problem back to a hopelessly clogged length of pipe 
that they then had to replace. She grimaced at the memory. She could never 
wear those clothes again. Even worse, there had been time for nothing more 
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than a few buckets of cold water and a change of clothes before hurrying up to 
dinner.   

They should have left it broken and used it as another reason to leave this 
filthy ship. Like an over-used barn, the ark was a shabby wreck filled with too 
many animals, too many things needing repair, and too much dirt and stench. 
And no exit! And if that were not enough, she remained cooped up in the 
darkest corners below, while the others enjoyed the air and sunlight of the 
upper decks with their easy tasks. She was certain that Madrazi’s insufferable 
good mood was directed at her misfortunes—mocking her disheveled 
appearance and the odor that clung to her skin and hair.   

Part of her wanted to lash out, but she had learned from the disaster of the 
dance. It was useless to engage in some petty spat. No, ambition must guide her 
strategy, and her strategy must guide her actions. She would not attack without a 
worthwhile goal. But hours of thought had given her such a goal.  

Hurting Madrazi would be no more than an ancillary pleasure; the real goal 
was to pull Shem off his pedestal and move Ham one step closer to the 
birthright. But she would use Madrazi to trap Shem. If caught in a serious 
offense, Shem would be forced to choose between his wife and his future. 
There were instances when a husband must either renounce his wife or share 
her guilt. If Shem chose the latter, the law of Tor Beni would force Noah to 
disinherit him. Japheth would be the heir and Ham would be next in line. 

It had taken weeks of cudgeling her mind to remember the old laws, but 
she was finally ready to proceed. Determined to make her move while still 
confined in the ark, she had even arrived at the perfect crime. All she had to do 
was goad Madrazi into breaking her word and Debseda was ready to sacrifice 
her greatest secret to see it done. True, there had been no witnesses to the oath, 
but she was counting on Madrazi’s rectitude to display her guilt beyond any 
doubt. Her alienation of Ham after their argument months before suggested 
vulnerability. As the pieces came together, so did the plan, and she had been 
waiting for the opportunity. Why not tonight? A cold voice inside told her the 
time was right.   

But self-control was difficult. The day had left her in a terrible mood and 
Madrazi was more irritating than usual. That stupid smile never wavered and 
she was laughing incessantly. Debseda ground her teeth as she looked across the 
table. Madrazi’s hair shone and her clothes were spotless. Debseda tried to 
concentrate on her food, but she could do no more than pick at her plate. The 
odor of the lower decks even seemed to cling to her food.   

She was ready to get up and leave when Madrazi laughed again. It was like a 
splinter working deep under her skin. The others were smiling too. Suddenly 
there was a pause and she looked up. What were they laughing at? She looked 
warily around. Madrazi was looking at her quizzically. 

“What kind of home do you want, Debseda?” she repeated. “A farm on a 
hillside? A tent in green pasturelands?” 
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Debseda spoke without thought. “Anything far from this boat would suit.” 
Then inspiration struck her. Maybe tonight was the night….  

“And you?” she sneered. “Perhaps a small place by the water? A fish camp 
to remind you of your youth?” 

By some quirk of fate the shot went home. Perhaps its jarring contrast to 
the evening’s mood made Madrazi more vulnerable. But whatever the reason, 
Debseda had the pleasure of seeing the smile replaced by a flash of anger. 
Seeing that success, Debseda laughed easily, as if at a jest, knowing it would 
inflame Madrazi even more. 

Madrazi’s face turned red. “Some of us, at least, are not ashamed of our 
past.”   

Debseda felt a rising tide of excitement. This was too easy! Now was the 
time to push it home. She affected a look and tone of resentment as she shot 
back, “I suppose daughters of pirates and brigands lose the capacity for shame!” 

Madrazi’s face twisted in rage. Debseda knew that she had won before the 
words spilled out. “A lifetime with pirates would be better than an hour in 
Te’efasedon!” 

The table went deadly quiet. Debseda wanted to leap up and shout for joy. 
But everyone was staring at them and they needed to see offended outrage. 
Madrazi was just beginning to realize what she had said and stared at Debseda 
with her mouth hanging open. Noah was gathering himself. Debseda couldn’t 
let him stop this now. So she leapt up shrieking and swept the dishes in front of 
her at Madrazi, sending them flying into her lap, staining her with wine, cream, 
and various scraps of food. Leaning forward, she shouted, “So this is what your 
word means, you sanctimonious whore!” 

A deathly silence filled the space. Madrazi stared in blank amazement, then 
understanding brought a flush of red which spread across her face and neck like 
the wine staining her skirt. Too shocked to speak, she looked down. The others 
were only beginning to realize that this was no mere matter of hasty words and 
hot tempers. Debseda quickly pressed ahead. Weeks of anger spilled out with 
her words. “Serpent! Liar! Deceiver!” She paused and let her voice grow cold as 
she spoke the formal accusation. “Your oath is broken. You have shamed me 
and my family. I demand satisfaction.” She turned to Noah. “I demand 
condemnation under Tor Beni.”   

She drew herself up, crossing her arms and staring at Madrazi. Then she 
looked around the table. The silence was complete; everyone was sitting rigidly 
upright, blank eyes shifting back and forth from one woman to the other, trying 
to come to grips with those dreaded words. Their shock was total; even Ham 
was gaping at her, his hand half lifted as if to pull the words back. But he could 
not; it was too late.   

Madrazi’s face crumbled. She rose and ran to her room. Debseda smiled to 
herself. What better admission of guilt? Everyone swiveled around to watch 
her…everyone except Shem. Debseda suddenly realized that he was staring at 
her and a small voice in the back of her mind screamed a warning. He looked as 
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calm and collected as always, not in the least concerned, returning her glance 
with an appraising stare that seemed to see into the depths of her heart. Only 
the tightness around his mouth betrayed his anger.   

But Debseda met his stare. She held the high ground here and she hoped he 
would speak. Any word from him would only help her case—it would be 
construed as his actively taking his wife’s side, forcing him to share her 
judgment. That was her fervent hope, and so Debseda let her own lips curl up 
for a moment, goading him to imitate Madrazi’s imprudence.  

As she hoped, Noah seemed caught between personal outrage and centuries 
of habit in upholding the law. Everyone was looking at him, but he was still off 
balance, clearly trying to lock away emotion and call up some answer other than 
the one that had risen automatically to his mind. Debseda glanced sideways. 
Ham was still staring at Madrazi’s empty seat, his mouth still open and eyes 
wide. She gathered herself to speak again. She needed to press her advantage 
before anyone could think. 

But before she could say a word, Shem interrupted. He sounded as calm as 
if he were discussing the weather outside, but his words cut through the air and 
stopped her own. “It seems to me, Father, with all due respect for what is right, 
that a case of Tor Beni within an elder’s house calls for the judgment of at least 
three other elders…which we do not seem to have present. Furthermore, I was 
not aware—though I admit my lack of knowledge in such things—that a case 
involving the birthright could be pressed by a woman.” Debseda’s mouth went 
suddenly dry; her memory was less certain than she had hoped. 

Her eyes narrowed and she searched desperately for something to say. But 
nothing came. And Shem was not finished. “While we are on the topic of 
procedure, I have two other small questions.” He paused. Noah was now 
nodding his head. Debseda suddenly knew she had lost this fight. Ham was 
staring at her, his face beet red. Shem continued. “Why should we rely on the 
laws of a world so corrupt that it invited the wrath of God?” Debseda felt sweat 
breaking out all over her body. “Also, if you chose to pursue this, wouldn’t we 
need to investigate the truth of the first assertion? After all, Lamech—if my 
memory serves me correctly—did not grant citizenship to anyone from 
Te’efasedon…or any other Nephil city. And did not one have to enjoy that 
status to press any claim before the council?” 

Though his voice remained cool, his eyes bored into Debseda.  
“Enough!” Noah had recovered from his confusion, slamming his hand 

down on the table with a crash that shook it from one end to the other and 
echoed through the open spaces. His face had grown dark with anger and the 
tone of command was unmistakable. “This is not a matter of law; it is a matter 
of my family! If I do not speak contrary to the Creator, then my word is law 
here.”   

Shem allowed Debseda to see his satisfaction for an instant before turning 
to Noah and inclining his head. “I and mine bow to that authority and to your 
judgment.” After intoning the formal response, he looked pointedly at Japheth, 
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who gulped and echoed it after Shem. The two turned and looked at Ham. “As 
d-d-do I and mine,” he managed to croak, still staring at Madrazi’s empty seat.   

“Then hear it,” continued Noah, recovering his temper. “I said at the 
beginning of this voyage that disunity was poison. The attempts of these past 
months to break it will cease from this night.” He looked meaningfully at Ham. 
Then he grew calmer. “First we will deal with what was said.” He glanced at 
Madrazi’s closed door. Shem half rose, but Noah shook his head. “Later,” he 
said. “Now,” he began, looking at Debseda, “explain yourself, choosing your 
words carefully. We will have no further outbursts.”   

His command was heavy with authority that she dared not defy. Ham had 
already spoken for her and she was not sure which way he would go if she 
forced the issue. But neither did she feel any shame. Her secret was out, but a 
shrewd voice inside counseled her to turn it to her advantage. Remembering her 
dreams, she drew on the power of who she knew herself to be. This was a time 
for guile so she softened her voice and masked her strength. 

“Forgive my outburst. A person cannot choose their parents. 
Unfortunately, my mother was a daughter of a noble family in Te’efasedon. She 
died giving me life and my father fled that wicked town the same night, forever 
rejecting its evil…though he had no reason to feel anything but sorrow for my 
mother. She was a good woman, full of virtue and hated by the rulers.”   

She heard the sincerity and dignity twining around her words and looked 
directly at Noah as she continued. “My father told me when I was of age. I said 
nothing to you because I loved Ham and wanted nothing to stain our 
happiness. Yet in the first days of this voyage, while in the grip of sickness, I let 
slip the name of my home to Madrazi.” She paused and let an aggrieved look 
sadden her features. “Though she swore secrecy she broke her word tonight.” 
She shook her head sadly, but then pulled herself erect. “I do not regret who I 
am—the wife of Ham, or what I will be—the mother of his children.”   

Debseda waited, still covering her inner rage with a cool demeanor. She felt 
Noah’s eyes appraising her. The silence lengthened and she realized that he was 
waiting for her to continue. Suddenly understanding what he wanted, she 
continued. “I spoke in anger. I am sorry and retract my words.”   

Noah’s brown eyes were still staring at her. For a moment she had the 
discomforting thought that they saw everything, but she put it away and 
demurely dropped her own. When he spoke his voice was sad and tired. “At 
some point we all offend each other. What is needed is the sincere repentance 
and the equally sincere forgiveness.” Debseda bowed as was required, then rose 
and walked away as calmly as she could towards the ramp. She had lost, but 
would not afford her enemies any pleasure in their victory other than its bare 
fact. There would be other battles.   

 
* * * * 

Madrazi heard the door creak and stiffened. She could not face Shem so she 
stayed where she was—on the bed, her face in her arm, wishing she was dead. 
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The light was gone. A spasm racked her body. Blood pounded in her ears. Her 
heart had cheated her again. All her high hopes were dashed.  Soft steps made 
their way across the room and the chair creaked.   

“Once we have felt the light, darkness is nearly unbearable.” Noah’s words 
brought her sharply upright. He winced at the anguish in her face. 

“I can’t live like this,” she choked out. “Why did He come to me, only to 
desert me the same day? I would rather have died this afternoon…happy.” 

Noah held her eye. “You have lost nothing. The unalloyed joy you felt 
today was special. Treasure it and the few times that it will return. If you felt 
that intensity all the time, then your long years on Earth truly would become 
unbearable. Its memory is a promise—a down payment on what will come, in 
time.” 

“I feel only darkness now.” 
Noah sighed. “Even when we find light, the old darkness still clings. Each 

time we surrender to it the light fades. It’s not gone, merely hidden. Repent and 
draw back the veil.” 

“I said I was sorry.” 
“Your sin was not against your sister.”   
Understanding dawned. “Yes,” she cried. She sat silently for a moment. 

When she looked up, her desperation was gone. She wiped her tears with a 
sleeve. “You were right. It’s still there.” Her voice echoed profound relief.  

But there were other things to be dealt with. Her heart sank again as she 
realized why Noah was with her and not Shem. Sitting up straighter, she tried to 
keep her voice level. “I’m sorry for what I did to the family tonight. I truly did 
shame my husband. But…” 

Noah held up his hand. “We have left the old world and its ways behind. I 
govern this family under the eye of the Creator—not Debseda or her selective 
citations of dead laws. Your sin was not so much in saying what you did, but in 
promising to say nothing before. Such information is of concern to us all, not 
just to you. Ham, at least, had a right to know.” 

Madrazi started to speak, desperately wanting to explain herself. Noah 
raised his hand. “I will not hold your oath against you or Shem, although we all 
must live with the consequences of your deeds and your sister’s. But this goes 
far deeper. Just as you have found your true self within the confines of my ark, 
so too has she. Only I fear what she has found. Some evil, long dormant, has 
awakened. Her actions reveal something deeper than her argument tonight.” He 
sighed. “She had a clever response to my questions, but she forgets that I have 
been hearing clever arguments for centuries. After a time the bitter taste of 
deceit becomes all too familiar. I had hoped that it had been washed clean from 
the land, but some things cannot be cleansed by water alone.” 

In that moment Madrazi saw a little more of the burden he carried, and 
realized that she had added to it tonight. But she did not flee. Instead, she 
squared her shoulders and spoke. “I must ask your forgiveness too. Tell me 
what I must do to help. Anything!” 
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“Very well,” he replied, leaning forward. “Tell me everything about this 
promise you made—every word that passed between you.” 

Madrazi nodded and related the events of the second day, leaving out 
nothing. Then she explained her decision during Debseda’s illness to keep 
silent. She ended with their meeting at the bow and the promise that Debseda 
extracted. Noah did not interrupt. Finally Madrazi finished, sighing. “She was 
right. I gave my word and broke it. I’ve never done that before. I thought that 
what good was within me would be strengthened, not weakened.”   

Noah shook his head. “What good? Pride? The sooner that you see the 
absence of good within, the better the life you will live.”   

She started to respond, but then shut her mouth firmly. She would have to 
think long and hard about those words.   

“There is no path back to the garden, is there?” she asked instead. 
“Not back. That way is closed. The path lies in the opposite direction. 

Meanwhile, conflict in this life remains inevitable—as you saw tonight. Do you 
think it coincidence that such an attack should come the very day you welcomed 
the light? No, there is more here than meets the eye. Darkness has come into 
the ark and is growing—it has even infected Ham. For some reason I do not yet 
know, you have become its focus. You will need to be strong…tonight and 
every day after. But do not think yourself self-sufficient. Lean on Shem; lean on 
me.”   

He turned to go.   
“Father?” her voice trembled. He stopped and turned. “Is our past our 

future? A protracted, hopeless battle against evil within and without? Why do 
we destroy ourselves at every opportunity? How can I bring children into such a 
world?” 

Noah walked back over and laid his hand on her head. She felt her rising 
panic subside. “Child, the conflict with evil is a terrible battle, one that will last 
until the end of days. Search your heart! Do you really believe there is no hope? 
Even a tiny candle in the darkest night is light! Bear sons and daughters who 
will be candles. What will happen to your descendents if you lose hope now—
before the battle begins?” 

She dropped her head again. “Who is equal to that task?” 
Noah took her hand and pulled her to her feet. He placed the other under 

her chin and pulled her upright, his eyes holding hers. “Yesterday you were 
not.” 

Then he turned and walked away.  
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Chapter 33 
THE PRICE OF POWER 

Night 286 
 
 
 
 

nce out of sight, Debseda could not longer restrain her anger. Her face 
twisted into an ugly mask and she found herself running heedlessly down stairs 
and along aisles, her feet carrying her without thought to the fore storage of the 
lowest deck. With shaking hands she lit a lantern and hung it overhead. In its 
dim light she slammed the outer door and stood for a moment with her back to 
it, breast heaving in blind black rage. Seeing a shelf of clay pots to her right, she 
picked up the first and hurled it to the floor. Fragments of clay and grain 
exploded across the floor. Debseda felt marginally better and lifted another. 
“Here’s to you, you lying, treacherous, stinking, arrogant, self-righteous….!” She 
slammed it down, smashing it to bits on the hard deck. Pot after pot shattered 
against the deck and curse after curse echoed off the wooden walls. 

Even then, she was unsatisfied. So she hurled aside the empty shelves and 
kicked open the door to her secret room. She hung the lantern and then stood, 
trembling with rage. She wanted to scream at Madrazi, curse Madrazi, and 
yes…destroy Madrazi. She would gladly have plunged a knife into her enemy, 
given the chance. A passion that she had never felt before welled up inside, and 
for a moment she stood stiff—instinctively recognizing the importance of the 
moment without really knowing why.   

As she drew a deep breath she felt something welling up beneath the hot 
rage. It was the soft touch of another passion; colder, uglier, but more lethal and 
somehow—she knew—more satisfying. It was untouched by her fury, but 
seemed to hold back, waiting for permission to quench it and take its place. She 
took another breath, half-closed her eyes, focused her mind, and opened that 
door. Instantly an icy calm pervaded her limbs. A sense of cold self-control 
dislodged her childish anger and replaced it with calculating hate. With that 
change she felt power swell within and smiled tightly to herself. It felt so…right. 
So this was her birthright! No more mistakes, no more distractions, no more 
uncertainty. Madrazi was her enemy and she would get war: bitter, cold, no 
quarter given, no object but victory down the trail of years. A small part of the 
old Debseda quailed before its intensity, but that part was weak and easily put 
aside. The new Debseda knew exactly where she stood. 

