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    Dates are approximate and dependent on the author’s best interpretation of scholars’ commentary. All dates are BC. BOLD/ALL CAPS names are major characters in the novel. All characters listed above can be found in Scripture unless designated fictional. SAYYID, ABAN, and NADA are fictional characters of unspecified Ishmaelite lineage. An additional fictional character, NOGAHLA, descended from a mixed Egyptian and Cushite (today’s Ethiopia) lineage. Bela, son of Beor, is of an unknown Edomite lineage.



    Boxes denote the line of inheritance for God’s covenant promise to Abraham.


    *Denotes Abraham’s son Shuah was adopted by Ishmael (adoption fictional).

  


  

    Prologue


    ~Job 1:6, 8–11~


    One day the angels came to present themselves before the Lord, and Satan also came with them.... The Lord said to Satan, “Have you considered my servant Job? There is no one on earth like him; he is blameless and upright, a man who fears God and shuns evil.” ... Satan replied, “Have you not put a hedge around him and his household and everything he has? You have blessed the work of his hands.... But stretch out your hand and strike everything he has, and he will surely curse you to your face.” The Lord said to Satan, “Very well, then, everything he has is in your hands, but on the man himself do not lay a finger.” Then Satan went out from the presence of the Lord.
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    ~Genesis 35:28–29~


    Isaac lived a hundred and eighty years. Then he breathed his last and died and was gathered to his people, old and full of years. And his sons Esau and Jacob buried him.


    Dinah’s leaden feet left no print in the sun-baked soil of Grandfather Isaac’s Hebron camp. He had fought death’s pale rider for many days, but his aging lungs finally lost the battle for breath. He was gone. Her sun and moon and stars, the only man who had seen beyond Dinah’s shame and loved her after Shechem. Her heart felt as desolate as the dwindling wadi, where she knelt to rinse the rags with which she’d washed and anointed Grandfather’s body.


    “Mistress.”


    A small voice rippled over Dinah’s shoulder, barely louder than the water’s flow. Startled from her contemplations, she dropped the cloths into the running waters. “Oh no!” she cried, crawling along the bank to retrieve the myrrh-scented rags. Rocks scraped her knees, and the muddy waters churned with each attempt to snag the cloths.


    An agile, dark form jumped in front of her, rescuing the floating treasures. “I’ve got them, mistress!” A young servant girl from Grandfather’s camp stood in ankle-deep water, hand lifted victoriously above her head, raining drops onto her mossy, short-cropped hair. Her rich black skin and angular cheekbones bespoke a Cushite heritage. Dinah had noticed her among the camp’s servants, but the long hours at Grandfather’s side kept Dinah sequestered in the family tents.


    “Why do you call me mistress?” Dinah asked, reaching for the dingy, dripping rags. “We’ve never even spoken before, child, and I’m no better than a servant myself.” She squeezed out the cloths and laid them in the basket slung over her arm.


    “Master Job told me that I was now your handmaid—since you’ll be marrying his son.”


    Standing to full height, Dinah towered over the girl and mimicked Abba Jacob’s thunderous declaration of the past week. “Just because Job is the greatest man in the East, doesn’t mean he can walk into Grandfather Isaac’s camp and start shouting orders.”


    The girl’s countenance drooped like the drought-weary grasses of Hebron’s plains.


    Regretting her harshness, Dinah placed a comforting arm across the girl’s shoulders and began the short trek toward the tents. “It’s just that I’m not a part of Master Job’s household yet.” She paused, her heart wrung out like the rags in her basket. “I’m not really a part of any household,” she whispered, staring at the tents ahead. They walked a few more steps in silence. “Job shouldn’t promise things that Abba might not fulfill.” Glancing down at the girl beside her, she saw disappointment mirrored on her face. Dinah wished she could offer reassurance, but how could she comfort another when she felt lost and alone? Besides, this little Cushite was Grandfather’s serving maid. The way Abba Jacob and Uncle Esau were fighting over Grandfather’s possessions, who knew how the inheritance and servants would be divided?


    “I’m sorry, mistress.” The girl sounded rather distracted. Dinah noticed she had begun a little game, taking giant leaps and tiny steps to avoid the cracks in the dry earth. “But may I pretend to be your handmaid until your abba says differently?” She hopped to the next small patch of smooth dirt, balancing precariously on one foot.


    Dinah steadied her with a hand on her shoulder. “Only if you stop calling me mistress.” With an arched brow, she waited for the girl’s nod before resuming their journey toward camp.


    The girl fell in step beside her, a full span shorter than Dinah, and continued to chatter. “Abraham was a great prince among his people, and your Grandfather Isaac as well. So should I call you princess?”


    “Ha!” The bitter laugh broke through the stone wall of grief, surprising even Dinah. But the smile that lingered for this wide-eyed, innocent girl was heartfelt. “No one has ever called me a princess, little Cushite. You may simply call me Dinah.”


    Just then the high-pitched keening of mourners began, and Dinah searched the path over the horizon between the poplars. As suspected, she saw Grandfather Isaac’s wrapped body jostling in a cart on its way to the burial cave at Mamre, north of Hebron. His sons, Jacob and Esau, followed the cart, their hatred sparking like flint stones. Jacob’s eleven sons walked behind stoically. But from Esau’s bountiful clan, only two paid homage to the patriarch. Esau’s great-grandson, Job, mourned as if his own abba lay in the burial cart, and Esau’s firstborn, Eliphaz, comforted him. The numerous other Edomites had been rumored to worship Canaanite gods and had little respect for Isaac, the son of Abraham, Yahweh’s covenant bearer.


    “Come.” Dinah swallowed hard, holding back the wave of sadness threatening to drown her. “What should I call you, little one?”


    “I am Nogahla.” Her lilting voice almost obscured the mourners’ wails.


    “Come, Nogahla. I have no need of a handmaid, but I would appreciate your help packing my supplies for the journey to Uz.” An amiable agreement. No more words. The air was too full of grief, uncertainty, and the mourners’ echoes.


    They reached Grandfather’s camp, arranged in circular tent rows around a large central fire and ovens. Paths like spokes in a wheel joined the tents of family members to servants. The tents closest to the fire identified the highly esteemed guests and relatives, while the servants occupied the outlying dwellings. Dinah and Nogahla moved past the outer realms and family tents, shooing stray herding dogs and nodding greetings to servants. They arrived at the central ovens, where busy hands baked bread for Esau’s soon-departing caravans and for the relatives and servants who would remain in Hebron.


    Three tents were always at the center of camp. Grandfather Isaac’s was closest to the fire, Abba Jacob’s on its west side, and Uncle Esau’s on the east. Dinah stopped, eyeing the dwellings. Grandfather Isaac’s massive black tent lay empty now, fronted by a great canopy. It had once been a busy gathering place for visiting merchants and dignitaries who sought an audience with the great son of Abraham. Abba Jacob’s tent stood austere, functional, and precise—much like her abba, the calculating twin son of Isaac. Uncle Esau’s dwelling was crudely fashioned from various animal skins and rough-hewn wood.


    The twins’ tents were as opposite as the brothers themselves—a constant battle between conniver and hunter. Though almost one hundred years had passed since Abba Jacob bought Esau’s birthright with a bowl of soup, and nearly fifty years since Abba stole Esau’s covenant blessing, the brothers’ rivalry had grown stronger with each passing year. Thankfully, they seldom visited Grandfather Isaac at the same time. Abba Jacob spent most of his time pasturing flocks and herds in Beersheba, while Uncle Esau tended his large clan in the Seir Mountains.


    Passing under Grandfather’s canopy, Dinah ducked through the tethered flap on her own little tent. Her prominent location at the center of camp had been a source of contention when she’d arrived fifteen years ago, but Grandfather had settled the matter, citing his need for immediate access to medical care. Dinah knew it was simply one of the ways he chose to honor her.


    Nogahla entered the dimly lit enclosure, and Dinah heard her soft gasp. “Mistress! You are a physician of great wisdom.”


    Determined not to chafe at the unearned adulation, Dinah tried to imagine her little home through Nogahla’s eyes. The myriad vials of herbs and potions, perched on her rough-hewn cedar shelves, stung the nostrils with heady scents of coriander, aloe, and myrrh. Abba Jacob’s speckled and spotted wool rugs graced the floor with only a center aisle of dirt separating her sleeping area from living space. She owned two robes, four tunics, and three head coverings, which probably seemed extravagant to a Cushite servant. The rest of her tent was filled with herbs, unguents, and potions in every form and fashion.


    Dinah’s needs were basic and her lifestyle simple. She seldom left the confines of the central fire and small area between her tent and Grandfather Isaac’s. This was her world, her home. But no more.


    For fifteen years she’d felt secure, capable, and useful as she cared for Grandfather Isaac. Now she wondered what truly belonged to her and what greedy Uncle Esau would seize for himself. When the men returned from the burial cave, she would be expected to obey Isaac’s command—to marry Job’s son.


    “Why would you say such a thing?” Dinah whispered to the grandfather who had loved her.


    “I just thought you must be a fine physician to have so many medicines.” Nogahla’s bright eyes shone even in the low light of the tent, undoubtedly believing Dinah had spoken to her.


    Suddenly reeling with regret, Dinah wished she were alone. She needed time to consider Grandfather’s shocking command. He’d given no inkling of his wishes to see her married at this late stage in her life. Thirty-five was well past “honey and cream” and dangerously close to “curdled milk.” And why would he condemn me to marry a man in Esau’s clan? But she knew the answer to that question. Because Dinah was Jacob’s daughter, Grandfather had said her womb would be the “garden of promise” in which Esau’s descendants could share in the covenant blessing Jacob had deceitfully stolen.


    “Ha!” A bitter laugh escaped, but this time Nogahla seemed to realize Dinah wasn’t pondering herbs. “Men do not look at me as a ‘garden of promise,’ Nogahla. Men see me as dirt.”


    The girl patted her shoulder gently. “Master Job does not look at you as dirt.”


    Dinah shrugged off her hand and reached for a myrrh pot and piece of fleece to wrap it. “Master Job only offered his son because Uncle Esau refused any other Edomite—even when Grandfather was drawing his last breath.” Tears clouded her vision. “So Job, the jewel in Esau’s crown, the golden man of the East, stepped forward to do the righteous thing. He offered his firstborn, Ennon, to marry me, Jacob’s tainted daughter.”


