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Sacrifice
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The frightened cry of the child filled the temple square as the priest lifted it into the air above the altar. The mother’s grief-stricken shriek echoed dissonantly through the enclosed court surrounding the temple. The screams ceased, like a suddenly closing heavy door blocking all sound. The priest’s black obsidian knife slashed across the child’s chest and its cry ended, followed by the rejoicing shouts from the crowd. Blood dripped from his hands onto his black kirtle.

My blood ran cold. I hated the bloody sacrifices to Elkenah that the leadership of Ur forced us to watch. Why would the priests sacrifice innocent children? What god would accept a child as a thank offering?

I clung to Abram’s arm and fought back the tears. That child could have been ours. I would eagerly take it, boy or girl. My arms felt empty and cold. Could I survive this if that child were mine?

Other priests dressed in similar robes to the high priest dragged a young woman toward the same altar, her body displayed for all to see through her sheer white garment. 

Abram hissed. “Not Hathor.”

“Hathor is as innocent as the child,” I gasped.

“And one of the few who follow Jehovah here in Ur.” Abram’s whispering voice scratched my ear.

The priest lay her on the altar looking much like a hard bed, with tall curved ends at the head and foot. Hathor fought to escape, kicking and screaming, as they tied her to the altar. Her screams became prayers to Jehovah until the cheering crowd overwhelmed them. I closed my eyes, trying not to listen.

“This virgin refuses to participate in the temple or rites of Elkenah or any of the other gods of Ur,” the priest said. The shape at the top of the space focused his voice and overrode the noise of the crowd. “She refuses to become a priestess to Elkenah. We must sacrifice her to atone for her sin.”

Jeers erupted from the crowd, chilling me.

Even with my eyes closed tight, I could sense when the hand gripping the bloody knife rose high into the air, as the crowd inhaled as one. Then they cheered. He must have lifted Hathor’s still beating heart. I could not look.

Tears flowed into Abram’s sleeve where I had buried my face. My trembling fingertips touched my mouth. I swallowed rapidly, again and again.

“Is it ... Is it over?” I mewled, my voice drying up mid-sentence. How could they do this to an innocent woman?

“No!”

Abram’s cry forced my head from his shoulder. I took a shaky breath as I gawped up the many steps leading to the altar. Priests dragged two more young women upward, dressed like the first in the sheer white of Elkenah’s priestesses.

“How can they do this?” I cried. I cringed and rubbed my palm against my heart. Hathor, Onofria, and Ain were the royal daughters of Onitah. They descend directly from Ham.

“And they are followers of Jehovah,” Abram murmured. His hands scrubbed against his robes.

I could barely hear him through the roar of my beating heart and the barrage of mockery coming from the crowd. Their words made me want to clap my hands over my ears, but I could not. It would draw attention to us.

“Atone for your sins!”

“Bow down to Elkenah!”

“Worship Shagreel, the sun!”

“You should have offered your worship to Libnah!”

“They worship Jehovah,” I breathed into Abram’s ear. My stomach churned at the thought. If they know those women worship Jehovah, did they know about me and Abram? Will we be next? How did they learn of the women Abram recently taught of Jehovah? I swallowed back the burn of bile in the back of my throat. The stench of death mingled with the fetid reek of the onlookers’ sweat, lust, and excitement.

“Stay calm, Sarai,” Abram’s words warmed my ear.

I nodded, trying to mask my shuddering body.

“These two virgins, sisters of the first, also refuse to honor our gods. They refuse to mate with the priests, reject our offer to become priestesses, and will not bow before the gods.”

Shouts filled the square.

My heart thudded in my chest as the words “sacrifice them” echoed louder than any other words.

The women fought to escape the priests. Ain, smaller than her remaining sister, ducked under the arms of the priest who held her, freeing herself. With her dark hair flowing down her back, she raced down the steps. The onlookers seemed to hold their breath. In the sudden near silence, I could hear her crying for help, begging someone to help her or hide her. But what could I do? I could not overwhelm the priests.

Men from the crowd ran up the stairs toward Ain. She begged them to help her escape, grasping their hands as tears flowed down her face. Instead, they wrenched her arms behind her back and forced her to climb the steps into the waiting arms of the priests.