She laughed out loud and swore an oath to the darkness. “Death to her and 
to her sons, and to their sons after them for as long as this world shall last! 
Those who resist will be slaughtered; those who surrender will be slaves!” She 
raised her hands and sealed her vow with a chuckle—a cold ugly sound. She 
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might be just one against seven, and she had taken her share of defeats. What 
weapons did she possess? The greatest was this new strength; the next was the 
weakness of her opponents. Madrazi had not even been strong enough to 
respond to a staged tirade… all she could do was whimper and flee. She felt a 
surge of confidence until she remembered that cold hard smile in Shem’s eyes. 
Even if Madrazi was a weakling, he was an enemy worth fighting. Fortunately 
his love for his wife would be his downfall.   

Debseda nodded to herself. It would be easy to begin. She would fool them 
all—pretend sorrow and shame at her past and weep at its unveiling. Sympathy 
would be her first victory. Then she would hold their resulting embarrassment 
over their heads for years. Another weapon! 

Shutting the door, she felt her way across the room to the bed. She lay on it 
staring up into the darkness and letting this new chill settle deep in her heart. 
Despite its calm, she felt a hint of turmoil—some fading cry within trying to 
warn her of danger. What was her destiny? Soon her eyes grew heavy and the 
tension drained away as she sank into a heavy slumber. 

 
* * * * 

The weary party stopped at the fringe of the trees, looking down the final hill. The river 
gleamed ahead, its clear water flashing in the sun; rocks and rapids upstream, but smooth 
open water to the west—the road to freedom. Rentos, scouting ahead in the predawn darkness, 
had found a boat staked to the bank near a deserted hut. Now the sun rose before them, 
reflecting from the dew that speckled the meadow. Off to their right the land rose up in a 
forested shelf that curved towards the river, forming the base of the upstream rapids before 
continuing across the river. 

Three days had passed since they had slipped away from the cave. They had seen no one 
in their path and with both horses and humans rested, it had been an easy ride. Calportus 
scanned the ground. Something about the scene bothered him, but he could see nothing amiss. 
Perhaps it was just too easy. It was a short trot down to the boat and there was no movement 
or sound, not even a bird. The old warrior was tired; he had pushed himself hard and had 
forced the others to sleep while he took a disproportionate share of guard duty. Jaxa must be 
days behind. Calportus smiled grimly to himself, imagining his anger when he found that he 
had been fooled.   

The others were eager to be gone, and even Demesiod had relaxed his guard. But 
Calportus had not survived hundreds of years as a fighting man by abandoning caution when 
all looked well. He would have none of it. He signaled silence and waved his elder son to the 
right. Downstream the river curved and was hidden behind another rise, but the woods to their 
right were within bowshot of the hut. Demesiod nodded, dismounted, grabbed his bow, and 
started working his way around to their right through the trees. He was soon lost to sight.    

Eubach had dismounted and was sitting on a fallen tree, nursing the baby. Sessoudy 
watched her, thankful for her unremitting care of his daughter. Even had he been able to feed 
her, he could never match the devotion of the nurse. She guarded the baby like her own child 
and Sessoudy knew that wherever they went, he would never have to worry about the baby’s 
welfare. He swung down and sat beside her. His hands strayed unconsciously inside his tunic 
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to the leather pouch hanging about his neck. Calportus had taken him aside the night before 
they left the cave and pressed it on him. “If we are separated, or if something should happen to 
me, these will help you make a good life for little Debseda.” Sessoudy had only looked once. 
The hard lumps in the pouch were precious stones—enough to live comfortably for years.   

After a few minutes Calportus turned to the others. “We will dismount and walk down. 
Keep your horses between you and the trees. Freedom is downriver, but we are still in enemy 
lands.” Leading off, he suited actions to words and Sessoudy followed, carrying the reins of his 
horse and Eubach’s. She walked beside him, rocking the infant back and forth in her arms. 
Rentos brought up the rear, watching behind for any unusual movement.   

Sunlight flared off the water and began to warm the morning air. The boat beckoned and 
Sessoudy and Eubach headed straight towards it, but Calportus swung a little right. 
Annoyed, he turned to tell them to slow their pace, when the chill voice smote his ears. “I think 
that’s far enough, old man!” Calportus dropped his reins and swung around, knowing that 
Rentos would be on his flank. Out of the hut walked Jaxa, with two of his picked killers close 
behind. Rentos gave a low cry, and Jaxa laughed cruelly.   

“You missed nothing, young warrior,” he mocked. “But had you been wiser, you would 
have searched the river bank more carefully.” He laughed again, shaking his damp hair. “A 
trick that I believe even you have used once or twice, Calportus!” 

The old man stiffened. Let Jaxa gloat. He must give Demesiod more time and warn the 
others of unseen danger. “And like me,” he rumbled, “I’m sure that you remembered the 
archer in the trees.” 

“Three,” laughed Jaxa again. He raised his fingers to his lips and whistled. “And two 
more men to your rear…” Calportus turned and saw them advancing out of the trees on his 
right quarter. But Jaxa was not finished. “And two more in the reeds…” Another pair 
began to move forward from the river bank upstream of the hut. “And an entire troop just 
downstream! A neat trap for an elusive quarry.” 

Rentos burned inside, but knew what his father was trying to do. He let some of his anger 
show, “How came you here, butcher? You should be four days ride west.” 

Jaxa chuckled again. “Were you to ever grow as old as your father, young pup, you would 
learn better. I knew my prey. I knew that one of you would watch my camp night and day, 
and gambled heavily on your hearing my plans. I had tired of trying to flush you out in the 
wilderness and thought it easier to tempt you onto ground of my choosing. We had all day 
yesterday to prepare the bait.” He waved vaguely at the boat. “Now, old man, call in your 
son!” 

“My son is dead,” returned Calportus with a face of stone. “We eluded you before by 
finding a cave. Demesiod fell finding it. Since you did not find it, I will rest easy knowing it 
will make a fitting tomb, unfouled by your touch.” 

“Release your horses!” Jaxa did not want to believe the old fox, but he must draw the net 
together quickly. “If I raise my hand, my archers will be aiming for the woman and the child.” 
He sneered. “Although it still amazes me that you would give up your rank and riches for a 
half-breed female and her sniveling father!” His anger began to rise. “Tell me, old man,” he 
continued as Calportus and Rentos let their horses wander away, “why did you ever let that 
worm have your daughter. You could have given her to me! No’emgaman would have given you 
command of his armies and your sons would have been honored too.” 
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Calportus smiled suddenly, turning towards Sessoudy. “Because I preferred that she have 
the better man,” he taunted. 

Jaxa’s face flushed. “Him! Better? Then set him before you with any weapon you choose 
and I will empty my hands and prove otherwise.” His hands shook and he hoped that he could 
take the old man alive.   

Calportus shook his head as he looked from Jaxa to Sessoudy. Jaxa thought he saw a 
trace of sympathy on the old man’s face as it softened. “You really do not understand. You 
could have given my daughter wealth, fame, and the fear-filled obeisance of everyone in our city, 
but you could never give her the most important thing a person can possess—something 
Sessoudy supplied in abundance! He gave her happiness, you fool. Happiness! And he gave me 
joy in seeing her so; and if you live another five hundred years, you will never understand. To 
you, joy consists in surrounding yourself with the misery of others. I suppose, in comparison, 
you think yourself happy. But you have lost the capacity to simply enjoy life as it is.” His face 
hardened. “Isebris never smiled at the sound of your name, Jaxa; her face never filled with light 
in your presence. These things Sessoudy gave her, and for that I am proud to count him my 
son!”   

Sessoudy blinked the tears from his eyes. Even now the old man was trying to comfort 
him.   

Jaxa snarled. “My happiness will be to take you all back to the king and execute his 
judgments against you!”   

Calportus clenched his fist. The two men advancing from the trees had halted a dozen 
paces away. The two coming from the reeds were halfway to the hut. Just then he heard the 
faint hiss of an arrow followed by a choking cry. Everyone turned, frozen, as a man fell from a 
tall tree at the edge of the clearing.   

Chaos exploded. Calportus had time for one quick shout. “Eubach…the boat!” Then he 
plunged forward. Rentos turned and ran to meet the two men to their rear. One raised his 
sword, the other leapt back, filling his hands with daggers. Rentos raised his own sword and 
moved quickly forward so that the second man would have no clear target.   

Already Calportus had thrown two knives. One struck one of the men with Jaxa in the 
throat, the other missed. The old warrior was right behind his blades, his ax swinging. Jaxa 
ducked out of the way and launched his own blade. With a twist, Calportus swung aside, 
though the dagger grazed the back of his shoulder. But the backswing of his ax crashed 
through the sword of the remaining man and opened a deep gash on his arm.   

 
Demesiod saw the flicker of motion in the tree ahead. Had the archer not moved, he 

would have been invisible, having woven leaf-covered limbs through holes in his cloak. But his 
movement betrayed his outline, and Demesiod launched his second arrow. Another body 
thudded to the ground, but Demesiod was moving before it hit. An arrow slid past him, 
burying itself in the tree just behind where he had been standing. There was a third man, and 
now he held the advantage. He knew where Demesiod was, but remained hidden himself. 
Demesiod plunged forward, but the ground suddenly fell sharply away into a narrow, open 
ravine. Demesiod ducked as another arrow flashed by. He could never cross the ravine without 
inviting a swarm of arrows and had no time to work his way around it. But at least the man 
was shooting at him and not at his father and brother. He risked another glimpse and caught 
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the motion before another arrow sped by over his head. Now he had him! Just on the far side 
of the oak. But the only way to reach him was across the ravine or the open ground to his left. 
The archer seemed to recognize his hesitation, because his next arrow flew far, sinking into the 
ground at Eubach’s feet. Demesiod tensed himself. 

 
Sessoudy kept his head better than he would have imagined. His heart had almost 

stopped beating when Jaxa had stepped from the hut, but Calportus’ words had stirred the 
man within. Seizing Eubach’s arm, he pulled her towards the boat. “Quick, your knife,” he 
panted. He snatched it from her and began slashing at the thick rope that held the boat to the 
stake sunk deep into the mud by the river’s bank. He noted briefly the arrow that thudded at 
Eubach’s feet and kept hacking at the now-fraying rope. Eubach clambered past him through 
the shallow water and rolled into the boat, both her arms around the child, who added her 
small voice to the din. 

 
Rentos dodged another dagger and then closed again with the swordsman. The man was 

older and larger, and his sword kept Rentos at bay. He was experienced enough to know that 
all he had to do was engage the younger man and his partner would eventually have a clear 
target for his daggers. Rentos wanted desperately to close, but the man kept dancing out of the 
way, his sword parrying every stroke. But Rentos had not trained with Calportus in vain. His 
words echoed in his mind. “You can always attack.” So as the swordsman skipped back to 
give his partner a clear target, Rentos suddenly whirled, ducked, and hurled his sword at the 
other. The man dropped his daggers and stared at the sword transfixing his groin, blood 
spurting across its blade. The swordsman howled in anger and charged; Rentos seized his last 
two daggers and bared his teeth as he braced to meet him. 

 
Demesiod emptied his mind. He had one chance and he knew that he would take an 

arrow. But he must kill the last archer to give his family a chance. He filled his mind with 
that picture, grabbed two arrows from his quiver and dashed for the open ground. He had 
picked his spot, but it meant at least ten paces across the grass. Setting his jaw he started out, 
filling his mind with the count. Weaving and dodging as he ran, he reached ten. So effective 
was his surprise that the first arrow did not fly past him until the ninth step, burning his calf. 
Smoothly, he pulled his bow into his body and dove forward. Tucking his shoulder and 
keeping a tight grip on his weapons, he allowed his motion to carry him over and through 
another roll, finishing on one knee with his right hand already pulling the bowstring back. 
How many times had his father forced him to practice that move! In a sudden clarity, he saw 
that it had succeeded. The other archer was just releasing when Demesiod paused to be sure of 
his target and let fly. The arrows crossed each other in the air; one opening the throat of the 
man in the tree and the other striking Demesiod in his side with the force of a charging boar. 
Red pain blinded him for a moment, but he forced it down. He was just paces away from the 
two men who were running to join Jaxa and his sudden appearance and shot had distracted 
them from their purpose. Seeing an injured target, the turned and advanced on him, murder in 
their eyes. 
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Calportus swung back to deal with Jaxa, but the assassin was already moving in. His 
sword flashed and Calportus managed to catch the blow on the haft of his ax, but the quick 
backstroke opened a deep cut across his ribs. Jaxa dove to attack, but Calportus expected the 
move and he ducked low and slashed out with his ax. Jaxa’s sword burned across his back, 
but the pain was more than offset by the satisfaction of hearing the meaty thud of the ax as it 
nearly severed Jaxa’s leg at his knee. The assassin screamed in pain and rage, swung his sword 
back, but Calportus had rolled clear, regaining his feet just in time to feel a flame in his lower 
back. The injured man behind him had sunk his knife in deep. Calportus blocked the pain 
and whirled, leading with his ax. It opened the chest of the stunned warrior and he crumpled 
to the ground.   

 
Sessoudy frantically sawed at the remaining strands of rope. Out of the corner of his eye, 

he saw flurries of action. Rentos had killed one of his men and was facing the other; Calportus 
was bloody, but on his feet and Jaxa was writhing on the ground. Demesiod was down, but no 
more arrows flew from the trees. Eubach was scrabbling for the oars that lay at the bottom of 
the boat. Debseda wailed. A distant thunder came from down river. He turned and stared in 
despair at the sight of at least a dozen horsemen, cantering upstream around the far bend in 
the river. “Hurry,” panted Eubach, and Sessoudy attacked the rope with renewed strength. 

 
Rentos fended off the first assault by the swordsman, but his forearm was bleeding and his 

right arm weakening. The man was strong and coming in again. He had his own dagger out 
now in his left hand and the way he held it spoke of the same skill that he had already showed 
with his sword. Rentos lunged and pulled up short, twisting to his right with the same 
movement. The point of the sword grazed his side, but now he was inside. Blocking with his 
right hand dagger, he shoved his left one under the upraised sword arm and pushed hard. At 
the same time, he felt his right arm give way and a fire penetrated his side up into the middle of 
his chest. He stumbled back and saw an answering line of blood trickling from the mouth of 
his foe. His vision clouded, he turned and stumbled down, seeing Sessoudy sever the rope and 
climb into the boat. He smiled briefly at the sight and saw no more. 

 
Demesiod knew he had been hit hard, but rage fueled his strength. If the two men were 

coming for him, his father might yet escape. The charging men were nearly upon him. But 
neither was ready for the speed with which the wounded man set his last arrow to the string, 
drew it back and without seeming to aim, drilled it deep into the chest of the nearest attacker. 
The other stopped short for a moment, giving Demesiod time to drop the useless bow and 
fumble for his knife, but his hands were no longer obeying his mind. He swayed on his knees 
and fell forward. 

His attacker turned and saw the giant, bloody figure of Calportus still standing and let 
wisdom overcome rage. The one on the ground could do nothing more and so he moved forward, 
gripping his sword. He saw with relief the blood dripping from Calportus, his great body bent 
over in pain. Glancing at the carnage, he shook his head. This was supposed to have been an 
easy ambush, but Jaxa had been too confident. Better that they had shot them all from the 
trees, but the fool insisted on taking them alive. Looking at Jaxa bleeding on the ground, he 
realized that the fool had made his last mistake. Then he looked back at Calportus and 
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realized that he could finish the job and earn the thanks of No’emgaman—perhaps even 
Jaxa’s position. The outsider, the woman, and the baby were within reach, but even now trying 
to push the boat into the river. It grated on stone and caught fast. He must hurry! 

 
Calportus was leaning on his ax, but raised it as the last man approached. His right side 

seemed numb and he felt clumsy and stiff. He stepped forward, bringing his ax up, but he was 
slow and the man slid aside and scored his side with his sword. A terrifying weakness seized 
Calportus and he went to one knee, dropping his ax. The man advanced. Calportus tensed. 
He knew exactly what he would do…what he must to. Bracing himself against pain, the old 
warrior watched as his opponent moved forward for one economical thrust. Just then, the old 
man seized the oncoming sword with his left hand, unconsciously screaming as it cut to the 
bone. But it was a grip that only death could break and he yanked hard, pulling the man off 
balance. His last blade leaped into his right hand. It was only a span long, but razor sharp. 
His hand knew what to do, flicking forward just as the man stumbled into him, slicing a neat 
line beneath his chin to just behind his ear. Spurting blood covered the knife and hand, before 
falling to mingle on the ground with his own. The two men, locked together, fell back. 
Calportus turned his head to his right and saw Demesiod, also on the ground, staring at him. 
The old man nodded to his son, and saw the tension smooth out of his face. He managed a 
lopsided smile at his father, then lay still. 