    “Master Job’s eyes are clear and good.” Nogahla’s head was bowed, her voice barely a whisper. “I don’t believe he would have offered his son if he thought it would harm either of you.”


    Oh, what innocence, Dinah thought. All men eventually harm you. She needed to blame someone for her fate, and she refused to blame Grandfather. He had loved her too well for too long. She wanted to hate Job. She tried to think his wealth and success made him prideful and pompous. But Nogahla’s hope—though utterly unthinkable—seemed well placed. Job had been kind and compassionate, tenderly caring for Grandfather in his dying days, gaining nothing for himself. The best one to blame would be Uncle Esau. That hairy red mountain of a man had always been the target of Abba Jacob’s hatred, and he seemed well fitted for the offering.


    “Mistress, I’m sorry about Master Isaac.” Nogahla’s voice was as soothing as balm to Dinah’s heart. “I know you loved him.”


    A single tear wet Dinah’s cheek. She wiped it quickly. “Let’s get started packing. I don’t know which supplies will travel with me to Uz and which will go to my abba and Uncle Esau, but we must wrap each vial carefully.” Emotions knotted her thoughts and more tears threatened, but she refused to release them. “I wonder if the blossoms look the same in the mountains of Edom?” She reached for a second pot of myrrh and a scrap of fleece to cradle it.


    A gentle hand halted her restless arm, dismantling the thin veil of control. “I listen well, mistress.”


    “Evidently you don’t listen well, or you wouldn’t be calling me mistress!” Words and emotion tumbled out. “My future has been sealed like a worthless mule sent to market, and Grandfather Isaac is gone!” Dinah hurled the myrrh pot at the center tent post, and the pungent scent of the broken pot filled the air, causing her head to swim slightly. Just one more sign that the sleepless days and nights had left her physically and emotionally spent. Examining the shards of pottery on the rug, she met Nogahla’s shocked gaze. “Just like my broken life.”


    The girl reached out, leading her by the hand to a pile of speckled and spotted rugs. Dinah sat numbly. “You’re right, mis—Dinah. Your life is like that beautiful, shattered pot. It has just been broken open, and the lovely scent that’s been locked inside your heart is about to be shared with Master Job’s son.”


    Nogahla paused, her eyes begging for a response. When none came, she picked up the pieces of pottery and retrieved a chipped clay vial from a shelf. Wrapping both the shards and the vial in old sackcloth, she said, “Let’s say this little pot is my life. Something tells me that if we pack our lives together, they’ll turn out better.” A tentative smile lifted her cheeks. “Rest your head, mistress. I’ll pack your things. You must rest before the men return from the burial cave.”
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    ~Genesis 34:1–4~


    Now Dinah, the daughter Leah had borne to Jacob, went out to visit the women of the land. When Shechem son of Hamor the Hivite, the ruler of that area, saw her, he took her and violated her. His heart was drawn to Dinah ... and he loved the girl and spoke tenderly to her. And Shechem said to his father Hamor, “Get me this girl as my wife.”


    Dinah watched the young Cushite bundling each piece of pottery and plant, every herb and vial. Nestling down on the rug and gathering a blanket beneath her head, Dinah’s eyelids drooped, lulled by the rhythmic sounds of the Hebron camp at work. Wooden spoons clanged on brass cooking pots. Lambs mahhhed for the ewes. Children’s laughter floated on the spring breeze. But a new sound joined the chorus. Nogahla’s gentle hum sent a soothing vibration deep into Dinah’s soul, and sleep carried her away.


    [image: ]



    The dream was as vivid as the first time Dinah lived it. She was fifteen again, and the heavy morning dew soaked her robe as she moved quietly through her abba’s flocks, careful not to disturb the ewes with their lambs, lest their bleating wake her surly brothers. Her thighs ached as she climbed the steep limestone terraces covered with wheat fields, olive groves, and vineyards. Brilliant purple and orange hues glowed in the eastern sky, casting an alabaster glow on her high-stepping march through the golden heads of wheat.


    The morning sun burst over the high walls of Shechem, and the prince bearing the city’s name stood at the gate. Dinah was transfixed by the outline of his muscular frame, the backdrop of the glowing sunrise making him appear more god than man. Shechem bowed as if she were royalty and he the shepherd’s child. “Good morning, beauty of Jacob.”


    Dinah felt her cheeks grow warm at his words, and she returned his bow, keeping her gaze downcast. Never had a man spoken to her in such a way. He reached out for her hand, and she instinctively drew back. He gently touched her chin, and she looked into his eyes for the first time. “I will never force you to do anything against your will, lovely Dinah.”


    Her breath caught. “How do you know my name?” she asked.


    The brightness of his smile on that sun-kissed face matched the dawn. “When your abba bought the land from my brothers and me, we were mere children, but I noted how beautiful you were, and I asked your name. Now I am twenty, and you are marriageable age, are you not?”


    Dinah dropped her gaze immediately. She couldn’t breathe or think or reason. Had this handsome prince just asked her to marry him? Impossible. “Yes, I am of age,” she heard herself say.


    “Well, I have been waiting to make you my wife. My father has only one wife, and I plan to follow his example. You are my choice, Dinah.” He held out his hand once again. Dinah studied it, knowing her future hung in the balance. His hand was large and tanned and gentle as it folded around hers.


    She could feel his pulse racing through her hand, its rhythm turning her thoughts into a jumbled torrent of words. “But Ima Rachel’s silver!” She blurted out the words, startling poor Shechem. “She is a midwife, and I’m her assistant. I promised to retrieve her payment from Nebal the merchant and then return home. Abba and Ima Leah don’t even know I’ve gone into the city alone. They’ll be worried if I don’t return soon.” She hated that her voice sounded desperate and childish, but if she went home without Ima Rachel’s silver...


    Home. Would she be returning home? Her head snapped up and she searched Shechem’s face. Kind eyes and a gentle expression.


    She became lost in him. What was this aching in her chest? This glorious desire to sing, to run, to melt into his arms—all in the same moment?


    Shechem gently squeezed her hand and winked, a wide grin stretching across his broad face. “Your ima Rachel will have her silver. I’ll see to it,” he said. “Nebal told me you were coming today. It’s why I’m here.” He reached out to trace her jaw with one finger.


    His touch broke the spell, and Dinah dropped her gaze. She peered at the passing merchants, her head bowed shamefully. Suddenly conscious of the stares, she regretted allowing Shechem to show his affection in public. If her abba heard, there could be trouble.


    Shechem must have realized her discomfort because his next words came with a chuckle, and his hands fell to his sides. “Tell me, Jacob’s daughter, would you like to stand here at the city gate and discuss our wedding, or shall we go to the palace for the remainder of our conversation?”


    “Wedding?” Dinah breathed, her heart beating so hard and fast, she was certain her woolen robe danced without her permission. She giggled, her cheeks on fire, and then leaned in close. “Am I to spend the rest of my life with a flushed face, Prince Shechem?” she whispered. Her first attempt at teasing was met with his delighted laughter, and before she could object, he hoisted her into his arms and carried her through the city streets.


    “What are you doing?” She tugged frantically to cover her exposed ankles.


    Her question was met with princely strides in the direction of the palace towers. “I am carrying my wife through her city,” he said, his eyes so full of her that Dinah could see her reflection in the warm brown pools. “Tell me, daughter of Jacob, how do you feel about being a queen someday? What do you think of our city?”


    Dinah didn’t know whether to be embarrassed at being carried like an injured lamb, or honored or frightened or suspicious. After all, she didn’t really know Prince Shechem. He was widely renowned as the most honored and respected of all King Hamor’s sons, but was he an honorable man? Did he have many women? Was he deceiving her? All she knew at this moment was that he was handsome and charming, and he had just asked her a question she was supposed to answer.


    “I’m sorry, what did you just ask me?”


    His laughter boomed and his eyes sparkled—not a glimmer of impatience or frustration. “I asked what you think of our city.” His grin and arched eyebrows said that he would wait in silence for her appraisal.


    Though Dinah had visited Shechem dozens of times with Ima Rachel, she’d never roamed freely through the marketplace. And even if she’d seen the market a thousand times, the view from Prince Shechem’s arms was certainly different. Vendors shouted from their crowded booths. Animals of all shapes and sizes were traded for labor and sold for meat. Children scampered from merchant to merchant, some begging bread and others tucking items into the tiny folds of their robes. A man holding a heavy metal chain led ten women wearing iron collars. Each woman wore a costume from a different land, though two of them wore nothing at all. City life was a completely different world to Dinah, and when she returned her attention to the prince, his eyes were clouded with worry.


    “What do you think of your new home?” he asked. “Can you ever be happy surrounded by high stone walls and noisy people after living on quiet hillsides in neat tent rows?”


    Dinah saw true concern on Shechem’s features, and she was awed by his tenderness. She couldn’t remember ever being asked her opinion or having anyone show concern for her happiness. Tears threatened, and she couldn’t let him think she was such a child, so she answered with her mischievous side. “I confess I prefer the smell of shepherds’ fields and sheep dung to rotted food and smelly old men in the city streets, Prince Shechem—but you are far more appealing than my ugly brothers.” Holding his gaze, she tilted her head and lifted an eyebrow, letting only one side of her mouth show its pleasure.


    His response was better than she hoped, more pleasing than she expected. He smiled, stopped in the middle of the street, and kissed her deeply. Those bustling around them stopped to applaud, and when he pulled away, Dinah was breathless. “I’m glad you find me appealing,” he said, mischief of his own dancing in his eyes. “Ha!” He resumed his march toward the palace, and she nestled her head against his shoulder, finding it comfortable enough to satisfy her for the rest of her life.


    When they arrived in the large limestone structure, Dinah was surprised that they didn’t stop in the main hall. Instead, Shechem continued carrying her through a maze of winding hallways, past several doorways and wondering servants. He climbed a narrow stairway and finally entered a room grandly furnished with extravagant rugs and plush furniture. Dinah was awestruck. She remembered Ima Rachel’s instructions for when they tended the wealthy births in Shechem, and tried to keep her gaping mouth closed. The prince gently set her feet on the floor, but she rushed from one beautiful hanging tapestry to the next.