Cheers filled the square, ending the unnatural calm. I quivered and shuffled my feet back, wanting to turn and flee. Abram held my hand, pinning me to his side. “Remember, it is the law. We must watch,” he whispered.

Tall, dark Onofria vainly struggled against the powerful arms of the priest who held her.

“You will watch your sister die, then you, too, will give yourself to Elkenah.” The priest called loud enough for all to hear.

The other priests pushed the kicking, hitting, and biting Ain to the altar and tied her to it. She screamed her defiance. “No god of wood or stone will receive my prayers!”

The black and crimson-stained knife rose into the air, and I squeezed my eyes as firmly closed as I could, sickened by the exaltations of the crowd. I waited for the noise of the crowd’s celebration to wane before opening them once more.

I gasped as the jubilant crowd thundered when the high priest rolled Ain’s limp body off the altar. Another priest took a foot and dragged her body away. I fought back a gag.

Onofria walked serenely toward the altar, her lips moving in silent prayer.

“You pray to Elkenah now?” the priest mocked. “When it is too late to save you? Elkenah will not forgive you.”

The crowd stilled, listening for her answer. I held my breath.

“I pray to my God,” Onofria said, sitting on the edge of the altar. “You need not tie me, for I will not fight. Jehovah will take me into his loving arms.” She lay in her sisters’ blood on the altar bed.

The priest sneered, “Your Jehovah will not save you.”

“It matters not,” Onofria said. 

I took a slow, shaky breath at her bravery. Could I show such bravery?

Her regal manner silenced the jeers coming from the crowd.

Even I watched in awe, grimacing and wanting to look away, as the black knife fell toward Onofria’s heart.

The priest lifted the still beating heart from Onofria’s body. “Jehovah is no better than Elkenah. He did not protect this woman.”

The mass of people in the square howled their agreement.

“She trusted Jehovah,” I whispered. “Why did He not save her?”

“We cannot know His will,” Abram replied in a low whisper, his shoulders sagging. “He took them from this wicked world. The blood of these innocents will cry for vengeance.”

The mob cheered and hooted, demanding another offering to Elkenah. Their blood lust removed any sense of care for the victims.

At a word from the high priest, the other priests ran down the steps into the screeching crowd, searching for another victim. Abram and I mingled in the crowd, pretending to shout and raising our fists like the others, but making no noise. I wanted to run away, but we remained still within the screaming mob, trying not to be seen.

The priests spread out, pushing and shoving through the crowd, seeking someone specific. 

I clenched my jaw and wanted to fight the closing crowd off as three big priests came toward us. I prayed they would go another way, find another to sacrifice. But their eyes focused on Abram. I gasped.

Abram took my arm and stepped backward behind two big men, holding me close. It did not help, for the priests pushed them aside.

“You!” one shouted, pointing at Abram.

“Me?” Abram almost squeaked, pointing to his chest. He turned his head from side to side, his eyes wide open.

“You refuse to bow down to the gods of Ur. I know you as a follower of Jehovah. You are next to be sacrificed.”

I stepped backward. Abram resolutely grasped my arm. “Run.”

We tried to escape them. But the throng of worshipers surrounded us, crowding us into the center of a knot of the screaming multitude, not giving us space to break away.

My heart beat wildly as I elbowed the men encircling me. I looked for a small space to duck away from the crowd. None appeared. My skin felt clammy. They had us trapped.

Only when the priests shouted commands to let them through did a man who had trapped us step back. A priest reached forward and grabbed the front of Abram’s tunic.

“Run, Sarai!” Abram cried.

I screamed and fell to the ground, landing on my knees. The men surrounding me stepped back as I scooted between their legs and ran from them, slowing only when no one’s hands tried to slow me.

Abram! What will I do without you? Jehovah, protect him! My tongue stuck to the top of my mouth. I searched everywhere for an escape route.

At the edge of the crowd, near the court wall, I stopped to look back. I had to know what would happen to my beloved husband.

Unwilling to race away from Abram’s plight, I turned back near the entrance to scowl at the temple altar. Black clad priests dragged Abram up the steep stairs toward the bloody altar.

Abram had stopped fighting, but he had lost his footing, slipping against a priest, knocking them both over. The men dragged him backward up the stairs. His feet bounced beneath him.