Calportus swung his massive head around. A few cubits away, Jaxa lay weakly trying to 
stop the blood still gushing from his leg. Beyond him, Calportus saw Sessoudy standing in the 
water heaving the boat off the rocks. It moved back and Sessoudy crawled over the side and 
looked back as a quirk of the current seized the wooden craft and carried it nearly across the 
river before sending it downstream. The ground was vibrating now from the beat of hooves, but 
Calportus knew that the riders were too late. Jaxa had failed. He met the assassin’s eyes one 
last time. “He made her happy,” he said softly and lay still.   

 
Jaxa felt a strange dizziness overtake him. His fingers could not long hold the makeshift 

tourniquet and he felt the pulse once again at what had once been his knee as his life slowly 
drained out onto the morning grass. A fly buzzed in the sunlight and then darkness descended. 
He did not hear the riders approach nor see them raise a pyre for Calportus and his sons after 
reading the tale of the fight—a tale that none of them ever told in full to No’emgaman.   

 
* * * * 

Debseda woke, weeping at the loss of her family. Yet that was not the 
dominant emotion. In the dark silence was born a certainty more satisfying than 
any she had known before. She had finally seen the truth…she now knew the 
full story. The heavy hand of fate had appointed her to produce the rulers of the 
next world. Great warriors had fallen so that she—a helpless infant—could be 
delivered. The same fate had brought her to Ham, and then into the ark. Her 
grandfather and uncles must have seen it too; why else had they sacrificed 
themselves? She swore on their lives that nothing would stand in the way of her 
future victory. Their deaths would not be in vain, nor would those of unborn 
others—as many as it took to achieve that destiny.   
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With that conviction came another. Now was time to arm herself. Her hands 
trembled; there was not a moment to lose. Ham was probably quivering up in 
their quarters—afraid of his father. She sneered, then paused. In spite of his 
weakness, he was too useful to hold in contempt. She needed him. In her cold 
new reality she knew that she must keep his allegiance by any means necessary. 
Her feelings no longer mattered. Ham could give her sons; thus he was 
important. Once he had fulfilled that responsibility…well, she would see how 
useful he was then. If he remained weak, then she would find someone else. But 
there was something else that she must have, and must have now. She could not 
control the day they would leave this accursed barge, so she must be ready. She 
must have Sechiall’s spear. 

Within minutes she was up on the middle deck. No sound could be heard 
above; everyone else was sleeping. So she crept carefully over towards the great 
door. Nearly stumbling over a pile of debris, she stopped and retraced her steps. 
The risk of noise was greater than the risk of light. For months it had been clear 
that the great door could not serve as their exit. As a consequence the open area 
around it had become a convenient dumping ground for the rubbish the ark 
seemed to generate every day. She turned back and found a lantern. Then she 
looked over the area and began to assess the task. The trash was both a curse 
and a blessing. No one used this space any more, so there was little chance of 
discovery unless she was caught in the act. On the other hand, any evidence of 
her presence would raise suspicion. The trash must appear undisturbed.  

She stopped, held up the lantern, and thought carefully through her next 
steps. When she felt frustration crowding her at the magnitude of her work, she 
reached within for her newfound power. When she did, she discovered another 
pleasant surprise; as it rose within, it brought an answer from the talisman. She 
could feel its location! She had roused its latent force—as if some part of its old 
master still lived within the steel, calling out for blood. She had not sensed it 
before; tonight’s defeat had merely been a diversion to even greater power. She 
felt her skin prickle. “I’m coming,” she whispered. 

 
 



 

  

Chapter 34 
SUNLIGHT 

Day 335 
 
 
 
 
Three hundred and fifteenth day of voyage or the 1st day of the 1st month of Noah’s 601st year. 
A new year has brought new lands below. The sea is gone, replaced by a multitude of lakes. 
The wind is colder now, and blankets are welcome at night. We know the time is nearly upon 
us. We cannot use the door. Do we go down or up: a new door below or a bridge from the roof 
to the knoll? (Later) Finally! Noah has been commanded to prepare to leave. He has decided 
to remove part of the covering aft and use its wood to build a bridge to the knoll and a new 
ramp up from the upper deck. We are relieved that this source of conflict is now at an end. 
Perhaps other rifts can be mended too. 
 
Three hundred and thirty-fifth day of voyage or the 21st day of the 1st month of Noah’s 601st 
year. We have endured three weeks of the hardest work since the storm. But everyone is 
willing, even eager, because we know that the end of this task will be our opportunity to 
explore the lands below. So we labor from before first light to long after dark. Even the 
creatures seem to understand that their freedom is near and are restless. As usual, Ham is at 
the center of our efforts. He has been subdued in recent weeks and more willing to help. He 
was embarrassed by Debseda’s outburst, now seven weeks past, and I think that he was as 
surprised by her attack as everyone else. He has been doing the work of two and his genius has 
not deserted him. His use of the anchor drums as pulley brakes was inspired, and the men 
have been able to move large sections of the covering without tearing them down to individual 
planks. What a difference that made—it saved many days! The stern is now largely open to 
the sky. That is welcome during the day, but the nights grow ever colder. Soon, we will leave 
this home for a warmer one below.  
 

right sunlight made Madrazi squint and shade her eyes. She stood 
reveling in her new freedom. After nearly a year of confinement she had almost 
forgotten the simple joy of standing under an open sky, and though she had 
been up on top several times, it still struck her with a sense of awe. 

She remembered her first ascent. Those first moments under the blue dome 
had left her dizzy. When her equilibrium returned, she began to realize how 
small she was compared to the vast dome overhead. That insignificance was not 
helped by a view of the full length of the ark without its usual clutter of cabins 
and cages. And then there were the distant lands far below. She felt suspended 
between heaven and earth. Never had she been this high before; there were no 
mountains approaching this height in the old world. Shem had only smiled at 
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her confusion, relieved her unresisting hands of the waterskin and food, and 
laughed as she turned round and round, trying to see everything at once. 

But she soon became accustomed to the big sky and the great distance to 
the lands spreading out from the foot of the mountain. Reverting to her 
training, she determined to start a map. It was easy to drill a hole in the wood 
and insert an upright rod to serve as a gnomon. She marked the tip of the 
shadow with a nail driven in far enough to hold fast. Within half of an hour the 
shadow had moved enough for her to mark the tip again. Connecting the two 
nails with string, she pulled it tight and nodded her satisfaction. She now had an 
east-west line. With more nails and more string, she had soon enlarged her work 
to a roughly circular compass.  

That night, she confirmed her directions with the north star, and the next 
day, she drilled holes and fixed rods several cubits high to mark the eight 
cardinal points. Almost immediately she began to memorize the landscape 
between each set of two rods. It was the start of a map. Whenever her duties 
brought her topside, she would memorize another few details for her 
parchment. These lands might well be her new home and she wanted a feel for 
the landscape—there would never be a better vantage point. 

Over those two days, the map began to take shape. Curving around the 
entire northern side of the mountain was a valley, cut by a river running 
southeast. The valley ended against a line of rough hills. Beyond them to the 
northeast was the shimmer of a giant lake. Their mountain was a giant at the 
end (or beginning) of a chain of much lower peaks strung out to the west. A 
smaller valley nestled against the mountain’s south side; beyond it was another 
line of hills. More than a day’s journey south by southwest stood a smaller 
replica of their mountain, towering above the rugged plain. Far beyond it 
appeared the haze of another lake. The view east was largely blocked by the low 
ridge beside the ark, but from the top she could see what was invisible from the 
windows; a smaller peak on their northeast flank.  

 
Today as she spun around again, she was trying to memorize details of the 

mountain itself; estimating inclines, noting rock falls, and looking for the best 
path down. Noah’s choice of an exit was clearly inspired. Though much labor 
would be needed to complete it, the view confirmed that it was the easiest way 
off the summit. She could plainly make out the beginnings of a path from the 
knoll down the southeast side. Exiting below to the west would have put them 
on a slope far too steep for many of the creatures. Turning again, she saw Shem 
approaching. 

Beyond him, Ham and Japheth were finishing the rigging for the large 
pulleys at the western edge of the opening. As he drew closer, Shem followed 
her eyes back. “We’ll build the framework and push it across the chasm in one 
piece,” he explained. “Those two cranes,” he was pointing to small ‘A’ frames 
on either side of the ramp, “will keep the front end up as we force it across. The 
pulleys will feed line to the deck below, where the cattle….” 
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“And the anchor drums will be brakes for the cranes as the whole assembly 
is pushed across,” she interrupted impatiently. She pointed to where the 
brothers were working. “A little more weight on this end wouldn’t hurt,” she 
finished.   

Shem shook his head. “I keep forgetting my own rule: never try to explain 
hunting to a lioness. I’ll tell Ham we have a new foreman.”  

Madrazi stiffened at the mention of his name. “Don’t…” she started 
vehemently, then stopped. Shem’s face stayed carefully neutral, though she 
knew she had once again betrayed her feelings. Though less painful, her regret 
over her breach with Ham never ceased to hurt. Something had happened to 
him the night of Debseda’s attack; if possible, he took greater pains to avoid 
her, maintaining the barest courtesy necessary when he could not. She longed to 
reach out to him and heal the wounds, but it no longer seemed possible.  

And that rift seemed to reverberate through the family. Shem thought he 
had hidden much of his frustration, and though he understood Debseda much 
better now, he still knew nothing of her accusation of adultery the morning 
after the dance. Madrazi hated to see him blame himself for any of the 
simmering feud, but still feared his anger if he learned of that slander. 
Unchecked, his rage could split the family beyond repair. And even if she might 
welcome a break with Debseda, she would hate to sever all possibility of 
regaining Ham’s friendship.  

Shem had not pressed her, waiting for her to pick the time, yet his patience 
was wearing thin and his efforts to maintain unity since Debseda’s challenge 
were adding a burden that she could no longer allow him to carry in ignorance. 
Though she feared open conflict between Shem and Ham, she could no longer 
watch her husband tear himself apart, flailing against an unseen foe. Even as 
they stood there, she realized that she was not trusting the one man who had 
most earned it. 

She sighed, bit her lip, and placed a hand on his arm. “Come with me,” she 
said tightly, and led him forward, out of earshot of the others. As they walked, 
hand in hand, the wind whipped their clothing as it rushed past. Madrazi 
stopped and swung around into his arms, where he obligingly pulled her to him. 
Drawing a deep breath, she pushed back and looked up into his eyes.   

“I must tell you something, but you must promise me that you will keep 
your temper,” she began. Her blood was racing and her throat was tight. She 
felt her stomach contract and knot inside. Shem looked away for a moment, 
then nodded slightly. “It’s about Ham,” she began. “I know there’s been a 
problem….” 

“Ever since the night you danced,” interrupted Shem, his voice tight.  
She shook her head. “It’s not what you think!” Shem’s eyes narrowed and 

he turned his head aft. “It’s not his fault either,” she gulped hastily.  
Shem turned back. “Then tell me what I should think!” His voice stayed 

low, but echoed weeks of growing frustration.   
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Madrazi suppressed the tremor in her hand and looked directly into his now 
cold brown eyes. There were lines around them—she noticed absently to 
herself—that had not been there a year ago. “It had nothing to do with the 
dance.” She paused and took a deep breath. “It was the next morning. I went to 
apologize to Debseda, but instead we began to argue. She became angry…so 
much so…” she had to stop and take a deep breath, “that she accused me of 
improper affections for Ham.”  

Shem’s eyes went hard and flat, a dangerous light glittering from their 
surface. She felt his muscles tense and reached out and grabbed the front of his 
tunic with all her strength. “Stop! You’re making the same stupid mistake I did!” 
Her outburst chased enough of the anger from his face that he remained where 
he was. But she felt him quivering as he gestured for her to continue. 

She clenched and unclenched her fists. “I lost my temper too. I could have 
beat her that morning. I was so angry…so hurt…so shamed. Maybe it would 
have been better if I had. But I did not stand fast. Instead I let her slander 
pierce my heart. I…overreacted. I was deathly afraid of what you would do if I 
told you…and I was equally uncomfortable around Ham. I began to…avoid 
him. He saw it,” she paused and dropped her eyes. “I don’t know what he 
thought—he must have assumed I was angry at him because of her. I know it 
hurt him, but I didn’t know how to repair it…the truth would have only made it 
worse. And all that time she was busy making it worse.”   

Shem stood stiff, his hands unconsciously hurting her arms. The pain was 
welcome; she deserved much worse. Unable to keep the bitterness from her 
voice, she continued. “If I had only the wit to see….”  

She looked up again at Shem’s troubled face. “Don’t you understand? Ham 
and I are guilty of nothing yet we have hurt each other because we let that woman 
manipulate us both.” She hung her head again. “And here we are…. She sighed. 
“He will have nothing to do with me. I have tried to talk to him several times 
recently, but it is clear that a few words will not undo the damage. He has been 
unhappy, and she makes sure that he blames it all on me.”  

The anger was gone from Shem’s eyes, replaced by a bleak comprehension. 
He dropped his head. “Father tried to warn me that a new evil was splintering 
our family, but I thought he was exaggerating…that everything would be as it 
was once we left the ark.” He sighed. “You were foolish,” he said, with a 
surprising gentleness that belied the words. “But so was I and so was my 
brother. I refused to believe that things had gone so far until the night she 
attacked us, and as you say, by then the damage had already been done.”   

“And the damage is great, isn’t it?” She clung to him like a person 
drowning.  

“Yes, it is,” he replied. “We cannot escape it or avoid it. We can only do our 
best to overcome the evil.” 

“I’ll do anything for you!” she vowed. 
Shem pulled her to his chest. “Then don’t give up on the family. Anyone 

can change. Even Ham. Even Debseda.” He saw the disbelief on her face as she 
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drew back. “You did.” She hung her head in submission. “We will never survive 
this new world if we only return evil with more evil. It becomes a spiral into the 
pit.”   

Madrazi nodded. “I’ll do whatever I can. Only…I cannot do it alone.”   
“You know better than that,” he smiled and reached for her hand. “You 

will never be alone again.” 
She squeezed it and repeated. “I’ll do what I can.”   
They turned back and began walking aft. “The work’s been good for him,” 

Shem said quietly. “He speaks with us easily though he’s still uncomfortable 
around Father. He always loved making things. I think it counteracts her 
poison.” As if in answer to his words, they saw the other two brothers laughing 
together. “Enough shirking,” Japheth called loudly to Shem. “You can kiss her 
some other time. We need another pair of hands—you know…unskilled labor!” 

Shem managed a smile and turned again to his wife and gave her a very 
visible kiss. Releasing her, he spoke quietly. “Thank you for trusting me. I 
understand better now and perhaps together we can keep things from becoming 
worse.” 

She nodded and watched him walk aft, baiting Japheth as he went. “If your 
hands had the skill of your tongue, we would have finished last week!” 

Japheth frowned. Ham grinned. Madrazi breathed a sigh of relief and left 
them to their banter while she slid past, back down into the ark where hundreds 
of hungry mouths were waiting. But months of repetitive work had given her 
hands uncanny speed, and she quickly finished, stopping only to pet the new 
lambs. The irrepressible Sorga stayed anchored against her leg, but deftly 
avoided her feet. He had the routine memorized too.  

Afternoon found her back at the stern, lying against the base of the new 
ramp, arms pillowing her head, watching the clouds float across the high blue 
sky. It felt good to be still for a few minutes. She heard the other women busy 
in the kitchen, but remained where she was. As much as she desired the 
company of Yaran and Wen-Tehrom she knew that any contact with Debseda 
would interject tension. Better a little loneliness if that was the price of peace. 
She had created enough of a mess already.  

But at the same time she felt a great relief. Once shared with Shem, the 
shame of Debseda’s accusations evaporated. She grimaced. If only she had 
known that six months ago! But Shem was right. It took effort to keep a family 
together.   

Walking back towards the others, she called a greeting. Ignoring Debseda’s 
frown, she poured a cup of water. Nodding to them, she said, “Why not come 
sit under the sky with me. It’s a beautiful day and the clouds are well worth 
watching.”  

Wen-Tehrom picked up her cup and stood. “What a delightful idea.” Yaran 
rose with her, but Debseda did not move. “Go ahead,” she mocked. “I’m 
comfortable here.”   

“Come on up,” encouraged Yaran. “The change will be nice.”   
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“A taste of freedom,” sneered Debseda, “yet here we remain, caged with 
the creatures.” 

Madrazi restrained the retort that leapt unbidden into her mind. Instead she 
deflected the anger. “We will all be free soon,” she mused. “The creatures to 
run free on the plains below, and we to build our homes.” 

Debseda snorted, but she rose and followed the others. “Homes under the 
perpetual shadow of doom. It seems to me that men cannot achieve their 
potential without incurring divine displeasure. Adam lost the garden before he 
could even raise a house. Cain was exiled into the wilderness. And even after 
empires were built, the earth was laid waste. What’s to keep it from happening 
again? As soon as men begin to make the lands home, they will be stymied once 
more.” 

Yaran looked over her shoulder. “You make it sound like the Almighty 
derives pleasure from thwarting men. Perhaps if our children learn to honor 
Him, they will enjoy the fruit of their labors.”   

Debseda laughed. “Which of you is perfect? How many errors will you be 
allowed before the rains start falling again?” She enjoyed the uncomfortable 
pause. “Admit it. Your only hope is the same as mine—that the Creator grows 
tired of His sport and leaves us to our own devices.” 