    “It’s all so elegant,” she said, forgetting her soon-to-be bridegroom at the door. When she finally remembered where she was, and what—or who—had brought her there, she was once again humiliated by her childishness. “Please forgive me, Your Majesty.” Her cheeks were aflame, and she bowed to Prince Shechem. In her subservient posture, she noted that she had stopped directly beside the large veiled bed in the middle of the room. She tried to swallow, but her mouth had gone as dry as the Eastern Desert.


    In less than a heartbeat, Prince Shechem stood before her, one hand lifting her chin, the other securely around her waist. “So it’s ‘Your Majesty’ now, is it?” he said with a sly grin.


    She saw hunger in his eyes and looked away, not knowing how to respond. Why had she allowed him to carry her to his bedchamber?


    “I said I would never force you to do anything against your will, Dinah.” His eyes searched every corner of her soul. This time she couldn’t turn away no matter how hard she tried. But did she even wish to try? He’d captured her in less than a moment’s breath, not in body but in heart.


    “What do you ask of me?” Dinah whispered the words. She knew what he was asking, but would he say it? Could she do it?


    “I ask you to be my wife. Today. Now.”


    “Your wife? Now?” Panic clawed at her. “But what about your family? Isn’t there some ceremony we must follow?”


    “Dinah, I am the prince of Shechem. I marry whom I wish, when I wish it. I have waited many years to have you. You are the one I want, Dinah—the only one I want.”


    “But my father ... he is the son of Isaac, the son of Abraham. We worship Yahweh and—”


    “My father and I will offer a bride-price for you, my beautiful Dinah, that is beyond anything ever paid for a daughter in Canaan. Your father will be overjoyed at our happiness.” Before Dinah could say more, Shechem covered her mouth with his kiss. The bliss of physical union united their souls—a wedding day of the heart, unknown and unapproved by Abba Jacob.
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    Dinah’s dream faded, and she lingered between two realities. Her tent felt empty. She opened one eye to find three neatly stacked baskets against one wall, filled with fleece-wrapped jars and tight rolls of dried herbs. Activity in the camp grew louder, but the ecstasy of Shechem’s kisses drew her back to the land of dreams. She vaguely recalled her present reality. Grandfather Isaac was dead. He’d commanded her to marry a new husband, and she should be packing her things for her departure to Uz. But Dinah’s dream returned her to the rapture of her wedding day with Shechem. Every color, sound, and scent of that day came back in a flood of sweet surrender.
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    The next morning, Shechem and Dinah emerged from his chamber, and King Hamor performed a simple Shechemite ceremony, making official the marriage of their hearts. “I’ll return before tonight’s wedding feast,” Shechem said confidently, as he and the king left the palace to negotiate her bride-price with Abba Jacob.


    That’s when her dream turned to a nightmare—as it always did. Now she tried to wake, but couldn’t. Dinah had waited at the palace with King Hamor’s wife, and they were among the women who cried out against the sons of Jacob when they demanded all the men of Shechem undergo circumcision so that Dinah could remain Prince Shechem’s wife.


    “No, my love,” Dinah said. “Please, put me away. Take a Shechemite woman and forget about me.” But the night before his cutting had been the tenderest night of Dinah’s short life, and the love he’d shown her was beyond anything she’d ever known. Surely, no man had ever loved a wife like Shechem loved her—not even Abba’s love for Ima Rachel could compare.


    On the second day after his cutting, the prince said, “You see, my love, this will all be over soon.” Dinah had pampered and spoiled her beloved every moment of his recovery. He caressed her cheek as she slipped into bed beside him that night. “Someday we will laugh and tell our grandchildren the story.” The love in his expression pierced Dinah’s heart. Never before had she known such selflessness.


    “Perhaps we should have children before we start talking about grandchildren,” she said, kissing his cheek, his neck, his shoulder.


    He smiled and kissed her forehead. “Perhaps we should turn out the lamp and go to sleep so I can heal quickly.” Dinah giggled and snuffed out the oil lamps, taking her place in the bend of her husband’s arm until their breathing became slow and deep and steady.


    And then came the wailing.


    Dinah tried to wake but was captured in a semiconsciousness of horror and dread. Shechem’s face lay before her. His eyes empty. His lovely mouth twisted in death’s last plea. Her arms were warm, wet, sticky with her husband’s blood. “Simeon, Levi, no!”


    Her brothers stood over her, their swords dripping.


    “This Shechemite dog will never defile another man’s sister.” Simeon spat the words as he reached for Dinah’s arm.


    “No! He did not defile me! We are married!”


    “Not according to Abba, you’re not!” Simeon lunged at her, and she recoiled, trapped between the bloody shell of the man she loved and the animal brethren who had killed him.


    “Get away from me! He did not rape me! Shechem loved me!”
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    “Dinah.” It was a man’s voice. “Dinah.” She felt a hand shaking her arm. “Dinah, wake up, we must leave.” It was the voice of Simeon—no, it was Levi!


    Dinah screamed, terror gripping her anew. She clawed at the copper hair and beard before her. “No! Get away from Shechem. No, Levi! He loves me! He didn’t rape me! Don’t hurt him, Simeon! He loves me!” She flailed and kicked at the man trying to restrain her.


    “Dinah, it’s me, Job. Dinah! Shh. Dinah, stop.” Strong arms subdued her. She couldn’t struggle free. Her screams turned to sobs, and Dinah’s body went limp.


    “Dinah, shh.” Gentle arms rocked her. “It’s me, Job. Shh. It’s all right, Dinah.”


    She gazed up into deep brown eyes, the color of her ima’s dark bread.


    “You’re coming home with me, Dinah. You’ll be safe with my son.”


    Dinah finally awakened fully, and for a moment—just a moment—she longed to melt into the strong, loving arms of the man who held her. He sat on the rug, cradling her, stroking her hair. But this man was to be her father-in-law!


    Humiliation and shame tightened their hold on her. She wrested herself from his arms, huddling near the stacked baskets like a wounded animal. They had barely ever spoken, and now he had seen her deepest wound exposed. A low, guttural moan escaped. “Go,” she said, turning her face away. He tried to help her stand, but she crouched lower still. “No, please. Just go.”


    He stood over her, offering his hand once more. “Dinah.” Silence hung in the tent like the thick burial odor of the shattered pot of myrrh. “Are you all right?” The mourners’ wails echoed in the camp with Job’s sigh. “Your abba has returned with Great-Abba Esau from the burial cave. Esau wants to leave for Mount Seir right away and asked that my caravan accompany him to the south.” Job paused again and spoke softly. “I’ll tell him I’m not prepared to leave so soon, nor can I afford the extended travel route. Can you be ready by dawn to leave for Uz?”


    Dinah nodded, her throat too tight to reply. She heard the tent flap fall closed, and when she looked up, Job was gone.


    Her breaths came in short, quick gasps. She hugged her knees to her chest, hoping to still her violent trembling. I must not join the mourners’ wailing, she thought. For if I begin, I may never stop. Rocking back and forth, she moved in tempo with the keening. What if her nightmares worsened? What if she screamed and flailed in the arms of her new husband? Would he be as understanding as Job had been? Dinah’s heart pounded, and she rocked faster.


    A tiny shadow flitted past the narrow ray of sunlight peeking through the tent flap. Dinah stopped rocking. There it was again. And then a sweet chirrup broke through the mourners’ wails. A pink-and-black-crested hoopoe bird landed just outside. The little creature peered in and then proceeded to enjoy its late afternoon dust bath. Oop-oop-oop came its lovely song, slicing through Dinah’s pain.


    “Oh, little bird,” she whispered, “we are too much alike, you and me. Grandfather Isaac said you were one of Yahweh’s most lovely creatures, but He has judged you as unclean.” Tears streamed down her cheeks. “Men have said I am lovely too, but must they all judge me as unclean?”


    In the frenzied activity of the camp, a servant rushed by and frightened the hoopoe into flight, and loneliness gripped Dinah’s heart anew. “Oh, how I wish I had wings and could fly away to a new home of my own making. A home where my past was forgotten and my future unfettered.”

  


  
    


    3


    ~Genesis 9:26–27~


    [Noah] said, “Blessed be the Lord, the God of Shem! May Canaan be the slave of Shem.... May Japheth live in the tents of Shem, and may Canaan be his slave.”


    Job stood beside Dinah’s tent, hearing only her mumbled whimpers. He ached with the need to comfort her but trembled with frustration at her refusal. Dinah had endured more tragedy than any young woman should bear. When he had reached out to wake her, she cried out to protect Shechem—the man reported to have raped her. Why? There was obviously more to the story than rumors disclosed. If she was to marry one of his sons, he had the right to know exactly what had happened in Shechem.


    Job could easily locate Uncle Jacob. Just listen for the constant bickering in the camp, and the sons of Isaac were at its source. He stepped away from Dinah’s tent, crossed under Grandfather Isaac’s canopy, and came upon the hotheaded brothers.


    “Every speckled, spotted, or dark-colored sheep and goat is mine!” Jacob railed. “I slaved for Uncle Laban twenty years to earn those flocks and herds, and you’ll not lay a hand on them.”


    “You can keep your moldy-looking animals, but I’m taking everything else.” Esau was red from head to toe, eyes bloodshot and bulging.


    “You can have everything, you big red dog,” Jacob cried, “but Abba anointed me with Abraham’s covenant promise, and that includes the land of Canaan. So you can have all the worthless possessions, but leave the Promised Land to me.”


    “Ha! It is you who holds the worthless piece, brother! Elohim may have promised Canaan to Abraham, but He forgot to inform the Canaanites. It is you who’s been swindled this time.”


    Jacob gritted his teeth and rose up on his toes to spit the words in Esau’s face. “I am not as easily swindled as my dimwitted brother.”


    When the mighty red mountain raised his hand to strike Jacob, Job cried out, “Great-Abba, no!” Esau seemed startled by the intrusion and was distracted just long enough for Jacob to dive at his midsection and tumble his massive brother to the ground.


    Job’s fury peaked at these selfish old fools whose abba’s dead body was barely cold in the grave before they pawed at the inheritance and brawled like children. He promptly walked over to the ridiculous, rolling elders and kicked dust in their faces.