I put my fist into my mouth and whimpered, unwilling to allow the jeering mob to hear my screams. Jehovah, keep Abram safe. Free him from this danger. Keep him safe for me, for you. He loves you and only wants to obey.

The priests stripped Abram of his tunic and wrestled him to the altar, tying him with double the number of ropes they had used for the young women.

Because of the shape of the top of the altar, I heard Abram’s prayers far from the altar at my spot near the edge of the courtyard as he begged Jehovah for help.

The priests stepped back and nodded to the high priest.

No. Do not sacrifice my man!

“This man who believes Jehovah will save him will discover His God is no better than Elkenah,” the high priest proclaimed. “You will see when I cut his beating heart from his body.”

The crowd roared, seeking to sate their lusts with his blood. I gagged at the stench. How can these people desire the death of anyone, especially my righteous husband?

The high priest lifted his black knife.

Unexpectedly, a man dressed in a white robe brighter than the sun appeared beside Abram, silencing the uproar of the mob.

I had heard about these. Abram had taught me what men like this were.

An angel!

“You forgot your God, worshiping the gods of Elkenah, Libnah, and Mahmackrah,” the angel said. Although he spoke in a muted voice, it echoed across the square.

The high priest glared at the angel. “Where did you come from?” He motioned to the other priests. “Get him!”

The angel continued. “You have taken the lives of innocent women and children. You now desire to take the life of this righteous man. Jehovah, the God of this earth, is a jealous God. You have been judged guilty.”

Priests rushed toward him.

The angel brought his hands together with the sound of thunder, shaking the tall temple building. The priests fell to the floor as the altar crumbled. I shoved a fist into my mouth as Abram crawled from the remains of the altar. He dropped to a crouch on the steps as they swayed and rocked. When the shaking slowed, Abram rushed on down.

Men and women in the square streamed past me, racing to escape the wrath of the angel, no longer chanting for blood. Some fell, their bodies trampled as others hurried to escape.

I gaped at the temple, urging Abram to hurry to me, although I did not know if he knew where I waited. His eyes raked across the crowd in the direction we had run earlier. He found me and I felt a warmth fill me as his eyes met mine. He raced toward me when he reached the ground. The altar complex collapsed behind him, overwhelming the priests who tried to stumble behind him down the stairs and away from the destruction.

Abram caught my hand and we ran far away before stopping. We turned and frowned at the rubble that once was Elkenah’s temple. The angel had disappeared, leaving detritus, dust, and devastation.

A few men ran toward the temple. They dragged the broken bodies of the priests away from the danger. The high priest’s body convulsed in their arms and stilled. I stared numbly at the destruction.

Abram took my arm. “We must go.”

We left the temple complex, emerging into unnaturally quiet streets. Everyone had disappeared into their homes. Abram led me down streets, turning corners, and finally into a narrow alley. He opened a door, rushed through the house, opened a door on the other side, and led me into an alley.

“Whose —“ I asked, wanting to hear his voice.

Abram brought a finger to my lips and shook his head. “Later,” he mouthed.

I followed him down more streets until relief filled me when at last I saw the home we shared with Abram’s father, Terah, and the rest of his family. At the door, we stopped to brush away the dust that had settled on our clothing.

“You bleed,” I whispered, touching Abram’s forehead softly.

“I will be fine.” He pushed the door open and stepped aside while I stepped into the dark coolness of the entry. “We must leave this city. They will blame us for the destruction of the temple.”

“We did nothing. You did nothing,” I exclaimed. My insides tightened

“Nothing except pray to Jehovah. It will be enough for them to blame us.”

Terah limped into the sitting room as we entered. “How did you escape?”

“Jehovah saved me.”

How would you know we escaped?

“No one evades the priests of Elkenah.”

“How do you know?” Abram asked, echoing my thoughts. “You were in bed sick when we left to observe the sacrifice.”

“We would have stayed with you if the law had allowed it,” I added. We would have bruises and sick stomachs if we could have stayed away from the sacrifices.

Terah fell silent.

I wondered at his knowledge, his silence. What did he do?

“Father?” Abram demanded.

“You know I joined the worshipers of Elkenah,” Terah whined. His lips trembled. He blinked uncontrollably. “They demand we share any knowledge of those who refuse to worship one of the gods of Ur.”