Madrazi turned. Wen-Tehrom had stopped short and her face was bleak. 
Yaran slipped her hand under her mother’s arm and pulled her away. “Go 
ahead,” she mumbled, and led the old woman back.   

Madrazi stared after them. Even Wen-Tehrom was not immune from the 
acid cynicism of her daughter. Madrazi looked back at Debseda. There was no 
remorse, just the eager light of challenge in her eyes. But there was more than 
one way to meet a challenge, so Madrazi just stood her ground and refused to 
drop her eyes. Her confession to Shem had relieved her of a heavy burden and 
she felt new strength. 

Debseda didn’t like it. “What,” she sneered? “No lecture on probity? On 
family?”  

“Why bother wasting words?” asked Madrazi evenly.   
“Right! That’s beneath you now, isn’t it?” Her face twisted. “You’re so 

transparent. You put on airs to impress Noah and secure your husband’s place 
over his brothers. All you need are a few sons to lord it over the rest of us poor 
ordinary people. But I see your ambition. I know your arrogance; you hide your 
superior smirks behind your newfound piety. You may fool the others, but not 
me!” 

Madrazi’s temper rose, but she kept her voice even. “Your accusations only 
unmask your own heart. When you speak of my ambition, you only reveal your 
own. Your words no longer have any power over me, save the burden of seeing 
the blackness of your heart and the pain you cause those I love.” 

Debseda hissed, but Madrazi wasn’t finished. “Eight people remain of the 
millions who once walked the Earth and all you can feel for your family is some 
perverted calculation of how to use the few that remain. Methuselah was right! 
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He who brings trouble on his family will inherit only wind and the fool will be servant to the 
wise.” Madrazi turned away.  

Debseda’s face went white. Hot with rage her hand strayed to the small 
blade hidden in her belt. A fool, was she? She would see about that! Madrazi’s 
unsuspecting back was open to a quick thrust. But before she could pull the 
blade from its sheath, Sorga slid silently in front of her, his teeth bared. There 
was no bark, no growl, only an intensity in his eyes that told her he was ready to 
attack. Suddenly she noticed he was no longer the gangling half-puppy who had 
started the voyage. Well over a talent in weight, his thick chest suggested 
sufficient strength to bowl her over, and his broad head contained ivory fangs 
that could rend and tear. Yet it was his eyes that brought Debseda up short. 
There was an intelligence in them that caused a chill to wash over her. She 
froze. If she had disliked him before, she hated him now, so she tried to stare 
him down as her mind screamed a silent threat. You won’t always be there.   

Sorga seemed to hear her challenge and grinned back. Whenever I’m needed, 
she read in his eyes. She ground her teeth, but slowly let her hand drop to her 
side and stepped back until he turned to follow Madrazi. Her hand was 
trembling and she felt the perspiration on her forehead. Angry at the dog, at 
Madrazi, and at the world, she retreated to the lower deck to wait for the night.  

 
Evening found Madrazi still troubled. There was a germ of truth in 

Debseda’s taunts. What would men become in the years ahead? Would some 
new Sechiall rise to lead his fellows to another judgment? Would it be one of 
her seed? She shuddered lightly. If the eight who had experienced the judgment 
of the flood could not remain righteous inside the very vessel that had 
preserved their undeserving lives, how could there be any hope for their 
posterity? 

Even if her own children were good, what hope had Ham’s, growing up 
imbibing Debseda’s poison from infancy? Would Ham be able to control it? 
What if he chose to embrace it instead? The new world wouldn’t last three 
generations before incurring the Creator’s wrath again. She stopped amid the 
stacks of pens and knelt, praying fervently for the children that would shape the 
new lands. She did not know how long she stayed like that, but her back was 
stiff and her knees ached when she finally rose and made her way back. 

The first dark of night filled the windows, but the yellow gleam from the 
lamp and stove told her that Wen-Tehrom had kept food warm, and she felt the 
stirrings of appetite. Japheth and Yaran were talking together at the table; the 
others were nowhere in sight. Seeing her approach, Yaran waved her over. 
“Come sit with me.” The gesture brought a smile—at least some of the family 
was intact—and Japheth jumped up to seat her. “I promised a long time ago to 
keep you well fed,” he said, bowing with a flourish, “so sit and allow me to do 
it.” With a grin he loaded a plate with enough food for two and set it before her, 
laughing as she gave him a tired smile. 
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He sat down on the other side of Yaran and poked his wife. “See…I told 
you she was hungry. At this rate, we’ll run out before we can reap the first 
harvest. But I’ll still work my fingers to the bone to take care of you fragile 
creatures.”    

“Your work this evening is just beginning,” Yaran retorted. “Let’s leave her 
in peace so I can explain your tasks in words even you can understand.” 

Japheth turned to Madrazi. “Won’t you rescue me? After all, I served your 
supper. Where has gratitude gone? I just don’t understand women. I just…”   

Yaran seized his sleeve and yanked him back. “Enjoy your dinner, Madrazi. 
I’ll answer his profound questions.” Japheth let her drag him away, looking back 
over his shoulder and making a face.  

“He’s a man,” Madrazi called after them. “Keep it simple.”   
She watched as they disappeared into their room. “If anything is simple,” 

she sighed. Her appetite gone, she set the nearly-untouched plate on the floor. 
“Here, Sorga,” she said softly, “Looks like you owe Japheth for an extra supper 
tonight.” The dog trotted happily over and within moments the plate was 
empty. He walked over and laid his head on her thigh, gratitude lighting his 
eyes. Then he bumped her leg with his nose. “No thanks,” she replied. “You go 
to sleep. I have too many things on my mind.”   
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ight enveloped the ark and blackness flowed in to fill the shadows. Even 
the lanterns seemed dim and the usual night sounds were muted. Sorga shifted 
in his sleep. A heavy darkness mantled the upper deck as clouds hid the moon 
and stars. The air was heavy and still. Alone in the ocean of darkness, a huddled 
shape sat before the only island of light—the glow of dying embers—as still and 
silent as the night itself. 

Unanswered questions, unsettling worries, and an uncertain future united to 
rob Madrazi of sleep. Too tired to pace the dark aisles, she found solace in the 
hypnotic shimmer of embers glowing on the stove’s grate. With no thought to 
the passing hours, she simply sat and watched waves of red, orange, and yellow 
dance before her eyes. Every few minutes, she would lay a few more sticks 
across them and watch the flames flare, creating new embers to replenish the 
coals cooling to ash. As the hours dragged by, frustration and fear distilled to 
sorrow, and sorrow ebbed into the surrounding night. Thought regressed to 
sensation. The dance of the flames captivated her—an island in the stream of 
time, out of its currents of care.   

Sorga whimpered as if in the middle of a bad dream. Madrazi sensed 
something…. It had come over her unnoticed; something buried deep in her 
soul was working its way to the surface. She felt dizzy for a moment, then it 
passed, leaving her mind tingling. She sensed the world with new clarity, feeling 
the touch of starlight as though she had soared into the expanse of heaven. She 
heard the rumble of distant rocks and the retreat of waters far away. Then her 
eyes were drawn back to the fire. It was merely a curtain. Her body stiffened as 
she focused on drawing it back. Something was calling….   

It called again; insistently…. 
 
Then, like a physical blow, everything became as sharp and clear as bright 

morning. The picture wavered, but as she concentrated, it steadied and then 
pulled her inside. She found herself standing on a wide plain, well watered and 
green with waving grass. Trees marked the banks of streams that led onward to 
a mighty river. Her feet followed a beaten path, seemingly for hours, drinking in 
the warm sunshine, hearing the soothing hum of insects. Herds wandered along 
the wide plain, but the path led downstream. Occasional groves offered 
stretches of shelter from the sun.  
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Suddenly the scene shifted. Instead of hazy mountains on the horizon, she 
saw a great city. Her feet no longer moved, but the city still approached, 
shimmering in the increasing heat. As it drew near, the pleasant grasslands were 
swallowed by barren wilderness. She wanted to return to the meadows, but the 
city slid forward until its dirty stone walls loomed high above her head. They 
seemed stronger than those of Lamech, yet coarse and brutal.  

Suddenly she found herself standing in the gate. Busy streets stretched out 
like the spokes of a wheel. There was a pulse that echoed a frantic pursuit of 
wealth and pleasure. And there was power surging past, flowing out from the 
city’s center. Over the maze of homes and shops she saw a tower with dark 
windows gazing out over the surrounding plain. 

That power began to pull her straight to the tower. As it grew closer, it 
seemed smaller (or she, larger) and she could see the top. On it stood a man. 
She knew at once that he was the source of the power—no, not the source, she 
realized in a sudden insight, merely the channel. He was larger than those 
around him, but his strength was not in his stature. It seemed instead to 
emanate from fiery blue eyes—somehow familiar—set in a cold face. A sneer 
twisted what could have been a handsome visage into something repugnant. 
Luxuriant black hair hung loose below his shoulders and a golden crown circled 
his brow. Powerful hands held a long spear with a broad-bladed head, blood 
seeping down its red steel point along its razor edge before dripping into a small 
pool in the dust at his feet. A black light shone from the spear—a malignancy 
that stung her eyes and threatened worse. His chest was bare, and across his 
back was a short black bow. Those closest to him knelt or lay prostrate. A king, 
a ruler, a murderer…. She knew him even as her eyes absorbed the details.   

It was he that marred the beauty of the city…or rather the terrible power 
that flowed from him. It corrupted even the sunlight—it had a reddish tinge 
that seemed to devour rather than nourish life. And she was not immune to its 
effects…she felt herself growing weak. Throwing up an arm, she turned and 
tore herself away.  

Suddenly she was back at the gate but could still see the king atop his tower. 
He stirred. He seemed puzzled, then troubled, and finally she saw his eyes 
kindle with a terrible wrath. He raised his left hand to shade them and stretched 
his vision to the north. With a jolt, she knew that he was searching for her. She 
looked about; there was no place to hide. Frantically she fought her way 
through the crowds coming into the city, forcing her way outside. Arid 
wilderness stretched as far as her eyes could see.   

Flight was useless against such a hunter, but she ran anyway, wishing to 
delay the inevitable. For a moment, she felt exultation—her feet blurred and the 
wilderness flashed by, replaced with grassy fields. But then she looked back. As 
fast as she could run, he was gaining. Worse, he was merely walking; each stride 
carried him closer. Her heart sank and the grass reached up to tangle her feet. 
Trying to pull herself free, she fell heavily. Even with her face buried in the dirt, 
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she sensed his elation as he leapt forward for the kill. She imagined that red and 
black spear reaching high for a killing stroke, but was too tired to resist.   

She lay still, shivering and waiting the moment of agony that would lead to 
oblivion.   

Nothing happened. After a moment she raised her head. The grass was 
gone. She was very cold, buried in a cocoon of white. The light was muted, but 
she must be very near the surface; she could hear the curious crunch of 
footsteps nearby. At once she knew it was the hunter and she lay as still as she 
could. Her hands seemed frozen and she could see a warm cloud of her own 
breath in the half light before her eyes. She held it, fearing that he would see it 
and find her alone and helpless…no, not alone—she felt a reassuring warmth at 
her side….  

Muffled steps drew closer….  
 
Dizzy again for a moment, she was suddenly aware of a presence behind 

her. A hand fell on her shoulder and she bit back a scream. Her skin prickled, 
but the touch was warm and protective, shielding her from the dark power. 
Slowly she saw a haze of red and orange before her, hiding her from the sight of 
the tall king. As the coals swam into focus, she felt the hard wood of the stool 
beneath her and the sweat that had beaded on her forehead trickling down her 
cheeks. Her hands were clutching great wads of her clothing and it took a 
conscious effort to relax them. She drew another breath, shuddered, and 
suddenly there was nothing more than a dying fire in the open stove, and a cool 
wind sweeping through the ark, drying her face. On her shoulder was the 
familiar hand of Noah; in his face she saw understanding and a hint of pity.   

She trembled. He knelt beside her. “Peace, peace,” he said soothingly. 
“There is no evil here.” He took her hands and she felt warmth come back into 
her fingers. After a minute, he rose and poured her a cup of wine. “Drink!” he 
commanded and she drained the cup.   

“You are safe,” he went on. “Nothing can touch you inside these walls.” 
“No,” she agreed, looking around wearily. “This place is safe. But there was 

a door to another place…an awful place!” She shook her head to clear it. The 
fear faded; the danger could no longer touch her. What was happening to her? 
She wiped her brow. “What are you doing up?” she asked. 

“I felt your fear and heard you cry out,” he replied easily. “I knew you 
would need me.” 

“I didn’t cry out,” she faltered. “Unless it was….” 
“Was what, my child?” he asked gently. “I have been here for some time, 

but you couldn’t hear my voice.” 
“I wasn’t here,” she sat up and pulled her cloak tightly about her, wrapping 

her arms around her chest. “I was walking on a plain, outside a great city. The 
king saw me and wanted to kill me. His hair and face were dark, but he had 
Sechiall’s eyes—windows to evil.” She shuddered at the memory. “He saw me. 
He knew me. He wanted me dead.”   
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She choked back her fear and Noah placed his hand on her head. Instantly 
the fear subsided. “I ran,” she continued, “but he pursued. I fell and he had me. 
Suddenly I was buried in the cold, white ground. I was hidden, but he was 
near—still hunting.” She paused for a moment. “Then you called.”   

Hearing it spoken, she suddenly felt embarrassed. She swung around to 
Noah. “What’s happening? I wasn’t sleeping…at least I think I wasn’t. It was 
real—a world just behind the curtain of the flame. Am I losing my mind?”   

Noah grimaced for a moment, but then his face relaxed and he chuckled. 
He stopped when he saw her anger return and held up his hand. “No, child. I’m 
not laughing at you; I simply was not prepared for the divine irony.” He laughed 
again. It was a clean sound and it washed away the last bitter taste from her 
memory. “Do not fear. You are well and your mind is as it always has been, 
though perhaps a little keener. It was a vision, one with meaning for us both.” 

“For you?” Her curiosity was roused. 
“Yes,” he smiled. “If nothing else, I understand more fully why you were 

brought over land and sea to be the mother of my grandchildren.” 
Madrazi stared skeptically. “What do you mean?” 
“You see far—more than those around you. I always thought it was your 

father’s strength that drove Methuselah to choose you for Shem. Now I see that 
I was wrong. You are not as much like Pomorolac as you are the daughter of 
your mother…and me.” His lips quirked again.   

“How?” Madrazi stood shakily. She was terribly thirsty. She sat back down, 
filled her cup with water, and took a long swallow. Noah just stared at her with 
soft, knowing eyes. She gazed back. Like her? Like him? What did he mean?   

He kept silent, but continued to stare at her. It was like an invitation. So she 
looked deeper into the brown depths. Suddenly saw a dim flash, like an echo of 
lightening. She saw a fire in the forest…a light…a shimmering picture of the 
ark…golden streams of light…forest creatures marching up a path….   

Then it hit her. She inhaled sharply and put a trembling hand out blindly to 
steady herself. “You mean that I see as you see? That what I saw was….” 

“Yes,” he interrupted. “It was knowledge from beyond this world.” He 
sighed and sat beside her, filling another cup with wine for himself.   

“I know what you felt, and what you feel now,” Noah said, looking ahead. 
She sat up straighter, finding strength in that companionship. He spoke a little 
more sharply. “Here and not here at the same time. Yes, I have felt that, too—
as if my body could no longer contain me.”  

Madrazi nodded with relief. He really did understand! Noah smiled. “It was 
worse when He spoke! You may never hear that…if so, give thanks! It is hard 
for mere flesh to withstand it.” 

“No!” The word leaped from her mouth without thought. “You are the 
prophet! You are the new Adam!” 

“Adam is dead. And like Adam, I too shall die,” he returned calmly. “I have 
often wondered what would happen then, Madrazi. Even if I attain the days of 
Methuselah, the greater part of my life rests in the old world. I am already living 
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in the past, Madrazi, and I feel its weight grow every year! What will happen 
when I am gone? What of the generations to come…those of your world? Will 
the Creator remain silent? If not, to whom shall He speak?” 

“Why, to Shem, of course,” she replied.  “He is your heir!” 
 “The heir of my body, perhaps, but human tradition does not dictate the 

choice of the Creator. He speaks as He wills.” He paused and sipped from his 
cup. “Why to me? Why not to Lamech?” He looked down for a moment, lost in 
thought. “But He chose me. Now He speaks to you, warning of dark days 
ahead.” 

Madrazi bowed her head. “I don’t have the strength.” She looked up again, 
a hint of a smile on her face. “And yet…it feels so right. Even in the middle of 
the terror, I knew that I was near the Creator—near the middle of your garden.” 
She hesitated. “But who will believe me? I’m just a simple woman.” 

“I believe you.” 
“That’s different,” she stumbled on, blushing. “Why should anyone else?” 
“Because truth will be clear to those with eyes to see and ears to hear. Trust 

me! Position and status mean nothing. After all, I was an elder of Lamech, and 
no one believed me.” 

She nodded slowly, still trying to grasp what had happened. Then she 
remembered the city and the king. “What did it mean?” she asked. 