    When they separated and stood up sputtering, Job began his rebuke. “You should both be ashamed of yourselves, tussling like Hittites in Isaac’s camp. You’re old men with brittle bones!” He knew such an argument didn’t hold much sway with the great hunter, Esau, and the able-bodied shepherd, Jacob. Both men were almost as strong at age 125 as Job was at age sixty.


    Jacob raised an accusing finger. “If he wasn’t so greedy, trying to take all the inheritance instead of just the firstborn’s two-thirds, we would have no problem.”


    Esau started to bluster, but Job raised his hand and spoke through clenched teeth. “Look at the servants around you! Look at them!” The sons of Isaac glanced about sheepishly. The servants, who had been working feverishly to prepare for the journey, had halted their work and were staring at the spectacle. With the brothers’ gaze upon them, however, they hurried back to work, humming and whistling shepherds’ songs.


    Job kept his voice low. “How dare you defile Grandfather Isaac’s memory by acting so shamefully in front of all these servants? Now, please, let’s go into Uncle Jacob’s tent. I have important matters to discuss.” Job marched right past the two men, who at that moment looked like pouting children.


    In the time it took the tent flap to close, Esau had regained his bluster. “Job, our caravan will leave immediately following the evening meal. We’ll travel in the cool of the night by torchlight to avoid the sun’s heat by day.”


    Job smiled kindly but shook his head. “I’m sorry, Great-Abba, but I cannot be ready to leave so quickly. My servants will require more time to prepare my caravan to Uz.”


    Esau’s eyes narrowed, and Job watched the wheels of his great-abba’s mind spin, gathering the truth of Job’s delay. “Because of that woman.” Esau spat the word as though it were a curse. “I saw you coming from her tent. She thinks she can steal away the valuable herbs and treasures in her tent and you’ll just blindly load it onto your caravan. Well, she owns only the clothes on her back and—”


    “Great-Abba,” Job interrupted, “you know that I respect you, and I always honor and obey you whenever it does not conflict with El Shaddai’s teachings.” Esau started to protest, but Job’s fury silenced him. “Dinah will take only the possessions that belong to her. You can be sure of it, but we will not leave with your caravan tonight! Furthermore, I request that you leave twenty of your servants to accompany me to Uz.” Job turned his attention to Uncle Jacob. “I’ll need the extra men to carry the dowry I’m sure you’ll wish to offer for your beautiful daughter.”


    “Dowry? My abba didn’t command me to give her a dowry.” Uncle Jacob’s protest silenced every clang and clatter in the camp outside. “And you’ve offered me no bride-price. Why should I pay a dowry for a woman who has already been defiled?” Esau’s bawdy laughter chilled Job’s blood and stoked Jacob’s anger. “I’ll not pay one silver kesitah for her dowry! She’s been in our abba’s house for fifteen years. If there’s a dowry to be paid, let my brother—who now holds the wealth of Isaac’s household—give Dinah her dowry.”


    Esau stopped laughing. “I would not claim such a daughter, and I will not pay her dowry!” he screamed. The two brothers spiraled into a new fit of rage, and Job dragged his fingers through his hair, letting his head fall back in frustration. El Shaddai, how do You endure such selfishness on this earth? “Enough!” Job shouted above the noise, and both men turned to him in surprise.


    Esau’s eyes narrowed once again. “Listen here, son of Zerah. Even though you are my favorite great-grandson, I will not endure your bossy tongue.”


    Job smiled in spite of his irritation and reached up to place his hand on Esau’s muscled shoulder. “And even though you are my great-abba, I will not endure you speaking unkindly of my soon-to-be daughter-in-law.” Job held Esau’s gaze until the big man grunted a truce and stomped out of the tent.


    When Job turned to Uncle Jacob, the elder man’s mouth was agape. “I’ve never seen anyone quiet my brother the way you just did, Job. How did you come to have such a hold over that devil Esau?”


    Job’s heart squeezed a little at the hate encompassed in Jacob’s question. “Well, Uncle,” Job replied, “I suppose Great-Abba’s respect for me began on the night I was smuggled away in the hunting party meant to kill you.” Uncle Jacob’s face registered the shock Job had hoped for. “Are you truly interested in hearing the story?”


    A suspicious smile spread across Jacob’s face. “What are you asking as payment for your story? I have no intention of paying Dinah’s dowry, no matter how well you tell a story.”


    Job shook his head, weary of the pettiness in his family. “No payment is required, Uncle, and I’ll even be happy to pay a bride-price for Dinah. She is a pearl of great price.”


    Suspicion creased Uncle Jacob’s brow. Job placed his arm around the older man’s shoulders and guided him to one of the legendary rugs of Jacob’s tribe. The speckled and spotted sheep and goats produced a uniquely woven cloth that had become quite coveted throughout Canaan.


    “I simply ask that you tell me a story in return.” Job smiled and waited for his reply.


    “I suspect there is more to the agreement, but my curiosity about your relationship with the impenetrable Esau forces me to agree,” Jacob said.


    Job lifted an eyebrow and motioned to the lamb’s wool rug, and Jacob nodded his permission for them to sit together. “I was thirteen years old,” Job began, “but I remember it like it was yesterday. It was seven days after you’d deceived Grandfather Isaac into thinking you were his eldest son. When he conferred the covenant blessing on your head, you realized the soon-coming wrath of Esau and fled in fear for your life, hoping to reach Uncle Laban’s home in Haran.”


    Jacob raised his chin, his usual defense at the ready. “I may have deceived my abba to receive the touch of blessing, but El Shaddai knew who would best protect Yahweh’s truth and fulfill the covenant of Abraham. Esau refused to sit under the great teachers of the House of Shem. He didn’t deserve the blessing.”


    Job nodded but refused to condone his uncle’s deception. “Great-Abba Esau called a meeting of all the men in his clan. He commissioned Eliphaz to lead what he deemed ‘an important hunt.’ Esau called on his other four sons to choose one more from each of their families. They were to follow at a distance until you crossed the Jordan River, and then his secondborn—my grandfather Reuel, the greatest archer of the Edomites—was ordered to send an arrow into your thigh.” Job paused. “They wanted to wound you first, to instill fear before the others encircled you and killed you, Uncle.”


    Jacob’s face lost all color.


    “Upon your death, Esau believed he would be free to reclaim Abraham’s covenant blessing at the touch of Isaac’s hand.”


    Apparently too agitated to remain seated, Jacob rose and began to pace. “Is there a point to your story, Job? I thought you were going to tell me why you could lead my brother on a leash like a pet lamb. What does all this nonsense have to do with your power over Esau?”


    “Oh, this is not nonsense, Uncle. It is the reason you are alive.” Jacob stopped his pacing, and Job motioned for his uncle to resume his place on the rug beside him. “Please, won’t you sit down for the end of the story?”


    Jacob growled and lowered himself onto the rug while Job waited patiently to continue. “You know that Eliphaz would rather fall on his own sword than harm a single hair on your head, since you two were disciples together in the House of Shem. Uncle Eliphaz looked like day-old ashes when Great-Abba Esau called on him to lead the so-called hunt.”


    “As it should have been. The whole idea of hunting a man is barbaric.”


    Jacob’s self-righteous attitude set Job’s teeth on edge, but he refused to digress from the story. “When Reuel chose his secondborn son—my abba, Zerah—for the hunt, the look on Abba’s face matched Uncle Eliphaz’s.”


    Jacob looked awestruck. “Why would Reuel choose another disciple of Shem among the hunters? He knew I taught your abba in the House of Shem. He knew that the three of us—Eliphaz, Zerah, and I—were the only three of Isaac’s seed who were joined by El Shaddai’s teachings. Why would he choose to place my two allies in the hunt?”


    “Esau chose Eliphaz for the same reason Reuel chose my abba. Each hoped that by forcing your allies to choose duty over devotion, they would become stronger—as Esau defines strength. You see, both Great-Abba Esau and Grandfather Reuel perceived priestly skills as weakness and valued only the abilities of a hunter and warrior.”


    Jacob closed his eyes. “El Shaddai, help us.” Looking at Job, he asked, “How did one as kind and gentle as you come from a bloodthirsty tribe like Esau’s?”


    Job ignored his question and continued with the story, knowing that his next words would be answer enough. “I waited for my abba just outside the Tent of Meeting to congratulate him on his appointment. When he didn’t come, I peeked inside again and heard him and Uncle Eliphaz planning to take me on the hunt. At first I was excited—just as bloodthirsty as the rest of Esau’s clan, Uncle.” Job saw the look of horror on Jacob’s face. “And then I became furious. They weren’t going to let me fight at all. Uncle Eliphaz planned to assert his firstborn authority to protect you from his brothers’ swords. He planned only to let them rob you of the secret gifts Grandmother Rebekah sent along to buy Uncle Laban’s favor.”


    “And they stole everything!” Jacob said with venom. “Esau is the reason I arrived at Uncle Laban’s household without a single kernel of grain to offer as a bride-price for my beloved Rachel!”


    The fury Job had tamped down bubbled up. “Yes, they robbed your silver, grain, and spices, Uncle, but at least you’re alive, and you returned from Padan Aram twenty years later with four wives, eleven sons, and a beautiful daughter.”


    Jacob hushed in the face of Job’s anger.


    Regaining his composure, Job remembered his greater purpose and spoke softly. “When our hunting party released you, Uncle Eliphaz continued the journey northward with me to the House of Shem. Our nine kinsmen returned to Esau’s camp with your treasure, but it wasn’t enough to assuage Great-Abba’s anger. Once again, Grandfather Reuel challenged my abba to overcome his weakness, and he forced my abba to explain the failed hunt to Esau. When my great-abba heard the report, he struck my abba to the ground. His head crashed against a rock, and his lifeblood spilled out.”


    Jacob raised his chin once again, as though grief and remorse would slide off his hard exterior like water off a bird’s wings. “So you’re saying that Esau’s guilt over Zerah’s death makes him bow to you like a pauper to a prince?” Jacob waved his hand. “Pshht. I don’t believe it. I’ve known that red beast too long. Esau has no conscience. His guilt doesn’t make him bow to you.”