“Jehovah has been a God of Ur since Shem and his sons brought Noah here to live after the languages were confounded at Nimrod’s tower. How can they say we who believe Jehovah do not worship a God of Ur?”

“They no longer recognize Jehovah.” Beads of sweat covered Terah’s forehead.

“Did you give them my name?” Abram asked Terah. His nostrils flared.

My heart pounded as I listened to the men. Why would Terah turn from Jehovah to Elkenah?

“No. Not at first. I told them of Onitah’s daughters.”

“You gave those righteous women up to Elkenah’s wicked priests?” Abram’s low, tense voice sounded dangerous. “And me?”

“They were not happy with only those three names. They wanted to know who taught them of Jehovah.” Terah’s voice whined even more than I thought possible. He has always confidently taken the lead in the family, never showing weakness. What happened to him?

“And you gave them my name? I, who am your son?” His expression became tight, a vein pumped along his temple.

I sank heavily in the nearest chair. How could a father do this to his son? Confusion filled me. I felt exposed.

“They forced me,” Terah squeaked. “They threatened to sacrifice me. I had to speak your name.” He buried his face in his hands.

I wanted to shout obscenities at the man. How could he give his own son to the priests of Elkenah? It would have been better that they had sacrificed him.

Abram echoed my thoughts. “Why? How could you?”

“I trusted Elkenah to save you,” Terah whined from behind his quivering hands.

“Elkenah!” Abram exploded. “Elkenah is a god of stone, made by man. Your fathers were all prophets, teaching of Jehovah and warning against false gods. Elkenah did not save me! Only the God of our Fathers could save me!”

Terah dropped his hands enough he could see over his fingers. “How did he do it? Coward that I am, I came home when the priests left the altar looking for you.”

“I thought you slept peacefully in your bed,” I murmured.

“Only a coward would run and hide, knowing he had sent his son to certain death.” Abram shook his head and sat in a chair across from Terah. His lip curled. “Jehovah sent an angel who saved me. In the process, he destroyed the temple of Elkenah and his priests.”

Terah gaped at Abram. “They are all dead?”

“All who were in the temple.”

“Elkenah did not protect his high priest?” Terah’s jaw quivered.

“How could he?” I said. “Elkenah is not a god. He is an idol made of stone by men. He does not live. He is no god. Only Jehovah can save.”

“Jehovah told me we must leave,” Abram said. “Come Sarai. We must prepare.”
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I folded the dresses I had pulled from the hooks in my dressing room and set them into the trunks I had brought to my marriage with Abram. I ran my hands over the trunks, remembering the day I brought them into the house.

Abram’s parents had been friends with mine. We had been friends throughout my childhood, although he was ten years older than me. I was happy and not a little surprised when Mother advised me about the agreement made between them and Abram’s parents. I would become Abram’s wife. 

In my way, I had loved Abram since my early childhood. He had cared for me and treated me kindly after our marriage. His mother, Ahuva, had welcomed me into her home and treated me fairly. Although I missed Mother, I had been happy in the large home of Terah and Ahuva.

Abram entered our rooms and pulled me into his arms. “Will you be ready to leave soon?”

“I have almost everything prepared. I sent Ela to pack her things. Will we be traveling alone?”

Abram perched on the bed. “Father feels he must go with us. Since he gave the priests my name, he fears for his life.”

I shivered. “Do you still trust him? He follows Elkenah.” I did not. I folded another dress and set it in the trunk.

“I know. Since Mother died, he has been angry with Jehovah. I do not understand it.” He chewed on his beard while I folded three blankets and tucked them into a trunk.

“It looks like Lot and Galya will go with us as well.” 

“Will Lot leave his parents’ graves untended?”

“Lot and Galya still believe in Jehovah. I suppose they should go with us. They will have problems here if they do not.” Abram spit out his beard and smoothed it. “Nahor and Milcah are staying here. They will care for Haron’s and Chava’s graves. Milcah will care for them, or see that they are.”

“She would, since she is Lot’s sister,” I murmured. I still felt the sting of Chava’s sly insults as she held her children close. I could not change my childlessness and her jibes only caused me sorrow.

“Do you still love me, Abram?” I asked. I had often questioned his love for me after her taunts, and I reverted to that fear with the memory.

“Love you?” His eyes leapt to my face. “More than ever. Why would you ask?”