“You know the answer,” he sighed. “The image of the Creator is in every 
man, but not every one chooses to follow. Many will refuse that road and follow 
their own—just as we saw in our world. The line of Sechiall has not been 
destroyed, for the evil of Sechiall came not from flesh and blood. His seed will 
live, forever waging war with ours. Did not Enoch himself say, ‘Behold, the Lord 
comes with ten thousands of his holy ones to convict the ungodly of all their deeds and of all the 
harsh things that sinners have spoken against him.’ Do you think that prophecy was 
fulfilled by the flood? Enoch saw further than that—to the end of the long ages 
of mankind.” 

“So this world is not so new after all?” 
“Yes and no. God told Adam that there would be two lines of descent, that 

of the serpent and that of Eve. They will remain together, like weeds growing 
with wheat, until the end of days. My day saw a withering of the wheat and the 
weeds taking the field. The wheat was dead in the old world—another hour and 
Sechiall would have extinguished our line forever. Darkness would have 
covered the face of the Earth. Now, at least, a balance has been restored. We 
have another chance…for a better balance, if nothing else.” 

Madrazi listened, but her mind was becoming fuzzy. She felt drained.   
“Do you not understand?” Noah asked, shaking her gently. “His guidance 

for the new world will come to you—the gift that was mine in the old world will 
be yours in the new. Methuselah must have seen it years ago. He saw you as you 
will be hundreds of years from now; a voice of wisdom for those who seek it. 
But as you saw, that voice will be opposed. There was a new Sechiall—another 
king of evil. Whom did he fear?” Madrazi’s eyes widened. Noah nodded, 
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smiling grimly. “Yes, he feared you…enough to hunt you far from his throne. 
You will be a great danger to him.” She rolled her eyes and Noah chuckled. 
“Not because of the strength of your arm. No, it will be the words of the 
Creator that will fill his heart with fear. Trust me. I know.” 

“You make me sound like some great queen,” protested Madrazi. 
“No, not a queen,” laughed Noah. “You know better than that. The 

Creator takes pleasure in using those who are small and weak to overcome 
those swollen with power and pride. Do you remember the spear of 
Sechiall…his great talisman that could never be broken in battle? He cast it at 
me, and though he was accounted the best spearman in Lamech, he missed. All 
it took was a gust of wind, guided by the finger of God. You will not be an iron 
shield that breaks the spear, Madrazi, but you will be the quiet breath that 
pushes it from its path.” 

“To what end?” she cried. “If that was a picture of what is to come, then 
our future is dark indeed! I was alone. A great city followed the dark king, filled 
with the evil of Sechiall. How can any light survive that?” Madrazi swung 
around, her eyes angry. “It only took ten generations to go from Eden to 
extinction. Who are we to last even that long? Why should the Lord of Justice 
not destroy us all again? Why should he wait ten lifetimes? Why not four? The 
darkness will be a plague within four generations, if what I saw was true.” 

Noah caught her and let her tears run onto his shoulder. “Shush, child. 
Peace.” After a time, the storm passed.  

He released her and poured another cup of wine. “Drink!” he ordered and 
she did.  

“You must learn patience,” he counseled gently. “You have seen a glimpse 
of coming days, but it was just a glimpse. You cannot know the full counsel of 
the Creator’s mind, and probably do not yet know the full import of what you 
saw tonight. There is always a ray of light, always water in the wilderness. You 
must learn to accept the bad with the good—despair is as evil as malice.” 

Madrazi felt the wine warm her blood. She nodded; the jagged emotions of 
the past hour were receding, and his counsel was wise. But she still feared the 
future and if despair must be set aside, apprehension would remain. She gave 
Noah a crooked half smile. “All these days, we have been so impatient to leave 
and venture out into the wide world. But all too soon I think I will wish to be 
safe within this refuge once more.” She shook her head slowly. “But it offers no 
shelter from the storms to come, does it?” 

Noah nodded. “I know. This ark has been many things for you—refuge, 
crucible, teacher…. Perhaps it has one last lesson before you leave.” 

He helped her up. “Go to sleep now, child,” he said, leading her towards 
her room. “This was not my doing and it certainly wasn’t yours. He does what 
He wills.” 

“What about the others?” She asked, stopping suddenly. “What about 
Shem?” 
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“You know him better than that,” replied Noah. “As to the others—if they 
reject your gift they aren’t rejecting you, but the Creator. Don’t let it trouble 
you…” She nodded and turned to her room. 

“…even though it always will,” he finished quietly after she was gone. 
 
Madrazi undressed in the darkness and slid into bed. She heard Sorga curl 

up on the floor. Shem stirred, but remained asleep. I can’t wait to see the look on his 
face in the morning when he asks me about my dreams! 
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Chapter 36 
RETRIEVAL OF EVIL 

Night 350 
 
 
 
 

ebseda looked quietly around. Moonlight flooded the open stern of the 
upper deck and filtered forward into black shadows. She stood perfectly still 
and listened. Hearing Ham’s deep breathing she slipped outside her room and 
eased her door closed. Her eyes penetrated the darkness and her ears heard 
every whisper. All was at it should be. Carefully she ghosted her way forward, 
avoiding spots in the deck that she knew would creak beneath her weight. 
Hesitating at the top of the great ramp, she looked back again. The ark lay 
shrouded in silence, so she continued down to the middle deck and then 
forward and across the now-familiar path to the great doorway.   

The first nights of her quest had been dull; hours spent carefully arranging 
disordered piles of empty crates and barrels, even broken jars, rags, and scraps 
of rope to create a carefully-disguised path to the far end of the door. Even 
though no one was interested in this part of the ark any more, she had taken 
every precaution. After the first week, additional refuse had covered the odds 
and ends she had so carefully repositioned, and she was confident now that no 
one would uncover her mission unless they caught her in the act.   

Silently she wormed her way between the piles. As she neared the door, 
they rose higher and higher (another part of her early efforts); those nearest her 
excavation stood six cubits high, sufficient to both hide her and muffle the 
noise of her work. At the end of the path, her outstretched hand found the 
great beam. Kneeling, she retrieved the hidden lantern from an empty cask, lit 
its candle, and set it by her feet. The glow would be visible to anyone wandering 
about, but it was a risk she had coldly decided to take. But any risk could be 
minimized, and so she reached up and pulled the old tarpaulin over her head, 
hooking it to a nail she had driven into the post above her head. Speed and 
silence were her two best allies, so she went to work with a practiced economy 
of effort.   

Despite her precautions a part of her did not care if she was discovered. 
The family already hated her—thanks to that self-righteous, arrogant Madrazi—
but they were so weak that she would face nothing worse than meaningless 
words. No, she did not fear for herself; but Noah would certainly destroy her 
prize if he found it. That she would not allow!  

Carefully she pulled out her short blade and worked it into a nearly invisible 
seam in the dark wood. As she pried outward, opening cracks revealed a roughly 
square block of wood, nearly two spans across. Carving that cap to match the 
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post had been her hardest task, but a few casual questions had elicited all that 
she needed to know from Ham. She dug the blade in further and it finally 
popped loose. Deftly, she caught it in her left hand and set it aside. Bending 
over, she lifted the lantern and looked inside.   

A black hollow stared back at her. She set the lantern behind her and to one 
side, where it cast its dim light into the hole she had already excavated. With a 
now-experienced hand, she raised her blade, reached inside, and began to slowly 
peel away another splinter. As the minutes passed, scraps and slivers fell around 
her feet. She ignored them—she would hide them later.   

Only able to sneak down several nights each week, she had nevertheless 
been working steadily for nearly two months. The first weeks had been slow—
creating the path, masking her work, and carving the cover. Since then she had 
been slowly digging away the wood that separated her from her prize. It was 
hard going—as if the ark itself was reluctant to yield its treasure. And to keep 
the opening small, her task had of necessity proven tedious and frustrating. But 
she was close; she could feel the steady strengthening of the cold power of the 
blade as she cut away the wood of its prison. Only her newfound self-control 
enabled her to squelch the impulse to bring an ax and tear the whole section to 
splinters. Success required secrecy. 

But putting her mind to this task had its own benefits. It provided a 
counterpoint to her growing rage at Madrazi’s new ascendancy. Ever since the 
morning when Noah had claimed that she had been “touched by the Creator,” 
the others had begun to treat her like some kind of nobility. It was 
disgusting…and yet…Debseda could feel some new aura around the woman. 
She would never admit it to anyone, but she was beginning to feel the same chill 
dread in Madrazi’s presence that she felt when she was near Noah. 

As her knife continued to dig, her lips set in a hard line. Madrazi was not 
the only one who had found new power! Just the memory of that cold strength 
was enough to reassure her that she was more than a match for Madrazi. 
Besides, blood was what really mattered. Madrazi was of inferior blood—thus 
her power was inferior. It was as simple as that. 

But anxiety still haunted her nights. Her sons must rule. It was their destiny; 
their blood heritage. Blended with Ham’s strength and skill, she would create 
children that would become mighty men—founders of empires. But conquerors 
needed weapons and rulers needed symbols. Her own innate power, awakened 
by Sechiall and nurtured by the hardships of this accursed ship, had revealed her 
past. In those visions she had seen an inevitable future. That same power had 
prompted her search for the spear. She was now sure Sechiall had never been 
meant to kill Noah—how could such a warrior have missed such an easy throw? 
No, he had seen ahead and his perfect throw had left her with a priceless gift—
only a warrior of Sechiall’s skill could have embedded it in the one place it 
would remain hidden, waiting for her to find it. She smiled grimly as she 
recalled again the steely glitter of his eyes, the exploding fury of his arm, and the 
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red flash of the spear as it smoked through the air and smashed deep into the 
ark’s timber.  

He had given her a priceless keepsake for her children and she would die 
before allowing it to rot on this mountain. Her excitement rose as she felt it call 
again to her mind; even now the edge of her senses seemed to catch a low-
pitched hum and a dark red light. She was so close! She smiled and pushed 
another sliver from the widening hole. Her body was hot with anticipation, but 
the ice that had settled in her heart controlled her hand.    

She chuckled softly as she continued to dig. Here it was…right under the 
very nose of Noah, unseen by Shem’s whore. Here it would be claimed and 
hidden, to be brought out and made ready when its true heir appeared. A son, a 
grandson—she would recognize the right man. He would have her heart, her 
blood, her strength. She would train him in the arts of power. Then she would 
place in his hand the power of the ancient world! With it he would crush armies, 
conquer cities, cow his enemies, and command heroes. He would know its 
lineage—forged in Taspar, wielded by the greatest warrior of a lost world. 
Unbroken and unbreakable, it would give victory to any who possessed it, yet it 
would be possessed only by one through whom flowed its old master’s blood. 
Neither man nor beast would be able to stand before the chosen heir. When the 
time came it would be a banner of victory over the sons of Madrazi and Yaran.   

She flexed her hand and pushed it in again, forcing the blade against the 
wood on the right side of her hollow. She pushed and then froze, hearing a 
slight metallic click. But she didn’t need the noise to know of her success—just 
the touch of its metal on her knife sent a shiver of excitement through her 
body. Lifting the lantern, she held it in her left hand and carefully continued to 
dig with her right. There! At the back of the hole was a dark gleam of a metallic 
edge. In the light she saw the scratches it left on her knife, but there were no 
marks on it. A blood-red light seemed to glow for a moment, as if the steel 
recognized its coming freedom.   

Feverishly Debseda renewed her efforts. Progress was difficult; she had to 
dig around the weapon, but she summoned the patience she needed. Splinter by 
splinter, the wood peeled away from the prize. The small metal point grew, 
revealing its unmistakable shape. Slowly she put away her knife and reached in a 
finger. Reverently she caressed the exposed metal. Its latent power flowed up 
her fingers and burned in her heart. She smiled, though it was not a pretty smile. 
At last! 

The candle was low. The fire in her mind urged her onward, but the ice in 
her heart quenched it at once. Victory was within reach. She mustn’t fumble it 
away. Instead she sheathed her knife and picked up the wooden plug. But she 
did allow herself the luxury of one last caress. It was like feeling the hot hand of 
a lover; it sent her blood racing. She savored it, sighed, withdrew her hand, and 
replaced the plug. Drawing back her sleeves and keeping her dirty hands away 
from her clothes, she reached down into a hidden pot and smeared dirt and oil 
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across the seams. A rag cleaned her hands, then she went down to hands and 
knees, sweeping debris from tonight’s work into a nearby barrel.    

All that remained now was to return to bed. She wouldn’t sleep, but Ham 
must not suspect her absence. She would bask for a few hours in the thrill of 
this night—one she would remember for the rest of her life. For a moment, in a 
surge of impatience, she wanted to throw caution to the clouds, run back and 
hack out her prize, screaming her victory to the heavens. She wanted to dance 
and flaunt it in the face of the others. She wanted to plunge it deep into the 
breast….  

Shuddering with the effort, she forced those urges down and began to steal 
back up the ramp. Making less noise than a shadow, she was soon safely in her 
room. 

Just as silently, she disrobed and slid into bed. Ham stirred, but sighed in 
his sleep and rolled away from her. She lay perfectly still for several minutes, 
hardly daring to breathe, until he fell back into a deeper sleep. Only then did she 
allow herself a satisfied smirk. She had done it! The spear of Sechiall would be 
an heirloom for the house of Ham. A man would come who could take the 
blade and re-forge a weapon that would lead him to a throne. All the tribes 
would bow down. She would fill his young head with stories of the might of her 
people. She would instruct him in the subtleties of conquest and rule. And one 
day, she smiled to herself, she would stand beside him—watching her enemies 
acknowledge a reality they thought lay dead and buried in the past.  

 
 



 

  

Chapter 37 
HAM’S CHOICE 

Day 365 
 
 
 
 
Three hundred and sixty-fifth day of voyage or the 21st day of the 2nd month of Noah’s 601st 
year. One year ago we entered the ark. We saw the waters begin to fall, saw our enemies 
defeated, and saw the Creator close the door. Looking back, it seems a lifetime—another 
world, another time. The ark has sheltered us in our tumultuous trip between the two worlds, 
but we are all eager to step out into this new land. The bridge is finished and the way open, yet 
Noah has not received the word. So we prepare—organizing our remaining supplies, our tools, 
our goods, even Japheth’s seeds and cuttings, into packs for the journey down. Countless 
bundles fill the aft spaces beneath the new ramp. Each night brings new arguments about 
which things should go first. Noah and I value his remaining scrolls, just as we mourn the loss 
of those left behind. The others are more shortsighted…or maybe more practical. These are but 
the first of many choices that face us in the months ahead. Although the beasts of burden have 
grown strong, it will still take many trips to carry everything down to our new home. Especially 
if Ham gets his way and begins stripping timber from the ark! The nights continue to grow 
colder and the days have begun to lose their warmth. I suspect that this mountaintop will be a 
harsh place in the months to come. But the sunrise and sunset remain spectacular—no one 
remembers those displays from the old world.    
 

am grunted, shifted the pack of tools into a more comfortable position, 
and then heaved it up onto one of the many stacks cluttering the afterdeck near 
the base of the ramp. Though the burden weighed two talents, he easily lifted it 
to its place. But he felt its weight as he never had before. He was tired—weeks 
of unremitting labor had gone into preparing their exit. First had come the work 
in the ark, removing the cover and building a new ramp up top and a bridge to 
the mountain. Then, with no respite, they continued to labor day and night to 
pack and move the vast assortment of goods that would ease their transition 
into this new world. Gathered from storage rooms all over the ark, they now 
formed their own miniature mountain beneath and around the new ramp. Even 
with animal-powered lifts and animal-powered carts the work had tested 
everyone’s endurance.   

With weariness had come the inevitable arguments. Japheth wanted to take 
more grain, fearing it would be another season before they could harvest 
anything. Wiser heads had prevailed, noting it would still be safely stored in the 
ark if they needed it then. Many other things had been left too; Ham refused to 
take anything that he could easily make anew. Even so, it had been a 
tremendous task; it was hard to believe eight people could accomplish so much 
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in so short a time. He smiled grimly; their motivation was certainly sufficient! 
They all wanted out. A more genuine smile lit his face at the thought of quitting 
this prison as he stretched his back and started back for another load.     

His body ached and he had lost weight, but the past weeks had worked a 
much deeper change. The work had restored a sense of worth in his gifts, 
reinvigorating his spirit even as his body was worked beyond its endurance. 
Tensions of earlier months evaporated in the heat of hour after hour of honest 
work, and the enforced time with Japheth and Shem had restored a degree of 
camaraderie that seemed lost just a short time before. True, there was still a 
level of discomfort with Shem—Ham winced inwardly at the memory of 
Debseda’s rash challenge—but Shem seemed ready to put it behind them, his 
manner more open in recent weeks.   

Opting for the ramp instead of the stair, Ham started down. At the bottom 
Madrazi was making an unsteady attempt to climb, her face hidden by the bulk 
of the bundle on her shoulder. He started to turn away and take the stairs, but 
she stumbled under the weight and nearly lost her balance. He shook his head, 
hurried down, and plucked it off her back with one hand. “It’s far too heavy,” 
he mumbled. “At least let me get it to the top.”  

Instead of the chill aloofness he expected, she shot him a friendly grin and 
panted, “It is a little much. Thanks!”  

For some reason, her smile brought back better years. In that moment he 
wanted to blurt out an apology for everything that had gone wrong between 
them. He wished desperately that he could just erase the past seven months and 
start over, retrieving the easy friendship they had enjoyed for so many years. At 
the top of the ramp he set the bundle down and turned to her. She stood easily 
before him, her eyes holding his, as if sensing his desire and inviting the words. 
In that instant, he felt forgiveness hovering before him; her green eyes seemed 
to glow with an insight that told him she really understood.  