    “No, Uncle,” Job said. “Great-Abba Esau doesn’t bow to me at all.” Job examined every line and furrow on Jacob’s weathered face. “Esau respects me, Uncle Jacob, because I have forgiven him and loved him even when he wronged me.”


    Jacob’s eyes flashed. “Then you are a fool.”


    Job allowed the silence to echo his uncle’s words before he spoke again. “Now it’s your turn to tell me a story.” Without blinking, without any emotion or accusation, Job finally asked the question that had burned on his heart since the moment he’d heard Dinah’s pained cries. “Did your sons kill Prince Shechem with righteous cause, or has your own unforgiveness infected your whole household with hatred?”


    Jacob began to tremble, and his face flushed as red as his twin’s. “Get out! Get out of my tent!”


    “I will leave,” Job said calmly, rising to his feet, “but I will take Dinah with me and teach her the ways of El Shaddai as I was taught in the House of Shem—as she should have been taught in your household.” Before he lifted the tent flap, he offered one final word. “I pray that someday, Uncle, you will find the freedom that comes with forgiveness.”


    “Get out!” Jacob’s angry voice accompanied sounds of breaking pottery as Job walked away from his uncle’s tent. He could only hope that in the days to come, Jacob would remember some of his words and the seeds Job had planted would grow and bear fruit.


    [image: ]



    “Thank you for asking Uncle Esau to allow us to travel separately.” Finally, on this third night of their journey, Dinah could move beyond her embarrassment and voice her gratitude. Her camel plodded beside Job’s. A canopy of stars sparkled above as torchbearers lit the way below. “And thank you for not being angry when I wasn’t ready to travel at dawn the next day. I hope waiting on a woman did not shame you in front of the servants.”


    Job chuckled. “Dinah, those who think me weak for waiting on a woman would certainly find something to criticize, if not that. I am not shamed by what others think. My shame or innocence is settled between me and El Elyon.” He furrowed his brow and tilted his head in a distant stare.


    Dinah fell silent, studying him. Tall and muscular, he was the epitome of Edomite strength. Yet this tender man was as different from Esau as the sun from the moon. In the throes of her nightmare, his copper hair and raspy voice had reminded her of her brothers, but his kind and gentle character had wiped away any resemblance to the men of Jacob’s tribe. The few silver strands in his wavy mane caught the glimmer of torchlight, and when Job turned to look at her, his dark eyes penetrated her soul.


    “Thank you for agreeing to marry my son. You will make a beautiful bride.”


    Dinah’s heart leapt into her throat. She searched his face for signs of ridicule—there were none. “Of course, I would never think of disobeying Grandfather.” Focusing on the caravan ahead, her cheeks felt as if they might burst into flames.


    “The customs of Abraham’s daughters give you the right of refusal. Yet you didn’t refuse.” He paused.


    Her heart raced. Did he wish she had refused?


    “I’m glad you’ll be a part of my household now.” Job’s voice sounded like warm, honeyed wine. Dinah slowly turned and found herself lost in his brown eyes.


    He thinks I’m beautiful, and he’s glad I’ll be a part of his household ... Had any man been so kind to her since...?


    Wait!


    Wasn’t this the same trap that had ensnared her at Shechem? Was every man a betrayer? Dinah shook her head as if waking from a dream. For twenty years, merchants and shepherds had recounted the story of Jacob’s sons slaughtering innocent Shechemites, and most had blamed her for going to the city that day. Abba Jacob told the tale that Prince Shechem brought the trouble on his city by raping his daughter, defiling her without the proper marriage traditions of Yahweh. No matter which story Job had chosen to believe, she would never allow him—or any man—to deceive and betray her again.


    Snapping her eyes forward, she said, “I’m anxious to meet your son.” Her words were clipped, her hands tight on the reins. Just ahead she noticed the night’s camp coming into view. “Just in time,” she whispered.


    “You must be tired,” he said, pointing to a group of rocks amid the beautiful red cliffs surrounding them. “A warm fire awaits.” Job nodded graciously and prodded his camel on, speaking with the guide and greeting the rest of the caravan. Again tonight, he’d sent a few servants ahead to prepare the camp for all the weary travelers.


    Nogahla waited patiently for Dinah to dismount. Abba Jacob had given the little Cushite handmaid as Dinah’s lone dowry. No traditional gifts to ensure her safe return if Job’s son refused her. No wedding gown or headpiece of coins and jewels to wear. Job had been gracious and offered Abba a bride-price, but preserving a measure of dignity, Abba had refused.


    “Good evening, mistress,” the Cushite girl said, ushering Dinah into their tent as though she were the queen of the Nile. Were it not for Nogahla’s white teeth and sparkling eyes, she might have disappeared into the night.


    Dinah reached for her hands, trying to settle her emotions yet still press her wishes. “Please, Nogahla, as I told you last night and the night before, there’s no need to bow to me. I am no better than a servant myself.”


    The girl looked utterly stricken.


    “Would it surprise you to know that one of my abba’s wives was a Cushite?” Dinah asked, tenderly brushing her cheek.


    Nogahla’s eyes grew round, and she nodded. Dinah chuckled. The little maid could carry on an entire conversation without speaking a word—her expressions seemed a perfect reflection of her heart and mind.


    “My ima Rachel’s serving maid, Bilhah, was just as dark-skinned as you are,” Dinah said, “and one day Rachel gave Bilhah to Abba as his wife.”


    Studying her timid Cushite maid, Dinah tried to imagine how Bilhah must have felt entering into the intimate act of marriage as a servant, not a real wife. An adult sorrow gripped Dinah, a sadness of which children were blissfully ignorant. She remembered grinding grain and baking bread with her third ima Bilhah’s careful instruction. Her fourth ima, Zilpah, loved to weave and spin, but she had no patience for teaching Dinah the fine artistry of cloth and thread. Zilpah had been given to Jacob as a slave wife too—the handmaid of Leah—but Zilpah never regained her smile as Bilhah had.


    “My mother was taken as a slave from our homeland in Cush when she was very young,” the girl said, interrupting Dinah’s memories. “I am the daughter of her master. My father was a wealthy Egyptian soldier, and my mother was a slave in his household. Though he had a wife, my father loved my mother and would sometimes let me ride with him on his fine horses.”


    Dinah searched Nogahla’s expression for regret or sadness. There was none. The girl knew only a servant’s life. She spoke of her heritage as though it were a list for the market. “How old are you, Nogahla?”


    “I’m not certain,” she said, tapping her chin with a graceful finger. “But just before I was taken from my mother, she told me I was five years old, and I helped prepare ten annual feasts in Master Isaac’s camp.”


    Dinah’s heart broke at the girl’s sparse recollections and recalled the women led by chains and iron collars in the streets of Shechem. “Nogahla, I can’t keep you as my servant.”


    The girl’s full, pink lips began to tremble. “Mistress, please. If you put me away, do you know what others will do with a girl my age?” Tears leapt over her bottom lashes. “If I have offended you, I’m sorry. I’ll—”


    “No, you have not offended me.” Dinah sighed and reached for the girl’s hand. “I simply think it’s wrong to make you my servant. I have never needed a servant.”


    “But I need a mistress,” the girl whispered, squeezing Dinah’s hand. “And my mistress needs a friend. Can we not take care of each other?”


    “Excuse me.” Job’s voice was soft and tentative outside the tent. “Dinah, are you still awake?”


    Nogahla pulled away, and Dinah hurried to the tent opening. “Is there something wrong?”


    Job’s face was—well, indiscernible. She didn’t know this man well enough to interpret the subtle furrow of his brow or the way the right side of his mouth tilted up just a little.


    “Will you follow me to the fire?” he said and then looked at the Cushite. “Alone.” Nogahla’s gaze fell to her feet and she backed into the tent as Dinah stepped into the night.


    Dread twisted Dinah’s stomach. “What is it?” She gazed around the camp. All the servants were in their tents. She was standing in the moonlight alone with Job. No! El Shaddai, no, not again. The last time a man was kind and led her to a place alone like this...


    “Dinah, don’t be frightened.” Job gently placed his hand at the small of her back and nudged her forward. “I simply want to talk with you. Will you sit with me by the fire?”


    He had laid two rugs side by side. Dinah began shaking her head. “No, please. I can’t. I won’t. You’ve promised me to your son!” She turned and started to run into the darkness, anything to escape the betrayal of another man.


    “Dinah, listen to me.” He captured her in his strong grasp, but when she fought him, he released her immediately. “I won’t hold you, but you can’t run into the desert at night.”


    Trembling so violently she could barely stand, Dinah wrapped her arms tightly around her body and stared at the rocky, red soil. No tears, El Shaddai. Please, I don’t want to shed more tears.


    Job stepped toward her and reached out his hand, but she drew back like a frightened child. “I simply want to sit by the fire and talk to you about El Shaddai before we arrive in Uz.” His eyes were tender. Clear, as Nogahla had mentioned before. “I won’t hurt you. Look at me, Dinah.”


    But how could she ever look at him again? Their first encounter had been her hysterical nightmare, and now she had accused him of planning a despicable act with his soon-to-be daughter-in-law. Why wouldn’t he pack her things and send her back to Abba Jacob’s camp right now? Suddenly she realized she and Nogahla were very much the same. They both lived in terror of being rejected by their masters.


    Stiffly, Dinah moved to the fire and sat near the flames. She would listen to Job. She would even speak if required. But she could not look at him.


    Job’s patience unnerved her. The fire popped and cracked. Several sparks flew heavenward before he finally broke the silence. “Tell me about Prince Shechem, Dinah. Did you love him?”


    Her breath caught. She blinked hard, breathed fast, fought the emotion. No one had ever asked her—not even her imas had cared to know. She threw a piece of dried dung on the fire. Maybe he’d ask a different question.


    “Dinah, please. I saw the way you cared for Grandfather Isaac in his last days. I know you have a heart full of love. You were so young when Simeon and Levi rescued you. Did you believe you were married when Prince Shechem took you to his bed?”


    “How dare you ask me such intimate questions!” Her outburst startled even her. “Not even my abba spoke of such things!” Dinah balled her fists, willing their trembling to cease.