“I am barren. I have not given you the children you deserve.”

Abram pulled me onto his lap and hugged me. “While the angel caused so much damage at the temple, I heard the voice of Jehovah. He promised me blessings. Among those blessings will be children.”

I stiffened. “I am not young.” 

“You are young enough to have children.” Abram said and kissed me.

I leaned back from his kisses. “When?” How is it possible? I will not speak my concern.

“I do not know. But it will happen. We must be patient.” He crossed his legs and allowed the top leg to swing.

“It will be good to leave the mocking of my sisters.” I grabbed another blanket to fold, hiding the tears that fought to trickle down my cheeks.

Abram took my hand and tenderly pulled me into his arms. “Do not allow their mocking to hurt you, Sarai. You are a beautiful woman. I am grateful you agreed to marry me.”

“Even when I have not given you children?” I pushed him back and set the corners of the blanket together.

“More every day. You were courageous today.” He took the other end of the blanket I held and helped me fold it.

“How was I courageous? I wanted to scream for them to let you go.” I shuddered at the memory.

“But you did not. You waited to see how Jehovah would save me.”

I tucked the blanket into the trunk. “I did not feel courageous. I felt frightened. What would I do without you?” I could not turn to face him, fearing his response.

“You do not have to know that yet, thank Jehovah.” He walked toward the dressing room. “I should gather my clothes.”

“Thank Jehovah,” I agreed. “No need for that,” I called after him.

“Where is my clothing?” Abram asked, stepping back into our sleeping room.

“Ela packed them already. They are with my clothing in that trunk.” I pointed with my chin toward the trunk on the floor. “I have most of our possessions packed.”

“Did you pack my scrolls? The records of my fathers are important to keep.” Until today, I had wondered that Abram’s grandfather hand bypassed Terah and given the records to Abram. 

“I planned to put them on top of this trunk,” I said, nodding toward the shelf where he kept the scrolls. I did not want them folded or bent.”

He walked to the shelf and pulled one scroll off. “Adam’s Book of Commandments. I am blessed to have a copy of this. Few men received a copy.”

“Your father is sad you received a copy when he did not.” 

“Father forgot to obey Jehovah’s laws,” Abram said in a flat voice.

“Yes, but he does not like to be told that.”

“He offered me up for sacrifice!” Heat rose in his voice.

I set a hand on his arm. “And Jehovah will punish him for that heinous crime.”

Abram took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I do not know if I can travel with him.”

“There will be others with us. Lot and Galya will bring servants. So will Terah.” I pulled more scrolls from the shelf and set them in the top of the trunk.

“Yitzhak is coming with us as well. He insists we will need his help caring for the animals.”

“He is probably correct. We will need many animals to carry us and our possessions.”

Abram ticked the numbers on his fingers. “Camels for each of us, five of us in our family, five or more servants, and animals to carry our trunks. Yes, there will be many animals. We will need Yitzhak.”

I put the last of Abram’s book scrolls in the trunk.

“There. We are ready to leave.”

“Almost,” Abram said. He rolled the bed we slept on and, with my help, tied it in three places. “Now we are ready.”

I opened the door to our rooms and found servants ready to carry our trunks and bed down the stairs. I stepped aside and allowed them to work. I scanned the space Abram and I had shared for so many years. Will I ever see this room again? Will I miss it? Perhaps, but I do not want to fear the priests’ retribution. Better to leave.

When the servants had gathered everything and marched down the stairs, Abram took my hand. “It is time. We must leave.”

***
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The sun dipped close to the mountains as our small company approached Ur’s western gate. My heart pounded when I saw guards standing in the way of our freedom. After the destruction of the largest temple in the city, would they allow our family to leave?

Abram kicked his camel to move a little faster and met the guard ahead of the rest of us. He spoke to them and they laughed together before the guards lifted their swords in salute to them. Abram waved the others forward. People, camels, donkeys, and herds of sheep and goats kicked up dust as we passed the gates and the guards. He rode beside me through the gate and into the setting sun.

I had seen sunsets from within the city of Ur, but outside the walls, the golden sky glowed in front of us in a way different than I had ever experienced. I moved forward on my camel with the others while I gazed into the colors of the setting sun. Purples, violets, pinks, and oranges joined the golden glow.