“Oh, there you are!” Japheth’s voice broke the moment and Ham looked 
down at the deck.   

“Thank you,” Madrazi said softly and laid a hand on his arm for a moment 
before bending to pick up her burden. She hesitated, as if she wanted to say 
something else, but instead hoisted the load to her shoulder and started aft just 
as Japheth rounded the corner.   

“Did you see Father yet? He was looking for you.” 
Ham stared at him for a moment, almost angry. He sensed an opportunity 

lost, but the feeling faded even as Japheth punched his shoulder lightly. “Are 
you getting enough sleep? You look like you’re lost in a cloud. Maybe we 
shouldn’t work you so hard….”   

“If I didn’t,” Ham grunted, “it wouldn’t get done.” 
Japheth tried to look hurt, but gave it up and grinned instead. “You’re 

probably right. In fact I know you are.” He looked around. “Out of all the 
people in the world, you’re one of the eight most irreplaceable that I know!” He 
wandered off laughing. “Don’t forget Father,” he called out over his shoulder.   
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An hour and several odd jobs later, Ham was finally down at his workbench 
on the lower deck; an unfinished tackle laying in pieces before him. He hoped 
for an uninterrupted hour to finish, and maybe to think. The offer he had seen 
in Madrazi’s eyes haunted him and stirred a restlessness that kept taking him 
back to the days before the flood. How could he restore what was lost? So 
much had changed in the past year; its strain had uprooted the relationships that 
had existed for years and replaced them with a confusing tangle. Madrazi had 
certainly been a part of that revolution…but then, so had Debseda. Was it all 
just a response to the peril of the flood and enforced proximity in the ark, or 
was it something deeper…something fundamental?  

Before he could consider it further a subtle scent caught his attention and as 
he turned, he saw Debseda move soundlessly towards him. Her feet were bare 
and as she neared him she let her hands fall to her sides. Her cloak fell partially 
open and he caught his breath. She wore nothing else. He looked around 
guiltily, expecting someone else to see her nakedness, but she seemed little 
concerned, drawing his attention back with a subtle flip of the garment. “Can 
you spare a few minutes?” she asked in the throaty voice he could not resist.  

He said nothing, but when her hand reached out to take his, he did not 
hesitate, pulling her to him. “Not here,” she laughed, and led him forward, 
along the familiar path to their hidden bedroom. “We haven’t been here very 
much lately,” she laughed as they entered the fore storage. “Your family keeps 
you too busy. But for this hour you are mine. I have a task for you before you 
go back to doing your family’s work.” She laughed again and drew him on. 

As she pulled open the hidden door he saw lamps lit and the room swept 
clean. He stepped in and she pushed the door shut behind him. Then in a quick 
move she was back in front of him and her fingers were playing with the edge 
of her robe. She relaxed her grip and it fell to the floor. He just stood staring, as 
if he had never seen her body before. Her face was flushed and her breathing 
heavy, and he felt his own passion rise to meet hers.   

“Let’s make a son, now,” she breathed. “I’m ready. Let me give you the 
heritage that is rightfully yours—an heir to carry on your name and your 
dreams.”   

Ham pulled up short, surprised and a little fearful. “Should we not wait? At 
least until I have a home built and fields planted? My brothers believe we must 
establish a new home before we start new families.” 

“What do you say?” she whispered. “This is not their body to command—it 
is yours alone! Part of that lordship is the ability to decide when you wish it to 
produce sons. Besides, no one will know for months.” 

He still hesitated and she moved closer to him and gripped the front of his 
tunic. “This world is new in many ways, my love. Noah is the next Adam. Like 
Adam, his sons will be the fathers of many families and peoples who will spread 
across the face of the Earth. We cannot be bound by the strictures of the old 
world—its ordered societies no longer exist. By the end of our lifetime, there 
will be new clans spreading out to claim lands and wealth. Conflict is inevitable. 
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As it happened to Adam’s sons, so it will be true of you and your brothers. It 
doesn’t mean that you love them any less or that you no longer respect your 
father. It is simply the way of the world and we would be foolish to think 
otherwise.” She paused and looked full in his eyes, and he felt himself falling 
into that blue abyss.   

She softened her tone. “All of that is far in the future—a future that none 
of us can predict or control. Today, this moment, I want to give you the greatest 
gift that I can offer because your love is the greatest thing in my life. Let me 
repay it. Do not refuse my gift…and do not refuse me the pleasure of giving it 
to you.” 

He wavered. “There’s so much to do,” he started. “Look at the past weeks. 
We have all been working night and day to prepare to leave. That’s what you 
wanted so much—to get off this ship and start a new life. But that is no easy 
task. We must move all our remaining goods down these rugged slopes to the 
lowlands. We must build new homes, plow new fields, plant new vineyards…we 
must explore the surrounding lands. Why should we settle this mountain valley 
when there might be broad plains and wide rivers somewhere nearby? Where is 
the sea? It’s a whole new Earth; we must search it out. I…I want to find the 
best lands for you.” 

“You will,” she assured him. “But I am strong, and I will not impede you, 
even carrying a child. Besides, much of that is the work of decades, not days. If 
the past weeks are any indication, your brothers will trap you in an endless cycle 
of work and leave me barren while they produce sons and daughters. They 
know that your hand and eye are invaluable—why else do they give you the 
preeminence in these things. But what they offer is no more than the position 
of chief servant. They fear you as an equal. As long as they control your labor, 
they control you…they control me…and through us, our children. Do not our 
sons deserve the chance to make their own way, free from the oversight of the 
sons of Shem and Japheth?” 

Ham stood breathing heavily; conflicts tearing at his soul. His family was 
important. The love that he had always taken for granted ran in an unbroken 
line from Methuselah through Lamech to Noah and then to him and his 
brothers. It was a part of who he was. It was painful to think of strife between 
his sons and theirs, but Debseda was right. After all, Cain had murdered Abel 
and then set himself at odds with Seth, dividing that family hopelessly. Had 
Cain been so evil or was it merely the circumstances of the day? He shuddered. 
If that was true, then what chance did his family have? Noah was a wonderful 
father, but he was no Adam, and even Adam’s authority had not been able to 
stop the bloodshed. Debseda had a better head for these sorts of things, but he 
shied away from the start of that kind of future. Suddenly he remembered the 
look in Madrazi’s eyes. She had offered something different…something 
better….and yet it was Debseda who stood before him now. Her blue eyes 
burned into his, and she was lovely in the lamplight.   
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“But we are a family,” he protested weakly. “All of us. I know that you and 
Madrazi don’t see eye to eye, but if we splinter, then none of us may survive the 
next year. We need each other. I want sons. But I want my own mother to rock 
them on her knee and tell them stories of my boyhood. I want them to laugh 
with their uncle Japheth and have their uncle Shem teach them the bow.” 

Debseda stepped past him and draped herself languidly on top of the bed, 
her every curve an invitation. “You think I do not?” she challenged. “It’s true 
Madrazi and I don’t get along—perhaps we are just two of those people who 
cannot be friends, but I do not ask you to abandon your family; I only ask that 
you consider that you and I and our sons will be a family in a way the others are 
not.” She patted the blanket invitingly. “I’m not asking you to forsake your 
family, my love…no more than is my right according to the word of Noah’s 
God. Did He not command Adam that a man leave his mother and father for 
the sake of his wife? Your parents will play their part in the lives of our sons, 
but do you need their permission to come to my bed?” She chuckled. “It never 
slowed you down before.” 

Ham felt a flush mantle his neck. He longed to join her, but something held 
him back. What she said was true, but there was something lurking behind her 
words, and he could not escape the feelings brought on by the past days. Of a 
sense of closeness regained with his brothers, of Madrazi willing to restore the 
easy friendship that had been lost, of his parents’ returning joy as the horrors of 
the voyage receded.   

He pondered Debseda’s words, standing stiff while part of him yearned to 
rip off his tunic and leap into her bed. Suddenly it struck him. She spoke of 
Adam. He had a similar choice—to join his wife in selfish pleasure or remain 
obedient to paternal obligation. Ham didn’t know why that thought leapt into 
his mind, but it frightened him. There was nothing wrong with what his wife 
was offering. Pleasure was their right. One simple act would not twist his future. 
True, starting a family now was not keeping the tradition that allowed the eldest 
to bring the first son into the world, but Debseda had a point. This was a 
different world. Could the old customs really have any meaning now? 

Ham took a step forward, unable to resist the warm body before him, even 
as a corner of his mind warned him against it. Could he afford to shatter the 
fragile peace that had been established after Debseda’s attack on Shem? Was it 
not Shem’s right as the eldest to have the first grandson? How would he feel if 
their positions were reversed? 

Debseda shifted just then, letting the light played across her olive skin. He 
remembered the days of despair, when her passion had saved his mind from the 
dark paths that called out to it. He owed her so much, and yet she asked so 
much now. Yet his feet took another trembling step forward and he felt a 
compulsion emanating from her that had nothing to do with her beauty. It was 
much deeper than that. Perhaps it was an echo of her heritage, if she truly was 
of Nephil blood. That strength, if merged with his, would create mighty sons, 
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worthy of the challenge of this new world. They would realize his dream; they 
would hold dominion…and wasn’t that what God had commanded?   

Unable to resist any longer, he stepped forward. 
 

* * * * 
Madrazi stumbled as pain lanced through the front of her head. She 

dropped the stack of pans, not hearing their clatter as her world spun. Dizzy 
and disoriented, she struggled to remain on hands and knees, fighting for 
consciousness, hearing the shouts of Wen-Tehrom and Yaran as from a great 
distance. The inviting blackness of oblivion called, but she fought it, knowing 
that there was something else…something she desperately needed to know. 

Hardly feeling the hands that lifted her, she concentrated on the source of 
the pain. It was near, it was evil, it was…too strong. 

She woke to a world of white, feeling a cool dampness soothing her face, 
forcing the retreating pain further and further away. It took a moment to realize 
that there was a wet cloth draped across her forehead and eyes, and she reached 
to drag it away. She wanted to sit up, but insistent hands gently held her down.   

“Stay in bed. You took a bad turn.” Yaran’s voice was gentle but stubborn, 
so she relaxed back into her pillow.   

The pain was fading like a bad dream and a sense of failure lingered, though 
she didn’t know why. She felt like there was something she should know, but 
she was too tired to reach out and claim it.   

Wen-Tehrom knelt beside her across from Yaran. “Drink this,” she 
commanded.  Madrazi obeyed instinctively, tasting a slight bitterness in the 
wine. Wen-Tehrom nodded. “You have been pushing your body too hard,” she 
observed. “You need to rest. Shem tells me that you have not been sleeping 
well. The work will be there for you when you are up to it.” She nodded to 
Yaran and walked away, closing the door behind her. For the first time, Madrazi 
realized that she was in Yaran’s bed.   

“It was the closest,” Yaran explained, seeing her question. “You gave us 
quite a fright. You just…collapsed.  How do you feel?” 

“It hurt for a minute and then I was here in bed. I don’t know what 
happened….” Her voice faltered. 

“Mother is probably right. Just too much work and too little rest.” 
“Don’t leave me alone.” Madrazi still felt a cold chill in the back of her 

mind, yet was frustrated by her inability to discern something that she felt she 
should know. She resolved to speak to Noah, to discover how he dealt with the 
weakness of the body. More importantly, she needed to know what had 
happened. Something important had just occurred. It was no physical weakness 
that had attacked her mind! He would know. It would not be good news, of that 
she was certain! All that flashed through her mind quickly. Seeing the look of 
renewed concern on Yaran’s face, she managed a weak smile.  

“Very well,” replied Yaran. She looked down for a moment and laughed 
softly.   



 Ham’s Choice 281 
 

 

“What is it?” Madrazi asked. 
“Just a memory. Only I was the one lying in this bed and you were the one 

comforting me.”   
“Then your memory serves you poorly,” Madrazi replied, casting her mind 

back to the first days. “I seem to remember that I was the one weeping in your 
lap while you soothed my sorrows.” She paused for a moment, staring at the 
ceiling. “Do you recall what you said to me that day?” 

Yaran shook her head. “You’re right about my memory,” she said ruefully.   
“You told me that the world had changed…that this ark would bring 

change…to be patient until it was over.” She gripped Yaran’s hand. “You were 
right. There’s a whole new world waiting down there for us, and when we enter 
it we will not be the same people that boarded the ark. Some changes have been 
greater than others, but none have been as great as the discoveries I made. You 
were right, Yaran…in the middle of deadly peril I found the greatest happiness 
a person can know. And so much more,” she breathed, remembering the vision 
in the fire.   

“In some ways I can’t wait to be down in the valley, raising a home, 
planting and reaping, giving children to Shem—and yet, I feel the ark 
whispering to me even now. It is not finished with me yet. Something 
remains…something I cannot quite grasp.” 

Yaran caught her breath. Noah had told the family of Madrazi’s vision a 
month ago, and it had been hard to accept…then. Noah was the prophet and 
Shem was his firstborn son. But sitting close to Madrazi, her hand wrapped in 
hers, she felt a tingle—as though she sat on the edge of a channel where power 
flowed instead of water—and she suddenly believed every word that Noah had 
said. She jerked back from Madrazi’s hand in reflex and felt the tingle subside 
though goose bumps ran down her arms.    

“It feels stranger still to me,” Madrazi said with an understanding half smile. 
Yaran shivered for a moment before smiling in reply. “It may feel a burden, 

but it is an awesome privilege. I’m happy for you…and for us all. Wen-Tehrom 
once told me that my life would be richer for knowing you and I am beginning 
to see her wisdom. I’m glad we will be sisters and friends down the years 
ahead.” 

Madrazi nodded, feeling at last the lassitude of the herb. “Me too…friend.” 
She reached out for Yaran’s hand and felt the warmth of calloused fingers 
squeeze her own before she drifted away. 
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Chapter 38 
FINAL GLIMPSE 

Day 371 
 
 
 
 
Three hundred and seventy-first day of voyage or the 27th day of the 2nd month of Noah’s 
601st year. The ark has completed its task and life must disperse into the lands below. Yet 
this ungainly mass of timber that has sheltered us for the past year will continue to be a part of 
us as long as we remain alive. It has been my teacher, my protector, my friend. And there is 
something more…something that calls to me…one last gift waiting in the shadows. The others 
are ready to leave, but I must linger. God has spoken once more to Noah, giving him the long-
awaited blessing to leave. Even as I write, the creatures are streaming out in the same orderly 
manner in which they entered. Where will they go? Some we will never see again; some will 
stay with us and become the parents of new herds and flocks. Another chance has been given to 
men and we go out to meet it with high hearts and profound gratitude. A world has been 
destroyed, but a new one has been created. We have survived the greatest adventure that men 
will ever know. I wonder if our children’s children will believe our tale.   
 

adrazi stood on the top of the ramp, feeling the early afternoon sun on 
her face. She pressed the carefully-wrapped book into Shem’s hands. “Go 
ahead,” she urged. “I’ll be down in a few minutes.” She glanced down; Sorga 
was crowding her legs, sensing something amiss. “You too, Sorga,” she ordered, 
pointing at her husband, and the dog reluctantly sidled towards Shem. The 
others were already pitching the first camp down the mountain, but Shem had 
been torn between shirking his share of the work and his wife’s strange 
reluctance to leave. “Go help our family,” she said softly yet firmly. “There is 
something still here for me…for me alone. The sooner you leave, the sooner I’ll 
be down.” 

Shem frowned, then glanced across the bridge to a path marked by a line of 
stragglers. He started to speak, but finally offered a nod of understanding and 
turned away. He snapped his fingers and the dog followed, its head and tail 
drooping. Madrazi started back down into the ark, only to be struck by the now-
familiar dizziness. She opened her mind, but felt only a sense of urgency…some 
truth eager to make itself known. So she hurried on down. Points of light 
danced before her eyes. With each step down the ramp, pictures of the past year 
swirled around her, like leaves in a forest clearing dancing on some great wind. 
She was struck by the symmetry in those memories. They had entered at the 
Creator’s command and were leaving at His invitation. Waters rose; waters fell. 
One life had been left behind; a new one had been found. Old family…new 
family. Dark visions of her childhood…dreams of promise ahead.  
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As she staggered out onto the upper deck she fancied the ark as her 
cocoon, sheltering and disguising a dramatic transition to a new life. She had 
found the new heart Methuselah had promised, and with it, strength to face the 
future. The great door had closed on the most miserable hour of her life, but it 
would never open again. She had found a different way and would leave finally 
grasping the happiness that had proven so elusive in the old world. Amidst 
those stormy days she had found love, forgiveness, and the ground of a 
sustaining hope. Questions and doubt remained; perhaps a permanent imprint 
of her old heart—a reminder of the past that would never be completely shed.   

Debseda’s antagonism fanned those fears. Madrazi did not want to face the 
seed of evil she had begun to perceive over the past days within her sister. After 
she had recovered from her swoon, she had quickly come to understand its 
cause. Knowing what Debseda had done, she pitied Ham. Would the new world 
lapse back into old ways? If her generation had earned destruction, what would 
come if future generations nourished the same evil? Noah seemed confident 
that the two lines would survive to the end of all things; waxing and waning, but 
muddling through all the same. Madrazi was not sure. She sensed a burning 
power within Debseda—the same she had seen in the eyes of the dark king. A 
woman willing to alienate her family by secretly conceiving before her time was 
capable of anything.  