    Job waited, but she couldn’t restrain her tears much longer. Panicked, she tried to scurry to her feet, but Job’s strong hand held her fast. “Stop running, Dinah. Stop hiding. Tell me what happened at Shechem.” His eyes pierced her. “I visited Grandfather Isaac at harvesttime and shearing every year, but I never knew you were in his camp until last week. Why did you hide for fifteen years, Dinah?”


    “They made me hide because they were ashamed of me!” Her tortured scream echoed in the desert sky, racking her body with sobs. Job released her arm as if she were leprous. Was it revulsion on his face? Shock? Horror? Bowing her head, she let the tears flow quietly, too spent to care.


    A screech owl called out in the distance. Job moved closer. “Dinah, listen to me.” He touched her shoulder, and she flinched. “I’m sorry,” he said, releasing a sigh. “Please, Dinah. Did you love Shechem?”


    “Yes, yes, I loved him,” she cried, “and he loved me.” Dinah glared at the man who would determine her future. Replacing the shield of pain and bitterness around her heart, she wiped her cheeks. “He loved me, Job. Is that so hard to believe? Why can’t anyone believe a man could love me?”


    Job placed one arm around Dinah’s shoulders, and she felt his tenderness but no passion. The simple act dismantled her fragile defenses. She hugged her knees tightly, burying her face in a private world of release.


    Job let her cry, let the silence do its healing work. Then, when her tears had slowed, he said softly, “Dinah, I must ask you another hard question. It is not to judge you or chastise you but to ultimately free you from the pain you’re feeling right now.” He laid his cheek on the top of her head like a caring father with a small child. “Did you know it was wrong to submit to Prince Shechem before receiving your abba’s and El Shaddai’s blessing?”


    Dinah closed her eyes and pulled away from his embrace. She started to stand and go back to her tent when Job grasped her arm. “Answer me, Dinah.”


    She pulled away roughly and wiped the tears. “Will you at least send a guard to accompany me back to my abba’s household?” Laughing bitterly, she added, “Or do I deserve whatever a bandit gives me?”


    Job reached for her again, rising to his knees, and this time he grasped her hands gently. “Please answer, Dinah. It’s important that you say the words aloud.”


    “Yes. I knew!” she said, ripping her hands away from him. “I knew that lying with Shechem before receiving Abba’s blessing was wrong, but I did it anyway.” Tears came again. “This may be impossible for someone like you to understand—someone who has lived a blessed life without pain or struggle. But Shechem was the first person who ever loved me, Job, and I simply couldn’t say no.”


    Job drew out a knife from his belt. A rush of fear coursed through her, and Dinah instinctively tensed to run. But just as suddenly, resignation settled like a shroud. It was the fate she should have shared with her husband twenty years ago. She closed her eyes and waited for the blow.


    Instead, she heard Job rise to his feet and walk away. She watched him retrieve a lamb that had been tethered to his tent. He led the perfect little creature back to where she stood by the fire.


    “Dinah, we all sin—every one of us—and sin brings death. But El Shaddai taught Adam and Noah and Abraham the way to atone for our sins through blood.” He knelt by the lamb, looked up at Dinah, and then slit the lamb’s throat.


    “No!” She fell to her knees. “What are you doing? Why did you kill this helpless creature?” She began to shake, anger welling up as the lamb’s blood poured out. “I thought you were kind and gentle, but you’re as ruthless and uncaring as all men.” She had heard of Abba Jacob’s and Grandfather’s blood sacrifices, but as a woman, she had never been allowed to witness their offerings.


    “The lamb died, Dinah, so you could live.” Job’s steady, calm voice broke through her bitterness. “This is El Shaddai’s way of freeing us from the weight of our sin. As the priest of my family, I make regular offerings for my children just in case they’ve cursed God in their hearts.” Job touched her hand, and the lamb’s blood smeared on her wrist. “You are soon to become my daughter-in-law. I make this offering for you,” he said. “Now you must release your shame.”


    She stared at him in disbelief. “How can you give me to your son now, knowing the shame that hangs on me like filthy rags?”


    “I will offer this lamb to El Shaddai as a burnt offering, Dinah. By morning, nothing will be left of it.” Job stood and helped Dinah to her feet. “What shame?” he asked. “I see no filthy rags on you.” Turning away, he began the priestly work of preparing the animal for offering. Dinah watched in silent wonder for a few moments before returning to her tent.


    Nogahla met her with wide, questioning eyes, but Dinah was too numb to explain. “We will speak of it in the morning,” she promised, and then drifted to sleep with the sweet aroma of roasted lamb in her dreams.
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    ~Genesis 3:1, 4–5~


    Now the serpent was more crafty than any of the wild animals the Lord God had made.... “You will not surely die,” the serpent said to the woman. “For God knows that when you eat of [the forbidden fruit] your eyes will be opened, and you will be like God, knowing good and evil.”


    The public dining hall of Sitis’s cliff-hewn palace buzzed with midday activity. Beggars, widows, and orphans filled every table in the large, square room with its high ceilings and private courtyard. She gazed into the sea of hungry faces seated on the benches and chairs, while more of the needy waited outside to partake of Job’s daily provision. Household guards stood at each table to keep order, and the mingling odors of dirty bodies and barley gruel saturated the air. Sitis waved away a fly from her face and wondered if her husband ever dreamed they’d feed this many people each day.


    Everyone in the house was busy serving, even Sitis’s old nursemaid. “Nada, put your tray down and hurry over to Ennon’s house.” Sitis, her own hands full, motioned with her head for one of the other servants to take Nada’s tray. “Tell his lazy wife to come help us.” Sitis took a quick inventory of her other children and counted all three daughters serving, as well as her other five daughters-in-law. Her seventh son had never settled down long enough to marry. “Tell Ennon’s lounging princess that if she refuses to dish up gruel, she’ll not wear my son’s gold.”


    Nada was already pressing her wide body through the narrow aisles, fists balled on hips, marching off to deliver the ultimatum to the prodigal in-law. Sitis watched her go and mumbled, “Job should have let me pick Ennon’s wife. I would have chosen Bela’s daughter. At least that girl knows how to work.” A little wicked delight teased Sitis’s heart as she imagined Nada’s stormy reprimand to Ennon’s wife.


    But the reality of toothless beggars, dirty children, and sickly women closed in around her. Did Job think his household could save the world?


    Pressing on a smile like a potter working half-dried clay, Sitis tightened her grip on her serving bowl and ladle. She dabbed her forehead with the back of her hand and bent down to serve. “Widow Orma, would you like more barley broth?”


    The old woman’s eyes were cloudy but perceptive as she rose from the widows’ table. “Mistress, why don’t you allow me to serve your guests today? Your husband has been gone for nearly a full moon, and you’ve been working too hard.” A little mischief played on the old woman’s wiry gray brows. “Have you had your motherly talk with Uzahmah before her betrothal banquet?”


    Sitis’s baked-on smile broke into genuine pleasure. Widow Orma was her favorite of all the widows who regularly came for provisions. She almost made this degrading charade worthwhile. “No, Orma. I’ve had little time to do anything but keep up with household duties.”


    The widow gently relieved Sitis of ladle and serving bowl. “Go, dear. Every day this household serves those of us who have no food. Let me serve today, and you rest.”


    Though Sitis perceived no judgment in Orma’s words, a twinge of guilt shadowed her heart. She didn’t really despise serving the needy—at least, not as much as she used to. It was just that she had so many preparations for Uzahmah and Elihu’s betrothal banquet. “Thank you, Orma. Job and Elihu should both be arriving in three days, and I want to have everything ready to surprise them.”


    The widow smiled her good-bye and began serving. Sitis watched for a moment—the way the old woman leaned close, spoke quietly, touched a shoulder, listened well. I suppose if you had nothing or no one else, you could spend your days listening and serving as if you hadn’t a care in the world.


    Sitis hurried past the sweaty bodies and emerged through the heavy red-gold tapestry into the small, dark hallway. Oil lamps sputtered on shelves niched into the rock walls, and Sitis closed her eyes, breathing deeply. Crushed cloves and dried mint bathed her battered senses. The relief of this place was like water to a parched desert soul.


    Would she ever grow accustomed to the foulness of the poor? As Ishmael’s granddaughter, Sitis had grown up in the most luxurious desert tents and thought Job’s ideas of charity a coarse knot to untangle. She chuckled to herself. In forty years of marriage, serving maid was only one of many masks she wore to maintain their relationship—a small price to pay for ten beautiful children and the prospect of grandchildren someday.


    Taking a long, cleansing breath of the sweet-smelling spices, Sitis proceeded to the private banquet hall, where the gifts and decorations for Uzahmah’s betrothal banquet lay spread out on tables. Her fingers brushed lightly over the shiny silver cups she’d purchased from Aramean merchants yesterday. She lifted a bronze plate and checked her image in its shiny reflection. Hmm, more fine lines under your eyes, Sitis. Her black hair was streaked with a few gray strands, and the rosy cheeks of youth were gone.


    “Yes, Sitis-girl, you’re as beautiful as when we were thirteen.”


    The deep, resonant voice made Sitis jump, and she nearly dropped the plate. “Sayyid! What are you doing sneaking into my house? You’ll give me more gray hair!”


    Her childhood friend walked toward her confidently, regally, as befitted a wealthy grain merchant. With mischief in his voice, he bowed and said, “I’ve come to ask the mistress of the house if she’ll require more grain for the grand occasion of her youngest daughter’s betrothal banquet.”


    “Oh, stand up.” Sitis waved away his antics like flies in the beggars’ hall, but she couldn’t wave away the smile that always came with his presence. “You know we have more than enough grain. You’ve been generous as always, my friend.”


    Sayyid’s eyes lost their playful glint, and his usual gentle gaze captured Sitis’s heart. “I’ve brought something special for Uzahmah.” He glanced around the empty banquet room as if ensuring they were alone. Reaching into the folds of his robe, he produced a leather pouch that appeared heavy with its contents. “Just as I gave you the gift of Ishmaelite wisdom so long ago, so I wish to grant life to your daughter.” He loosened the string and let three perfectly crafted Ishmaelite goddesses fall into his hand: Al-Uzza, Al-Lat, and Manat.