“Sarai?” Abram asked.

I dragged my eyes from the beauty of the sunset and turned to him. “Yes?”

“Jehovah painted the sky beautiful colors to welcome us into the wilderness.”

“Beautiful,” I breathed. “I have never seen so many colors in a setting sun.”

Terah rode forward to move beside Abram. “There are clouds in the distance. The storm out there is what colors the sky.”

I squinted into the distance, only now seeing the clouds. “Will we be safe?”

“Jehovah will protect us,” Abram said, and squinted at Terah, who had fallen back, and shook his head. “He would not bring us into the wilderness to destroy us. If He wanted that, He would have allowed the priests to sacrifice me.”

Our small company rode into the dusk, allowing our animals to pick their way through the wilderness, their path lit by the moon shining round, full, and bright.

After traveling for what seemed like hours, Abram called us to a halt. “I hear the trickling of water. We will camp here tonight and move on tomorrow.” I expected to hear more fatigue in his voice, but he hid it from the others.

“Where are we going?” Lot asked. “Do you know our destination?”

“For tonight, here. Tomorrow, I do not know. Jehovah leads us.”

I slid off my camel and stretched with a groan. I had never ridden that long. Where would I go in Ur? Even with my cushioned seat, exhaustion filled me. I moaned at the thought of sitting atop the animal the next day.

The men joined manservants and soon had a small fire burning, tents set up, and the animals settled. I helped the women cook a small meal, retrieving food from baskets.

Yawning and stretching, Abram and I entered our tent after we ate. We said our nightly prayers and lay on our bed. I slept with Abram’s hand in mine.

I had not dozed long when he shook me awake. Is it morning already? Has the night passed? It seemed too soon. But no darkness shrouded the tent. I could see no light through the space near the door. “Is —“ I whispered.

“Listen,” he whispered, covering my mouth.

Men’s rough, whispering voices grumbled outside the tent.

“This has to be them,” one whispered.

“How do we know this is the one?” another asked.

“The guards pointed the way. They only allowed one group of people to leave Ur this evening. They said the man joked with them about the fall of the temple. Who would do that?”

I sucked in my breath behind Abram’s hand and stared wildly inside the tent. His other hand found mine and squeezed it.

Why did the guards allow us to leave, only to send men out to attack us? Was this their plan all along?

“Jehovah sent us here. He will protect us.” Abram’s whispered words tickled my ear.

“The priests of Libnah want these people for the next sacrifice,” a man whispered from the dark outside.

“If we take them back. I say we kill them here,” another replied.

“You know what Libnah’s priests will do if we do not take them back.”

“They said he would mark the tent of the escaped one.”

“He? Which he?” I murmured. My hands were slippery with sweat.

Abram shook his head.

“He did not mark a tent.”

“Where are they?” the frustrated voice of a man growled.

“I cannot see in the dark.”

“We need a fire. Get a firebrand.”

I nodded and pulled Abram’s hand from my mouth. I sucked in a soft breath and looked to him for directions.

A flash of a fire brand lit the air outside our tent.

We sat on our bed, making no noise, for many long minutes while the men searched through the camp. Their shadows danced through the tent. I swallowed the knot in my throat. Jehovah, protect us!

“I see the tents, but I cannot get close to them.”

“Press harder. The priests demand these people for sacrifice.”

Why are they not entering our tents?

“I cannot push through. The space is like stone.”

“We will burn them out,” a man cried.

The fire brand wavered, then moved away toward Terah’s tent.

I glanced at Abram. “What should we do?” I mouthed.

“Wait,” he mouthed back.

Terah shouted as he tumbled from his tent. The fire brand bounced on the ground but did not go out. It must have landed close to his tent, for another light began to blaze close to the ground.

Abram moved to his knees and prayed softly to Jehovah. As he prayed, thunder echoed across the valley. The heavens opened and rain fell in a deluge. No gentle pitter-patter on the roof announced its arrival. Instead, it pounded on the tent and everywhere else.

We were saved! Jehovah had blessed us.

Lightning struck near our tent, lighting the space. Shadows of the men bounced momentarily off our tent. A man outside screamed. The others shouted. More lightning struck. Their shadows scattered. I barely heard their horses’ hooves splatter through the mud and water.