Madrazi rubbed her eyes. Sleep had eluded her last night. She had been kept 
awake by a voice just beyond hearing, calling from the very timbers of the ark. 
Some last word, some final impression, some meaning waiting to be discovered. 
But the shimmering coals had held no vision. Morning found her impatient, 
tired, and tense. She would catch something at the edge of her senses and just as 
her ears became attuned; it was drowned by the excited conversation of the 
others or the impatient bleats of the creatures. She needed to be here alone, 
away from any distraction.  

There had been little time to listen this morning. Whatever waited was 
quickly swallowed up in the work of the day—the day the creatures would 
finally be free to find their own way into the lands below. The call had finally 
come. Madrazi had felt its echoes in the pre-dawn hours, though she knew the 
words were not for her. So she had not been surprised when Noah related his 
vision in the excitement of a pre-dawn breakfast. Even in the gray half light, she 
could see the remnants of power coursing through him. Where the others saw 
only excitement and animation, she saw the familiar golden light fading from his 
lined face. His quick glance noted shared understanding—denied to the 
others—but that knowledge brought no pride. She now knew its cost. She 
heard her dead father’s voice echo in her mind. Is the prize worth the price? It was a 
good question.  

Everyone had rushed through the meal, eager to begin the great task. The 
birds were easy. Nets were cut and cage doors opened. The lure of the open 
windows, unreachable for so long, called to every creature with wings. They 
streamed upwards; for a moment it felt as if a swarm of giant locusts filled the 
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upper deck as thousands of birds swirled through the air. Some blundered aft 
before finding the opening there and soared out into the morning. But soon all 
of them were flocking down the mountainside like a vanishing cloud. Everyone 
had rushed to the fore parapet to watch the dark lines rush down into distant 
valleys, lit by the sunrise.  

After that spectacle the work grew mundane. Starting with the lowest deck, 
cages were thrown open and doors unbarred. Just as they had entered, the 
creatures showed no confusion; they marched, crawled, flew, or slid along as 
orderly as any army. Even the myriads of crickets were released. Japheth had 
filled several urns with earthworms packed in composted soil. He had dug them 
out of the great waste tanks below, claiming that his new fields would need their 
help. The rest would find their way down or die on the mountain.  

The family moved up next to the middle deck. As before, the doors were 
opened and the power flowing through the ark did the rest. Even the monkeys 
behaved, knuckling along up the ramp towards the light. Within hours, both 
decks were cleared, and a line of explorers strung out down the side of the 
mountain, lost in the distant haze below. Where groups of two or seven had 
entered there were often more that descended.  

Domestic animals and those that could carry a load were held back. For 
days, all the tools, plants, food, wine, barrels, boxes, and bales that would help 
them build a new home had been packed and stacked beneath the last ramp, 
until the aft was crammed with a veritable mountain of material. After a 
midmorning break, those animals were brought back to be loaded and led down 
to their first camp. Uncomplaining, they lined up, everything from small burros 
to the elephants that were now the size of oxen. The cattle, horses, and donkeys 
would make many trips in the weeks ahead; the others would carry a single load 
down and then be free to roam as they willed.  

The men found a suitable flat for their first camp, unloaded the beasts, and 
returned for a second trip. As the afternoon sun began its downward plunge, 
Wen-Tehrom, Yaran, and Debseda followed them down to pitch tents and 
prepare food. Madrazi ached to join them, but needed to stay. Noah, at least, 
had understood.  

 
Now finally alone, her head felt ready to burst. Her eyes roamed over 

familiar sights, now strangely old, worn, and empty. There was a hidden 
majesty—nothing immediately obvious, but when she would stand and look at 
nothing in particular, she would catch glimpses at the corner of her eyes of 
something lurking amid its beams and boards. Perhaps purpose ennobled 
it…perhaps something deeper. But though veiled, it touched the deep places in 
her heart.  Noah’s words haunted her. This ark has been many things for you—refuge, 
crucible, teacher. Perhaps it has a few last lessons before you leave it behind. 

She wandered slowly down the deck. Passing the empty rooms, she felt a 
sudden chill as though a breath of cold air had blown beneath her robe. There, 
to her left, was the darkened door of Ham’s cabin. She shook off the feeling, 
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angry at herself for imputing menace yet knowing it was there all the same. But 
that chill was swallowed by the sudden, sharp return of the light-headedness she 
had felt before. It was much stronger, coming from up ahead. Dizzy, she 
stumbled quickly to the table and gratefully lowered herself onto the bench, 
clutching at the table and lowering her head as the ark swayed in the gathering 
gloom.   

It called again.   
 
She raised her head and peered forward. The sun was still several hours 

high in the western sky, but she saw a dark fog rolling aft. In an instant she felt 
free of her body and clearly saw a greater darkness gather. 

It came from the port side, coalescing and leaving the port aisle visible only 
as a dim tunnel into solid blackness. She was drawn to it irresistibly. As she 
entered, she saw a pale green glow of a path, widening and extending to an 
invisible horizon. She did not want to follow, but felt the pull of necessity. The 
darkness grew deeper ahead, but her eyes seemed to carry their own light; she 
could see immediately around her, though at any distance everything was 
shaded and hidden.  

For a short distance the way was narrow and wound tortuously back and 
forth. Soon she became aware of dark figures looming up before her. First a 
single straggler, then two or three together, and then an ever-increasing number 
appeared; up ahead was the gray outline of an almost solid mass of people. Seen 
from the back they were shadowed in the darkness or maybe cloaked and 
hooded in black. They were struggling along, moving more slowly than she, so 
that in time she caught and passed them by, like a piece of driftwood that has 
found the main current while others linger in the eddies. At first she feared the 
shades, but they heeded her not and she gathered courage to turn as she passed 
them by, and see their faces. She could not make them out; most were slumping 
forward as if struggling ahead, their faces bowed in shadow. But from time to 
time she saw a figure striding upright, as if some special pride or power upheld 
him.  

On she drifted. The darkness grew more oppressive and the figures were 
unattractive so she tried to stop, but found herself carried along despite her 
efforts. That frightened her, but it was nothing compared to the dread that 
suddenly struck as she looked ahead. Just in front of her was one of the upright 
figures. Even from behind, she recognized his aura. It was the dark king from 
her dream, leading a whole troop of powerful shades!  

Madrazi struggled to flee, wondering if she could escape. But the path 
carried her relentlessly forward. She braced herself as she drew near, but to her 
surprise he spared her no more than a malevolent glare of recognition before 
turning away. She shut her eyes as she passed, unable to bear his glittering gaze. 
For an instant she felt the hair on her neck rise, but she continued to move 
forward. 
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Ahead the way became wider, meandering like a river. She was amid a 
multitude now. Dark, hooded figures as far as her eye could see. The darkness 
was thicker—she felt its increasing weight. It flowed across her face, like a 
current of bad air, from unseen depths ahead. Now more figures were beside 
her. They no longer simply walked. She saw men and women, clasping at each 
other while glancing furtively about. Others crept on alone, hunched forward 
and clutching moldy purses to their bodies, frantically trying to catch the coins 
falling through rents in the bags. More menacing figures slid among the others, 
blood-soaked hands clinging to knives or clubs.  

Suddenly a great tumult rose ahead. The road was now as wide as a great 
field and she saw lines of warriors collecting to both left and right. They filled 
the air with their cries and began to run towards each other, clashing in the 
middle. After a short time of frenzied hacking, they fell back to line up and 
repeat the charge. Madrazi hurried forward as they retreated and reformed, but 
as she continued down the widening road, these battles grew in number and 
frequency; first as thin lines, then in massed ranks, finally in smaller groups that 
moved and fought together with deadly efficiency. Red flags and golden eagles 
marched above the ranks. To their rear, great engines of war and destruction 
launched deadly barrages. Yet somehow, between the battling armies, the 
inevitable forward march continued; great and small; rich and poor; old and 
young. Every face wore the same expression of guilty fear. She saw overtones of 
anger, pride, and greed, but not one face showed happiness or contentment.  

She could not remember whether she had been moving for minutes or for 
months. Part of her wanted to continue forward with the crowd, for as she 
looked in the eyes of each figure, they each told a story, though she forgot the 
details of the last one as soon as she started the next. As time passed she 
seemed better able to decipher the ever-increasing mass of tales. But that 
attraction eventually paled; though interesting, the tales were all depressing.  

Now the darkness was flowing across her in tangible waves, like the 
battering of some great storm upon the sea. Far ahead, she caught a faint 
glimpse of a dark wall rising up, with an abyss opening before it, just as she had 
seen those many years ago in her first nightmare. She sensed rather than saw the 
red tinge waiting within, for the abyss was the source of the darkness and it 
rushed up and out in a great wave, darkening the path and the hearts of all who 
walked it. Though it had not overcome her, she felt its chill touch. A nameless 
horror filled her heart.  

She roused herself. She did not belong here. She was not one of the shadow 
folk! What called them forward no longer bound her. So she turned and began 
to run. The stones beneath her feet felt harder, but fear sped her back. At first 
none of the figures paid her any attention, but as she ran back, some began 
looking at her with a question in their eyes. Eventually, others frowned in 
displeasure; later still, some even began to swerve out of their way to block her 
path. But their movements were clumsy and she easily dodged them. Her breath 
grew ragged and the dry heat parched her throat and seared her lungs. Each step 
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bruised her feet and she felt like she was running up a steep hill. But as she 
passed the last of the battling armies, the way grew narrow and she began to 
recover hope.  

Light beckoned far ahead. Escape was at hand…then she spied the dark 
king standing in the middle of the path. He was no longer moving, just standing 
and watching her with knowing eyes, strong and indomitable—a barrier she 
could not pass. Panic gave rise to despair, and as it grew, so did the harsh light 
in his eyes. A motion caught her vision and peering forward, she saw that close 
behind him was another figure—smaller, bent, hooded, and nearly hidden by 
the king. But it raised a thin arm and pointed a bony finger straight at Madrazi, 
and seemed to whisper deadly advice into his ear. His lips curled in a sneer and 
he set himself to take her. 

Madrazi looked desperately to either side. To her right, a rent appeared in 
the darkness, revealing a small steep path that bypassed the main way. Without 
hesitation she leaped up onto it and scrambled up the steep hillside, looking 
back to see if the king was pursuing. He was frowning and half turned to follow. 
The figure behind him was now frantic, urging him up, but the darkness ahead 
was calling, so he just stood and poured out his hatred through fiery eyes. The 
ground felt more solid than the road, and though the path was hazardous, she 
felt more comfortable in the heights than on the wide, smooth road below. She 
struggled upward, far into the night sky. 

Looking down, she saw the small figure screeching as it waved its bony 
fingers in her direction, but the king no longer listened. In a rush, Madrazi 
leaped down, but the distance was greater than she first thought and as she fell, 
the ground seemed to recede from her. She tried to scream but could not and 
closed her eyes against the crushing impact.  

When it came, it was surprisingly gentle and she was lying on wood, not 
stone. She opened her eyes and pulled herself up to her hands and knees, 
panting and shivering, sweat dripping from her face, damp hair plastered against 
her forehead and cheeks. She was on the deck beside the table. If she didn’t 
know any better, she would have sworn that she had just fallen from her seat 
there. Reaching up, she grasped the bench and rose unsteadily to her feet. 
Regaining the table, she found a discarded skin with a few sips of wine left and 
drank gratefully. Afraid of what she might see, she looked up. The port aisle was 
once again the port aisle, littered with empty cages and boxes, but the memory 
of the dark abyss made her look away.  

Instead she closed her eyes and let her breathing subside and her heart 
slow. She felt warmth on her cheek and looked to the right. The afternoon sun 
was starting to shine through the port windows though Madrazi would have 
sworn that she had been struggling back down the dark road for days. But the 
sun’s rays told of another measure of time, touching the woodwork and lighting 
patches with a soft yellow brilliance. Just as she began to get her breath, the 
dizziness struck again—much harder. 
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Sunlight began to hover, dancing off dust in the still air before her eyes. She 
blinked twice and again saw the dark path down the port aisle. But it was distant 
and less threatening. To starboard, there was another way, nearer and inviting, 
bathed in a soft glow that was richer and fuller than that of the sun through the 
windows. She wondered how she had missed it before and immediately sprang 
up and started eagerly down it. Like the other, this path pulled her forward, but 
its voice was that of a lover, not a taskmaster. The only apprehension she felt as 
she rose was a fear of marring its light with her feet, but she there was no sense 
of menace ahead.  

So once again she found herself walking, treading so lightly that she was 
sure her feet left no tracks. Her first impression of this road was its difference 
from the other; where the dark path had been wider and winding, this one was 
narrow and led straight on. There were no tortuous turns and few curves. Like 
the other path, there were figures moving down it, but they were unbowed and 
their uncovered faces revealed a deep delight, even when overlaid by pain or 
care. They walked with eager steps, and she soon found herself striding to the 
same music—one inaudible to her ears, but bubbling up from within, wild and 
sweet. It pulled her forward and she followed eagerly. Like before, none of the 
figures acknowledged her, but she was certain they sensed her passage. 

Rather than dark cliffs, there were trees, grass, and blue skies. She inhaled 
the scent of the deep forest. For some time she strode ahead, occasionally 
skipping or dancing a few steps as the music within changed tempo. She found 
herself humming, and would have started singing, but felt that this was not the 
place for it—it was better to listen. Like the figures on the dark path, she saw 
individuals of great strength who stood out from the others. But they were 
altogether different; noble, generous, and aware that their power was a 
borrowed responsibility rather than a personal prerogative. She soon passed 
four together marching in single file; the mightiest in the rear. He reminded her 
of Noah, but the one in front was of a foreign appearance—richly dressed, 
clean-shaven, and carrying an strangely ornate scepter. 

Beyond them the path narrowed for a short stretch before widening to 
accommodate a great throng. She hurried forward, eager to see. There was an 
immense gathering, massed together; and as she grew closer, she saw some 
looking over their shoulders in fear. Their clothing was spotted with water, as if 
recently caught in a sudden short shower. Winding her way through, she neared 
the front and saw two more of the great ones. The first was an old man with a 
dark staff, fiery eyes, and a tangle of scrolls under one arm. Beside him and a 
little behind—as if showing respect to one’s superior—was a warrior, a javelin 
poised in a brawny hand. His keen eye reminded her of Jared, the leader of 
Lamech’s host.  

As before, she found herself moving just a little faster than the others, but 
this time she was eager to proceed. She sensed something ahead that she 
wanted—like a long anticipated outing with Shem or a wedding feast for her 
firstborn son. Soon the great crowd was left behind and she skipped forward 
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unimpeded, feeling like a child of ten instead of a mature married woman. Her 
spirit seemed contagious. She was passing a young boy, dressed in rough 
clothing, but dancing merrily to the shepherd’s pipe that perfectly captured the 
music she had been feeling all along the path. He would not stop playing, and 
the old man in a white hood walked sedately beside him did not seem to mind. 
They traveled for a way together; the youth skipping around the old man in 
perfect rhythm to the music. It was contagious and Madrazi found herself 
dancing again. As if in answer, the path took a sudden turn. Around the bend 
the way shifted into a boulevard, and once again a throng stretched across its 
width, as though on parade. Everyone was dancing to the young boy’s tune, 
following a great king—the very opposite of the dark figure who struck her with 
such fear. This one possessed a grandeur born of wisdom. 

Madrazi caught her breath. The path was growing more and more glorious, 
and she could not wait to round the turn ahead. She ran faster, but pulled up in 
disappointment around the next bend: the path narrowed again, the clothing of 
the people grew coarser, their numbers fewer, and their exuberance 
diminished—almost as though they had ceased to hear the boy’s tune, though 
scattered figures still danced as best they could. As the crowds thinned the 
people seemed smaller too, stumbling regularly, loaded with burdens and cares. 
The few remaining great ones seemed like titans, most with shaggy hair and 
coarse clothes, urging the others forward. Two of the tallest walked together—
great unshaven, rough-faced men who reminded Madrazi of Lamech when his 
temper had been roused by some injustice. Others seemed angry, impatient, and 
frustrated. One wept unceasingly and Madrazi wanted to stop, cradle his head to 
her breast and either comfort or weep with him.   

Cautious now, she moved forward and saw the road’s edges continue to 
draw together. Its stones no longer were set with intricate precision, but 
appeared crudely cut and seated. Even worse, the land to either side was old and 
tired. It matched the people; they were few and dressed as common laborers. 
Only a smattering still danced, but with heavy feet and bent backs, as if trying to 
remember the first simple steps. For the first time she feared the road ahead—
was it coming to an end? Or would it merge with the darker path? She had no 
desire to walk that road again!  

Almost at the point of turning back, she saw an old man off to her right, 
dressed in princely robes and standing beside a broad river, eyes lifted 
expectantly upward. She felt his hope and reproached herself for giving up too 
easily. So she started cautiously forward again.   