    Sitis gasped. “Oh, Sayyid, they’re exactly like the ones you gave me, when...” Tears welled up, and her throat tightened with emotion. “When Job’s God had forgotten me, you gave me the goddesses, and I never miscarried again.” She couldn’t meet his gaze. This wasn’t something a woman talked about with a man, but Sayyid wasn’t just any man. His family had been tenant farmers in her father’s camp, and Sayyid had loved her once—many years ago. “My daughters were a gift from our Ishmaelite deities.” She finally looked up and was startled at the ferocity of his expression.


    “Job almost killed you, expecting you to bear sons like the herds of Edom. No woman can bear three sets of twins in six years and survive.” Sayyid’s anger at Job still burned after all these years, but Sitis had learned to keep the men apart—though the two remained close in her heart.


    “It wasn’t Job who mistreated me, Sayyid,” she said, reaching out to stroke his cheek. “My husband loves me. It was Job’s God, El Shaddai, who forgot me.” Letting her hand fall again to her side, she felt the familiar hardness overshadow her at the mention of Yahweh. “It was just as you’ve always told me, Sayyid. El Shaddai is a man’s God and doesn’t hear the pleas of a woman longing for a child.” She gently placed each of the three images on the table in front of them. “I told Job that our daughters’ names proclaimed their Ishmaelite heritage, but their names were truly reminders of my fertility goddesses.” She transferred a kiss from her finger to the head of each of the goddesses. “Alathah was named for Al-Lat, Manathah for Manat, and Uzahmah for the almighty goddess Al-Uzza.” Turning to Sayyid, she smiled tenderly and kissed his cheek. “And of course, they always remind me of my childhood friend, who rescues me whenever I need him.”
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    The ground shook, and shouting pierced the first rays of dawn. Chaos exploded in Job’s camp. Dinah saw an ox run past her tent, a herdsman in pursuit. She threw off the heavy furs that had warmed her through her first dreamless sleep since childhood, and she shot straight up on her goatskin rug. The aroma of sacrificial lamb had completely faded.


    Nogahla was huddled in her arms before Dinah was fully awake. “Nogahla,” Dinah whispered, “go hide under that mound of blankets. They mustn’t find you.” Marauders often came just before dawn, and if Job’s caravan was indeed under attack, raiders would soon burst into their tent.


    “But mistress, where will you hide?” The girl’s voice trembled as she scrambled toward the blankets.


    Nogahla pulled her last fingertip under the woolen mound, and Dinah listened to the sounds around her. Instead of the clomping of camels’ gallops, she heard the pounding thunder of horses’ hooves. Now Job’s servants were crying out more in confusion than fear.


    “What is going on out there?” Dinah said. Gathering her courage, she moved toward the slender shaft of sunrise cutting through the front of their tent. She peered through, watching Job and a portly Sabean sheik walk calmly toward the fire, while the rest of the camp continued to stir. She couldn’t quite make out the other man’s features in the pre-dawn glow.


    “That’s odd,” Dinah whispered. “There’s something familiar about that sheik.”


    When the confusion began to settle, Nogahla peeked from beneath the blankets and asked, “Is everybody dead?”


    Casting a chastising glance at the girl, Dinah reached for her head covering and cautiously opened the tent flap. She bowed to exit, and when she straightened to full height, she met the gaze of the Sabean sheik seated by Job—a man she’d indeed met before. His hatred burned her cheeks like hot coals. Dinah recoiled blindly into the tent, nearly knocking the center post to the ground. Elohim, not him, not now.


    “Mistress, are you all right?” Nogahla had emerged from her woolen fortress and caught Dinah as she stumbled backward. Fear clouded her features when she glimpsed Dinah’s expression. “Have they harmed Master Job?”


    “No, Nogahla,” Dinah whispered, regaining her balance more readily than her composure. “Master Job is well.” She glanced around frantically, trying to discern what they could pack quickly into small bags. “We must hurry and pack a few things. Master Job will be sending us back to my abba’s camp any moment now.” Who knew if Job would allow them to take a camel or donkey—or if they would be cast out of the camp to find their way on foot.
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    Job’s guards had been taken unawares, and the lead guide was now before Job on his knees. “Master, forgive us. The horses approached more swiftly and quietly than camels.” This man knew every desert and mountain trail like the back of his two-fingered hand. He was rugged, capable, and not known for making excuses. “Who would expect a troop of horses this far from Egypt?” the guide added, twisting his two fingers fiercely, awaiting the reprimand of a master whose camp had been turned upside down with fright.


    “I understand,” Job said, placing a calming hand on the guide’s shoulder. “But because we’re near a port city, my friend, you can never know when my spice-trading cousin Zophar will turn up.”


    The guide issued a scathing glance at the rotund, red-haired sheik on the lead horse, who was now laughing hysterically. Job could see his guide’s anger building, but he had bigger problems than the man’s wounded pride.


    “All is forgiven,” Job said, “but my oxen seem to be headed toward the cliff.” Job pointed toward the jagged granite bluffs a few hundred paces away, and the man leapt to his feet, shouting commands at his herdsmen.


    “Must you always make a grand entrance, Zophar?” Job shouted above the confusion as he approached Zophar’s sleek black stallion.


    Zophar ambled off the beast and hurried over, slapping Job on the back. “My ships arrived yesterday in Elath, and some merchants brought word that you were camped in these hills above the city. I know I should have sent messengers announcing my arrival, but I wanted to surprise you.”


    “Well, you almost received the surprise welcome of my javelin,” Job said good-naturedly, guiding his cousin to the camp’s fire.


    “You were always quite skilled with the javelin, cousin,” Zophar said, impishly checking his shoulder muscle. Job nudged his hand away and the two tussled like boys at play. The chill of the desert still lingered, but the warmth of shared lives erased years of separation.


    “I had forgotten Grandfather Esau took special pride in your weaponry training as a youth,” Zophar said with a final shove.


    “Just as Great-Abba took special interest in your trading skills.” Job chuckled and nodded at the horses behind them. “So tell me, my ambitious cousin. What sort of bargain have you struck with Egypt to gain such stallions?”


    “Well, cousin, to trade in horses, one must be prepared to give Pharaoh what he wants—cinnamon.” Zophar leaned close so he could be heard over the continuing state of confusion. “But between you and me, camels are much better suited to carry my mighty physique.” He patted his ample middle and showcased it proudly before lowering himself awkwardly onto a rug by the fire.


    Job delighted in hearing Zophar’s latest venture, envying just a little his ability to live life with such abandon, such zeal. Soon after their days together in the House of Shem, Esau had arranged a marriage for Zophar to the daughter of a wealthy Sabean spice merchant. Zophar traveled to southern Arabia to help spread the teachings of the Most High to the Ishmaelites, and at the same time to learn every detail of the lucrative spice trade. Within a short time Zophar married a second wife, gaining access to the ancient Sabean secrets of water channeling and sailing through his second father-in-law—a sailor by trade. Now he was the wealthiest spice trader in the East, and the teachings of the Most High had become the responsibility of another disciple of Shem, Sitis’s brother, Bildad.


    “I see you have new rings, Zophar.” Job lifted one eyebrow as he crossed his legs and lowered himself easily onto a rug beside his cousin.


    Zophar inspected his chubby fingers, heavy with gold and gemstone-covered rings. “Perhaps I do have a new trinket or two since I saw you last, but—”


    “No, cousin. I mean those dark circles under your eyes that tell me you’ve been working too hard and sleeping too little.” Job felt like a nagging wife, but Zophar looked tired and unkempt—unusual for this fastidiously fashionable merchant. Zophar waved off his concern, but Job probed further. “Tell me, cousin, is this the first you’ve returned to Edom since your trade journey to Saba two years ago?”


    Zophar closed his eyes, inhaled deeply, and expelled what seemed to be the exhaustion of two full years. “Finally, I am on my way home, Job. I was delayed because a large group of Sabeans booked passage on my spice ship.” Ducking his head conspiratorially, Zophar nodded at the eleven horsemen who’d accompanied him. “Those Sabeans and their friends tested my patience to the limit, asking for more time to gather provisions for their new settlement in Moab. What was I to do? They’d already paid a handsome price for their passage—much of which purchased my trade cargo for this voyage.”


    Job glanced again at Zophar’s Sabean escort, and indeed they appeared to be a surly group. The gemstone hilts on their curved jambiyas glinted in the morning sun. Worn at the center of their belts, the double-edged daggers were a bold warning that quickly defined a Sabean’s tribe.


    Job glanced at Zophar’s belt. No jambiya. Testimony that Zophar was still torn between the varied traditions he called home. He had lived in Saba only ten years before returning to Canaan with his wives and children to establish his trade routes through Edom, Arabia, and Egypt. But still Zophar dressed in Ishmaelite robes and wore the all-white ghutrah of a Sabean sheik instead of the black-and-white keffiyeh of his Canaanite neighbors. When asked why he refused the unique wool blend of Canaan’s head scarf, Zophar joked that the Sabean ghutrah accentuated his rugged good looks, but Job knew the real reason for his refusal. The keffiyehs were woven from the speckled and spotted wool of Uncle Jacob’s flocks, and Zophar had long ago rejected anything from Uncle Jacob.


    “Anyway, I waited for that Sabean group and their Egyptian horses,” Zophar whispered, cocking his thumb at his rough-looking escort, “and we finally set sail four moons ago.” Zophar glanced around distractedly, finally settling on Job’s guide. “Whatever possessed you to hire a caravan guide missing three fingers?”


    Job chuckled. “My servant Atif recommended him highly. Now, don’t change the subject.” He backhanded Zophar’s chest. “How did you ever make it through the Gulf of Aqaba in the winter? Wasn’t it monsoon season?”


    Zophar dissolved into yet another fit of laughter, and the sound warmed Job’s heart like the camp’s fire chasing away the morning chill. “Only by the hand of El Shaddai and the secrets of Sabean seafaring did we sail through the headwinds of Aqaba in the winter.” Zophar slapped his knee, continued his story, and scanned the remainder of Job’s camp. “It was not a pleasant trip with one hundred Sabean ruffians and fifty Egyptian horses!”