Abram’s voice lifted in a prayer of thanksgiving. I joined him.

“What happened?” I asked after the amen.

“Someone betrayed us,” Abram said. “But Jehovah protected us once more.”

“What about Terah? Did his tent burn?”

Abram peeked through the tent door, then pulled his head back. “Father’s tent did not burn. He must have returned inside when the rain began, for I do not see him now.”

“Did you see any damage?” 

“It is too dark and rainy to see anything. We will find out in the morning.”

Abram lay back down and pulled me close to him. “We are blessed. All will be well.”

I snuggled close to him, and listened to him breathe. Abram had promised Jehovah’s protection. I sighed, grateful He had done as promised once more.
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Escape
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When I slipped out of the tent to prepare for the day, I stared in disbelief at the devastation. Trees had blown over in the wind and rain. Water ran through our camp. The little stream we heard trickling the night before had swollen into a flooding river.

Yet, as I absorbed the surrounding destruction, none of our tents had blown over. The camels lay with their backs to the wind. Donkeys, sheep, and goats lay near them, all patiently waiting for the men to feed them. Even the food left beside the fire pit had not moved, nor had the pounding rain drenched it.

“Thank you, Jehovah,” I said, glancing upward.

Abram stepped through the tent door and took in the destruction surrounding us as I had. “Jehovah is good. He blessed us once one more.”

“What happened last night?” Galya asked. “I dreamed of men outside our tents, searching for us, wanting to bind us and return us to Ur as sacrifices to Libnah. Then I dreamed it rained and drove them away.”

“I dreamed the same,” Lot said. “It is strange we would have the same dream.”

“You did not dream,” Abram said. “Men came into our camp last night, desperately seeking to return us as sacrifices to Libnah.”

Terah exited his tent, rubbing his eyes. “You did not hear me shout?”

“Did you shout?” Galya asked.

“They tried to burn Father’s tent,” Abram said.

Lot scowled, searching for evidence of the men. “But the animals are here. They did not scatter or take them.”

I glanced at the camels and donkeys. “And they are hungry. How did it happen? They are still here?”

As I spoke, men servants stepped from their tent.

“We were careful to tie them so no one could free them easily last night,” Yitzhak said. “We feared the priests of the temples would send someone to attack us.”

“You were more aware than we were,” Abram said. “I did not think of that, although I should have. We are blessed to have your awareness. Thank you , Yitzhak.”

I took Abram’s hand. “You had other things to consider.”

“But I should have considered the possibility the priests would send their thugs to attack us. The rain blessed us.”

Before I could comment further, Abram left my side, helping the servants to care for the animals. Lot and Terah followed him.

“I suppose it is up to us to begin our morning meal,” Galya said.

I nodded and joined Galya and rummaged through the trunk for food to prepare. Ela rushed from her tent, followed by Nitza, Galya’s servant.

“My ladies! We are here to help with those things,” Ela exclaimed.

“But my mother taught —“ I said.

“And she taught you well, but you have me to cook,” Ela said.

“I did not know you cooked.”

My mother cooks for Terah’s house, or she did when Terah lived there. Now she cooks for Nahor and Milcah and their family. Someone needs to help them.”

Galya and I nodded at the same time. Milcah would need help, especially since we had both left the house.

“Milcah must be loving the freedom as mistress of the house,” Galya said, waggling her eyebrows.

“I hope she has learned enough from us and her mother,” I said, pursing my lips.

“If not,” Nitza said, smiling at us, “our mother will be there to guide and help her until she has. Do not fear. Mother will help her.”

“We both learned to cook from her at a young age. Mother did not want us to be unprepared for our service to others,” Ela added, gathering up the needed supplies for the morning meal.

“And she will help Milcah,” Nitza said, bending to stir the fire.

I allowed the tension that built up in the memory of Milcah to release. I had not had time to worry about her in the rush to leave Ur and with the bandits during the night. “Good. That gives me one less thing to worry about.”

Galya laughed. “As though you will stop worrying about Milcah. As long as I have known you, you care about others and show your concern with worry.”

“That is something I must repent of,” I said with a smile.

“Caring for others?” Galya asked, her eyebrows dipping low over her eyes.

I giggled. “No, silly. Worrying so much about others that it shows.”

Nitza and Ela nudged Galya and me away from the food
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