But now that she was willing, she could not move. Her feet were stuck, no 
matter how hard she tried. Sadness flooded her—despite the shabbiness of the 
road, the hope of the old man filled her with a desire to keep going…there must 
be a brighter stretch just ahead! But the call to turn back was strong and she felt 
her feet begin to take the first steps back, even against her own will. Twisting 
her head, she strained to see as much as she could. Though her feet were 
heading back, she found that her eyes could see further if she concentrated, 
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giving her a distant glimpse of the path denied to her feet. Over her shoulder 
she could see the road descending into a wide valley beyond that next curve. At 
the valley’s nadir she saw a dark cloud, then a streak of lightening that nearly 
blinded her. From there, the road changed and began to rise once more. 
Holding up a hand to shade her from the awful brilliance, she saw a few 
flickering images beyond. It was harder now—her feet were moving faster—but 
she glimpsed a road growing broader, with masses of travelers winding up and 
out of the valley. She desperately wanted to see to the end of that road. So she 
kept twisting her neck, straining against her feet, and trying to focus for one last 
sight.  

As she blinked she saw the top of the far hill, and in a moment of clarity, 
she realized that the road did not top the hill; instead it passed through a dim 
tunnel below the ridge’s knife-edged top. The tunnel sent a chill down her 
spine. But she would not look away. Straining her eyes against the light and 
distance, she glimpsed a glow of pure sunlight at the far end of the tunnel. 
Fighting the distance and limits of her vision she was rewarded by a final image, 
as though a hand had momentarily pulled back a curtain. 

Her eyes filled with tears, but she laughed out loud from pure joy. There 
had been only an instant of indistinct awareness, but it was enough. For she had 
seen a face, and no distance could hide its knowing smile; no light could mask 
the I-told-you-so gleam in his eyes.   

It was Methuselah. 
 
She felt renewed pain at the growing distance between them. But a pulse of 

happiness and relief outstripped it. Overcome, she did not remember anything 
else until she came to her senses, sitting at the table and weeping incoherently in 
the gathering afternoon shadows. All her doubts had been swept away. Yes, 
there was a dark road that would endure. But there was another and though 
narrow at times, it had never merged with the dark path. Her line would have 
times of strength and times of weakness; young boys dancing and old men 
weeping; famines and feasts. But it would endure. Methuselah was waiting and 
one day she would stand with him and watch that road march to her, unfolding 
through the depths of time. Much of the detail was fading, but she did not care. 
Such things were never permanently lost. She would recall what was needed 
when it was needed. Remembering the dark path would be a burden; the other 
would be her consolation.  

Gathering her wits she wiped her eyes and stood. The dimensions of her 
world were once again familiar and she turned to go. But the day was not done. 
One last spark shimmered in the air. Her skin tingled lightly. Something called. 
She was weary but stopped and once more opened her mind. For a moment 
there was nothing but a haunting stillness and she held her breath. Then, as the 
sun sank lower, a ray entered the high window, caught a corner of polished 
copper and flared through the skylight of her room. Light flashed and lit a scene 
within. Madrazi saw a great door closing, and a shadow of herself, straining 
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foolishly to leap from Shem’s protecting arms into the flood. For a moment, the 
sharp pangs of Jeriah’s loss assailed her again. Then her mind focused on the 
woman struggling with Shem—a woman filled with despair, doubt, and 
unhappiness. The light died and left the room in shadow. Madrazi just stood 
shaking. She had seen herself as she had been—and that woman was now a 
stranger.  

Yaran had been right. This is a voyage of change. Let it work its way within you and 
see what emerges on the other side. Madrazi nodded to herself. Change had been at 
work. Life was change, but more than simply growing old. Growing up, 
perhaps…. If so, what a difference between the two…and what a cost to 
discover it! This refuge had nurtured that change—whatever it should be 
called—replacing despair with hope, fear with love, doubt with knowledge. 
Within, there was now a deep-seated delight that could never be dislodged. She 
was no longer the woman weeping before the door. The old world had been 
washed away and the old Madrazi with it. A new world waited. Even if she 
passed through it as a stranger, there was another new land; one in which she 
would forever be at home.  

Content at last, she turned away. 
 
As she walked slowly up the final ramp, she turned and looked one last time 

down into the ark. The men might return to salvage its remaining goods, but 
Madrazi knew in that moment that she would never step foot within it again. 
Though the wooden husk would be left behind, the essence of the vessel—her 
crucible—would remain with her. It was a part of her very soul. She gathered 
herself and stepped out onto the roof. It was time. There was a new life to live. 
A husband to love. Children to rear. Truth to receive, preserve, and pass down. 
Hardships too, but they could be endured now that she knew that her line 
would continue to the end. She turned away for the last time and set her foot on 
the bridge from the old world to the new and walked across.   

 
 



 

  

Chapter 39 
NEW WORLD 

Day 371 
 
 
 
 

he sun made its lazy way down, leaving the peaks bathed in a golden 
glow while the valleys disappeared into a gathering gloom. Madrazi followed the 
sun, intensely alive to the feel of hard rock beneath her feet. The path was not 
steep and the way well marked by the stream of creatures that had preceded her. 
On she walked, stepping carefully down the few uneven places and passing a 
few stragglers as she wound across the face of the mountain.  

Rounding a corner, she looked down and saw a wide shelf; animals were 
milling about in front of tents that sprouted from the gray rock. A fire gleamed 
and the tiny figures of the other three women gathered around it. Glancing back 
up and then down, she guessed that their first camp was fully a thousand cubits 
below the ark. It would be several days before they reached the valley below. 
She began to appreciate just how much work would be involved in moving all 
of their goods down the mountain. What if Noah decided to settle in some far 
land? Wondering if she would be a nomad for the next decade, she hurried 
forward.  

After so many months of wooden decks, the rocks felt strange to her feet. 
But it was the pure pleasure of the panorama that stopped her more than once. 
Every turn brought a new vista and she could not help but stop, throw back her 
face, and enjoy the breeze that brought the promise of new life from the distant 
depths. A few clouds were gathering far to the northwest. She guessed that the 
next day would bring rain, slowing their descent even more. 

But this hour, there was no compulsion, nothing drawing her forward or 
back other than her own two feet. So she picked her way down, enjoying the 
freedom of movement unconstrained by walls, cages, bins, or barrels; a high sky 
above instead of a wooden ceiling. Tomorrow’s problems belonged to 
tomorrow and could not stain today’s joy.  

Within the hour she stood at the last turn, still a few tens of cubits above 
the camp—a shelf at the opening of a small canyon cut back into the mountain. 
Those creatures whose progeny would populate their farms in the years ahead 
had been herded back into the canyon, their exit blocked by a hastily-devised 
rope fence. A momentary guilt stopped her as she watched the others working 
steadily to cover the packs, feed the fire, and prepare food. But she shook her 
head: her task had been no less important than theirs. At least Noah would 
understand. Standing at the last turn of the path, just above the camp, she 
looked down. Ham and Japheth were feeding the stock. Shem and Wen-
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Tehrom were dragging driftwood out of the canyon towards the fire, where 
Yaran was leaning over an iron skillet. Noah and Debseda were out of sight. 

It was a good camp, a natural resting place. A little work would transform it 
into a stopover for any ascent or descent of the mountain. Tomorrow they 
would find another farther down, and then another, and then perhaps the next 
day they would make the valley below. Suddenly she was loath to join the 
others. There was so much to ponder. But she gathered up her skirt and started 
down. There would be time to consider all she had seen. Now it was time to 
rejoin the present.   

 
Shem heard Sorga’s sharp bark. He looked up and drew in his breath. The 

sun was behind Madrazi and light seemed to pour from her face. He sensed 
power all around her, fading though it was. He dropped the log and made his 
way directly up the steep slope, bypassing the path, drawn by green eyes that 
showed echoes of a world beyond sight. Her face seemed older; the troubled 
girl he had married was gone, never to return. There were no doubts in her eyes 
when she stepped down into his arms and no doubts in the cool lips she lifted 
to his. “It is done,” she said softly as he pulled back. “There is nothing for me 
there anymore. Our life lies down there.” She waved her hand to the valleys 
hidden now in the twilight and the conviction in her voice was such that he 
seemed to see the shadows of new cities in the south as the darkness gathered. 

“Are you content?” he asked. 
“Yes,” she answered slowly. “I have the happiness that I sought for so long, 

I have you, and I have the promise of forever. But there will be dark days 
ahead.” Shem looked and saw a shadow pass over her face. But then it was gone 
and she smiled up at him. “Even in darkness the light will always shine. So yes, I 
am content.” 

“Then so am I.” He squeezed her hand and led her down the final turn into 
the camp. Yaran stepped forward and kissed her on the cheek. Japheth and 
Ham nodded to her as they finished covering the packs. Wen-Tehrom came 
forward and held out her hands. “Noah wants to see you. He’s back there.” She 
nodded at the canyon. 

Madrazi gave her a quick hug and started back through the camp. As she 
rounded the first tent, she nearly bumped into Debseda coming out of another. 
They both stopped short. Madrazi saw the other woman’s eyes go wide and 
heard a sibilant hiss as she caught her breath. She cringed and raised her hand to 
shield her eyes and quickly ducked back around the other side of the tent.   

Madrazi shook her head and sighed. Remembering the dark path, she felt a 
rush of sympathy, hoping against knowledge that Debseda would find the other 
way. It saddened her; they had not been off the ark for a day and already she felt 
the clash of the conflict she had seen…maybe it had been there all along.   

But Noah needed her now and so she ducked under the rope fence and 
made her way through the mass of animals crowding the canyon wall that still 
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caught the sun. Most were intent on the hay scattered before them, but several 
of the sheep crowded against her legs until Sorga yipped and chased them away.  

 
Past the animals, an opening to her right led to a shelf that looked over the 

lands to the south. It was remarkably even and level, and was at least thirty 
cubits wide. The wind that had blown behind her coming into camp was from 
the northwest and so the shelf was relatively sheltered, though an occasional 
gust interrupted the calm air. Dark gray rock walls formed the opening, and 
scattered rocks lay along the canyon floor.  

Out in the middle of the shelf, Noah was laboring to carry another blocky 
boulder to a good size pile already stacked haphazardly before him. They were 
all nearly the same size and had the same rough, blocky shape. He dropped the 
stone and turned around, as if knowing she had been there all along. But he did 
not speak; he was still panting from exertion in the thin air. Instead, he sat 
heavily down beside the stack and motioned her over.  

She came and stood patiently, letting him catch his breath, wondering what 
he was doing. But before she could ask, understanding flooding her mind. She 
remembered the cold stone altar at the edge of the meadow. He had built it 
before ever starting the ark—a testament to the task before them, a reminder of 
why they labored so hard and so long. Once again she saw and appreciated the 
symmetry; just as he had begun the greatest work of his life, so he would close 
that chapter…and open a new one for the generations to come. 

She nodded to the stones and smiled at him, knowing that although the 
visions of the past hour had been for her, he had felt the proximity of power, 
just as she had sensed his dream the previous night. It was a pleasure shared 
between the two of them and she felt her spirit linked to his in a shared awe and 
delight. Nodding at the stones, she spoke softly. “It’s a good start.”  

He nodded, then lifted his face to stare out across the darkening sky; the 
shadow of what she had seen reflected in it. “To what end?” he whispered, 
more to himself than to her.  

In the fading light, she saw lines of worry, etched deep by the travails of the 
past year. In sudden sympathy, she realized that those lines—and the cares that 
had caused them—would only deepen with the passing centuries. He would 
never feel at home in this world. Too much of his life had been buried in the 
waters of the flood. What would be new and exciting for her would always for 
him be a reminder of something greater, but something irreparably lost. His 
life…his world was no more. Displaced, he would always be an alien in this 
land, and his dreams would be of one that no longer existed. Her heart went out 
to him. Then she remembered the last flash of her vision and her smile 
returned. She looked directly into his eyes and tried in that glance to share 
something of the deep delight it had brought her. The world that was lost, this 
world to come…neither was their home.  

“What end?” she echoed, her eyes holding his. “Maybe a garden,” she said 
softly. “With no more walls!” 
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Epilogue 
2157 Anno Mundi 

 
 
 
 

he smell of life was in the air. After months of icy incarceration, the 
world had been set free by the sun’s renewed vigor. Golden light had 
transformed the prison of snow and ice into life-giving water, reviving the grass, 
shrubs, and trees that in turn welcomed myriads of new creatures. The few 
people that had weathered the winter to care for the old woman—the last 
survivor of the lost world—now waited impatiently for the return of the others 
with their flocks and herds. Every person and creature felt their blood stir at the 
promise of warmer days ahead. 

Turning away from the morning, the young woman entered the house, and 
for the first time in months she left the doors wide opened wide behind her. 
She was no different from the others—the sun had stayed hidden too long and 
she felt giddy with joy at its return. Once again, heaven’s light would supplant 
the dim imitation of fire and candle. She could not repress her smile. How the 
old one would enjoy this day! She always delighted in the promise of rebirth in 
the first days of spring, even after seeing hundreds she insisted that each one 
seemed new.  

With a light step she pushed through the last door. Sunlight crowded 
behind her, though the sofa was still in shadow. This was one morning that she 
would not let the old one sleep; perhaps they would even share the afternoon 
on the porch. Eagerly she strode forward, then stopped abruptly. For a moment 
she could not breathe…could not move. There was no mistaking the blankness 
in the old green eyes or the ivory pallor of the fragile skin. The face was turned 
slightly towards the fireplace, as if she had seen death summoning her in the 
flames. Maybe she had—her expression was one of contentment with the 
faintest of smiles on her old lips. Reflexively the young woman reached up and 
started to rip her robe. But as her hands gripped the fabric she paused, removed 
it instead, and gently covered the face of her mistress, before sinking to her 
knees and letting the tears come freely. 

 
A few days later she was standing in the corner of the garden staring up at 

the mountain. A new mound lay at her feet, next to the six others now covered 
with thick grass and the buds of meadow flowers. Most of the men had quietly 
shuffled away to their endless chores, but Lud stood silently, a respectful 
distance behind; not speaking, but unwilling to leave her alone. It had been Lud 
who had found her that morning. He had efficiently taken charge, kept the men 
busy, and arranged the burial so that she could grieve uninterrupted by the 
mundane responsibilities of the household. 
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But she could afford that luxury no longer. The world had just changed, 
though she was perhaps the only person on the face of the Earth who knew just 
how much. The old woman had been the very last link; the old world was now 
lost. Its only relic was the great wooden ship, now buried under ice and snow 
on the mountain.  

No, she thought, there was more. There was a story, set down in the three 
scrolls that she must somehow deliver into the hands of their new master. 

She looked around the small valley. Like the ark for her mistress, this valley 
had been a refuge—the place her heart had finally found its true home. But 
now, like her mistress, she must venture back out into the wide world. She 
could no longer stay in this refuge. Nor would the others—the men were 
already whispering of starting south to the lake; there was nothing for them here 
anymore. She hated the thought of abandoning this place—this haven—but 
abandoning her duty would be infinitely more painful. She must leave soon. 
There could be no thirty days of ritual grief, or even seven—not even for one 
that had been her mistress…her mentor…and in the ways that really mattered, 
her mother. 

She took a deep breath and turned away, pulling the scarf down to hide her 
eyes. The men needed reassurance, and she could no longer afford tears. They 
looked to her for decisions and she had responsibilities to the living as well as to 
the dead. There were valuables to be packed and animals to send south. And 
there was a trip to plan. She glanced back. Lud followed a few stubborn paces 
behind. When she turned around to send him away, he lifted his dark eyes and 
met her own. In that moment she knew that he would never turn back; she saw 
a strength of will that had always remained hidden beneath a quiet and 
unassuming demeanor. But the message in his face was clear. He was 
determined to go south with her, and his actions confirmed his intent. He 
would follow behind, if necessary, all the way to Egypt. Unexpectedly she 
smiled and walked back. 

“It’s not your responsibility,” she said quietly. 
“You are my responsibility,” he replied steadily, no longer mumbling as he 

usually did. Then in an unusual flurry of words he continued. “You aren’t the 
only one who made promises to her.” He didn’t speak it as a challenge, but 
neither did he drop his eyes. He just stood there unmoving, not pushing, but 
clearly committed to his course. She saw in his expression a reflection of her 
own stubbornness and an almost imperceptible smile touched her lips. He was 
right. As unlikely as it was that the two of them could survive the dangers of the 
road and find this elusive heir in the wilds of Canaan, a woman alone had no 
chance at all. And she could not rest until she had placed all three scrolls into 
the hands of their rightful owner.   

She looked at him again. There was something else in those dark eyes, 
something that he tried to conceal but could not. Though flattered that a man 
could hold that look for her, she felt a rush of disappointment. His feelings 
could destroy their mission as easily as any band of raiders.    
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“I cannot think of that and neither can you,” she pointed out reasonably. 
He looked down then, blushing. Then he looked back up, his face firm. “I 

gave my word.”  
She sighed. He understood. His word was his life. He had proven that too 

many times to count. The old one had trusted that—who was she to question 
that wisdom. She sighed, not sure what to say. 

He said it for her.  “After….”  
“If,” she corrected. 
“After,” he replied firmly and the ghost of a smile lit his craggy face. It was 

the first time she had ever seen it, and it transformed his face. She said nothing, 
but nodded slowly. He stepped up beside her, the smile broadening for an 
instant before it disappeared again. 

They turned away from the garden…away from the mountain, and stood 
for a moment together looking south. A journey lay ahead—beyond it, perhaps, 
a new life. 
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