    Job listened in utter delight and laughed quietly, more amused by Zophar’s inability to concentrate than by his storytelling abilities. As a boy in the House of Shem, Zophar had found it nearly impossible to sit still and learn the teachings of the Most High. But give him a topic to debate, and even the finest teachers couldn’t refute his quick and agile mind.


    Wrapped in fond memories, Job was startled when Zophar’s easy banter ceased and his features turned to stone. Eyes flaming, Zophar jumped to his feet, his chubby hands balled into fists and trembling. “What is she doing here?”


    “What? Who?” Job stood beside him, looking in the direction of his cousin’s gaze, but he couldn’t imagine what would have turned Zophar’s mood so quickly.


    “That murderess of Shechem!”


    Job immediately glanced at Dinah’s tent.


    “Yes, her!” Zophar screamed. “How could you allow her to defile your camp?”


    At first, shock seized Job’s throat. How did Zophar even recognize Dinah? “Zophar, be quiet. She’ll hear you.” He glimpsed Dinah’s retreating form and saw the rest of his caravan standing like statues. Everyone heard him. Anger flared in Job, but when he turned to Zophar, he saw the man’s anger fall away like a snake shedding skin in the desert. Is that fear I see in you, Zophar?


    Baffled, Job sighed deeply and said, “Tell me why you suddenly look frightened.”


    “Because she’s like a disease, Job. She’ll infect your household—like leprosy!”


    Job reached out and tried to calm Zophar, but he backed away. “This is ridiculous,” Job said, trying to keep his tone even. “Tell me how you know Dinah.”


    Zophar’s eyes bulged, the veins in his forehead and neck straining with the force of his voice. “Everyone knows her, Job! From the Nile to the Euphrates, men have heard of her treachery against the Shechemites.”


    “You, Zophar!” Job grabbed the front of Zophar’s robe, squeezing the fine linen between white knuckles. “I asked how you know Dinah. I don’t want the retelling of shepherds’ tales and traders’ gossip.”


    Zophar slapped away Job’s hand and smoothed the front of his robe, his face pinched like a sun-dried fig. “When I returned from Saba with my wives to establish my household in Naamah, the Canaanites hated me because Uncle Jacob had poisoned them against Esau’s descendants. But King Hamor of Shechem was generous and kind and spoke on my behalf, saying Edomite trade routes would benefit generations to come. Prince Shechem was the best of Hamor’s sons—the most honorable young man I’d ever met. They were my friends, Job.” Stabbing his finger toward Dinah’s tent, he said, “That woman seduced the prince so her brothers could murder and loot the town to fill Jacob’s tents with gold. I was on the road between Shechem and Bethel when Uncle Jacob’s caravan passed by. I saw her dressed in the bloody rags of royalty, sitting on top of a cart full of Shechemite plunder.”


    “Enough!” Job’s defenses rose to fury. “You know nothing about Dinah or the real story or the pain she has borne all these years! This young woman is responsible for her sin alone. Not her brothers’ or Jacob’s.” Job continued relentlessly, as if Dinah’s battle had somehow become his own. “I have made the proper sacrifices for her sin—whatever small part she might have played in the awful tragedy. She stands forgiven before El Shaddai.”


    The shock on Zophar’s face was palpable. “How can you say she is forgiven, Job? Her treachery continues long past Shechem. During my trade visits to Isaac’s Hebron camp, I watched her coddle and cajole our grandfather. She is as conniving as her abba, trying to ensure her future by—”


    “Stop right there, Zophar!” Job warned. “She is part of my household now.”


    Zophar’s face was as white as his ghutrah. He grabbed Job’s shoulders and shook him. “A part of your household? No, Job! Tell me you have not betrayed your vow to Sitis and taken that woman as your wife!”


    Job measured Zophar’s question. “If you can take a second wife, Zophar, why can’t I?” he said with icy calm.


    “Because you promised!” He shoved Job’s chest, knocking him back. “You promised Sitis that she would be your only wife—as Rebekah was to Grandfather Isaac. No, Job, you didn’t. Tell me you didn’t!”


    Job stood his ground and stared at Zophar defiantly, his heart pounding in his ears. Of course he would never break his vow to Sitis, but for the first time in his life, he refused to explain himself. He and Zophar had disagreed many times, but somehow this felt different. A chasm had formed between them that no words could bridge.


    “I am taking her home to marry Ennon,” he said, expressionless. “But regardless, she is forgiven, Zophar. She is forgiven by El Shaddai—even though you and Uncle Jacob and Great-Abba Esau have seemingly forgotten how to forgive.”


    Zophar’s face turned scarlet with rage. “She has cast her seductive spell on you—just like she did on Prince Shechem. She’ll ruin your household. Mark my words.”


    “I am under no spell, Zophar. And Dinah is no longer under the weight of her shame.” Job shook his head, feeling the weariness of his travels and this futile argument. “If you would just talk with her, you would see the great love she had for Grandfather Isaac, and you would understand his dying wish that she marry Ennon.”


    Shock drained all of Zophar’s anger, and his eyes welled with tears. The sudden silence stole Job’s breath. How cruel to tell Zophar of Grandfather’s death in such a thoughtless way.


    “Forgive me, cousin.” Job hung his head. “Grandfather Isaac finally rests with Father Abraham.”


    No one spoke. The camp noise swelled, the oxen finally corralled for travel, tents falling to be packed and loaded.


    Finally, Zophar spoke into the dying fire. “I didn’t know Grandfather as you knew him, Job. I passed through Isaac’s camp only occasionally on my trade routes. I didn’t study the teachings with him as you did.”


    Job turned to Zophar, waiting for him to meet his gaze. He wouldn’t. “Zophar, my cousin-brother, Grandfather Isaac commanded that Ennon marry Dinah because their offspring is the only hope of bringing Abraham’s covenant blessing into Esau’s clan.”


    Zophar’s head snapped up. “So Grandfather Isaac forced you to take Dinah?” He gave a sardonic smile. “Uncle Jacob must have finally persuaded him to rid his clan of that woman’s shame.”


    Job felt as if he’d swallowed white-hot embers. “Don’t ever speak of my daughter-in-law that way again, Zophar. Dinah is a beautiful woman who has been wrongfully accused and shamefully treated all her life.”


    Fury returned to Zophar’s features. “How can you be so blind?” He picked up a handful of dust and flung it at Job’s chest.


    “That’s enough,” a woman’s quiet voice said from behind them. Dinah’s features were a detached facade that hid her pain beautifully. Nogahla stood beside her, poised as if she might dart back to their tent at any moment.


    Turning to Job, Dinah asked, “Will you provide a guide for Nogahla and me to return to Abba Jacob’s household?” Job saw triumph on Zophar’s face and deadness in Dinah’s eyes. “Now that you’ve heard Zophar’s recounting, I’m sure you’ve changed your mind about me.”


    Job’s heart broke at the old shame hanging anew on Dinah this morning. Last night’s lamb would be worthless ashes if Dinah returned to Jacob’s bitterness. “No, I will not hire a guide for you and Nogahla to return.”


    Dinah squeezed her eyes shut and turned. Grasping Nogahla’s hand, she started down the path to Elath, each woman carrying two small packs.


    Before Job could call Dinah back, Zophar laughed and said, “Come back here. Even you don’t deserve what a bandit would do to you on the way back to Hebron. You can travel with one of my spice caravans along the coastal mountains. They’ll find your thieving abba somewhere between Beersheba and Hebron, I’m sure.”


    Dinah stopped but didn’t turn, and Nogahla simply looked up at her mistress. Waiting.


    “No, Zophar,” Job shouted loudly enough for Dinah and Nogahla to hear. “I refuse to release her to Jacob’s household. Grandfather Isaac promised Dinah to my son Ennon, and I will not give her safe passage unless he refuses her.”


    “Why?” Dinah dropped Nogahla’s hand and rushed at the two men, all pretense gone. “Why not send me back now and be done with it? You know your son will hold the same opinion of me as this—this—” She motioned to Zophar, her tone laced with disgust.


    “Be careful, Dinah,” Job said quietly amid her storm of words. “I would not allow him to accuse you unjustly, nor will I allow you to dishonor Zophar in my presence.”


    “How can you say he accuses me unjustly?” Tears threatened to overflow her beautiful long lashes, but she swiped at both eyes with the back of her hand. “You know what I’ve done! Send me back! Don’t make me wait for the humiliation of your son’s refusal.” More tears threatened, but she valiantly guarded her veil of dignity.


    “Send her back, Job.” Zophar gripped Job’s arm, pleading. “If you force Ennon to marry her, he will become a laughingstock in Edom.”


    Job gently covered Zophar’s iron grip. “And what of El Shaddai’s forgiveness? What of Isaac’s wish? What of Abraham’s blessing to Esau’s clan? Do none of these mean anything to you, my cousin-brother? Does a woman’s heart and soul mean so little?”


    Zophar jerked his hand away. “Take caution, cousin. This woman will destroy your household.” He looked at Dinah and spit on the ground at her feet. “I don’t care if Grandfather Isaac believed you carry Abraham’s covenant blessing in your womb. Your abba is a liar and a thief, and your brothers are murderers. You’re no better.”


    Dinah turned and grabbed Nogahla’s hand on her way back to their tent. Zophar marched to his horse without another word and disappeared with his Sabean escort in a cloud of red dust.


    Job stood quietly, turning slowly in a full circle, amazed that his servants had dismantled his camp in the short time it had taken for him and Zophar to dismantle a lifelong kinship. Nearly everything was ready for travel into the port town of Elath, where they would trade livestock for gifts and gather supplies for the final three days of their journey to Uz. Only Dinah’s tent was still standing, but he wasn’t yet prepared for the confrontation sure to come. He decided instead to walk toward a beautiful outcropping of rocks about a hundred paces toward the sun, overlooking the city below. He needed some time with El Shaddai.


    Many mornings during the past five years, on his journeys home from Grandfather Isaac’s camp, Job had found a comfortable cleft in the rocks and rested his back against the rough red stone until the whisper of El Elyon’s truth resonated in his soul. Of course, God Most High had never spoken to him. Such a miracle was reserved only for those who possessed the covenant blessing, but perhaps someday one of Ennon’s sons would hear the voice of El Shaddai.


    What would it be like to hear You speak, El Elyon? Would a man ever be the same?
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