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Section 1


	 


	Mary plucked a flower, brought it to her face, closed her eyes and took a deep breath of the sweet-spicy smell. Oh, how good, how tasty! It is a pity that soon Passover. Soon it will be necessary with my parents to go to Jerusalem again. Of course, her father will buy her all sorts of jewelry, you only need to show him what you like, and it's great. But she didn’t like that after the holiday in the synagogues they would stop asking God to give rain to the earth. The real heat will come, and even with God it will make sense to beg only morning dew.


	Although it was necessary to ask for dew a couple of weeks ago. It took half a month, as not a single drop fell on completely dry land. A little more and the land flowing with milk and honey will turn into a rocky desert. Flowers will wither and no longer smell , herbs dry out. All living things that can hide will hide from the scorching sun. Her campaigns to their olive grove on the outskirts of Tsiporia will also end.


	Maria turned over on her back and, rolling the little stalk between her fingers, tried to find at least one cloud in the sky. In vain. She loved so much these past few weeks, when the winter rains came to an end, began in the spring warm sun, but the land has not yet turned into a scattering of assorted stones. Stones, stones, stones alone is here. Small grains of sand, larger stones, broken in by the wind, sharp, which are capable of hurting the feet, boulders.


	Oh, so good, asking mother if she need anything to help, and when you hear her usual words, run out of the gate, turn right and up the hill at the end of the street, run between the olive trees and stretch out in the shadow of the oldest and the most branchy tree in the garden. And then lie down, dream, invent what will happen tomorrow, or in a week, or even next year.


	 


	 


	




Section 2


	 


	Her service in the Temple ended three years ago. A week before she was twelve, her parents came to Jerusalem for her. They brought a sacrifice - a three-year-old ram, a beautiful, large, combed out animal, without a single spike. The poor man was so exhausted for a long road, that, being unloaded on the ground, with difficulty, swayed, he rose to his feet. Mary did not like to see the sacrifice offered. And, although Shohet deprived the lives of animals in such a way as to bring them the minimum of suffering, the sight of blood always turned it away from this sight. Therefore, she asked for help from her mentor to stay with her parents until the next morning. The family stayed at the inn, which was used only by distinguished guests of the capital, who can afford this expensive pleasure.


	“You are well done, my girl,” said the father. “The high priest says only good words about you. You have served our Lord well. However, in a few days your Bat Mitzvah will pass, and according to the law of Moses you will become an adult, and you will no longer be able to be at the Temple. Tomorrow morning our ram sacrificed, and in the evening we will go home. We spend the night somewhere on the way back. I do not like Jerusalem, it is too noisy, and there are so many visitors that you can find local ones with great difficulty.”


	“Dad, we will not go to see how they will sacrifice?” Maria asked her father, firmly clinging to him and hiding his face in the folds of his clothes. She knew that her father would like to stay in Jerusalem, saying that he simply do not want to upset her.


	In fact, Joakim really liked the capital, and he also wanted his child to serve in the Temple, especially since Anna’s family tree allowed it. Joachim was very sorry that “the Lord of the World” gave him only one child, and a girl, not a boy.


	Mary knew all this. They explained something to her, she learned something from overheard adult conversations. Age of majority ... Soon her period will begin, and God forbid, she will defile the shrine with her presence. Tears welled in her eyes, and she hugged her father even tighter. He felt it and, stroking her head, said:


	- Nothing, nothing. Do not worry my little bird. You probably missed the house?


	Maria sniffled and nodded.


	- That's good. Tomorrow home.


	Now, lying in the shade of the trees, she thought that it was good that grandfather had left a good heritage to his father. Spacious house that was built by the Syrian craftsman in the Greek style. It was well blown and even on the hottest days there were corners in it, in which it was possible to hide from the unbearable heat. Joachim owned an olive grove, which gave a good harvest, butter-making, where they made oil, which turned into a decent income on the Nazareth market. My father hired workers who took care of the trees, cut something, and loosened something near the trunks. Somewhere far outside the city, several people grazed a large herd of goats belonging to their family, milked them, making cheese according to a family recipe, others worked at sheep, cut their wool, so that the owner could sell it to weavers on market days in Nazareth or Jerusalem.


	She knew that sooner or later, her father would find her groom and she would leave her parent’s house. This is written in the Torah, and no one can proceed to the Law. She imagined a man who would become her husband, waited for a wedding and at the same time was afraid of starting an independent life. At her father worked a young guy whose name was John. He commanded all the shepherds who worked for her father, although he was only twenty years old. Her father singled him out among other workers as soon as he came to be employed. The guy was smart, hardworking and had all the makings of a leader. Sometimes Maria thought about him, because he was handsome and she liked him very much. But  Joakim's daughter never told anyone. She was afraid to admit it even to herself. And the head of the shepherds, he is just the same as the owner’s daughter. Of course, he understood that Joachim would agree to give his only daughter for him, a miracle must happen. But he is not very religious, because he has to work from dawn to dusk, and do not believe in miracles.


	 


	




Section 3


	 


	At the very edge of the olive grove, two men took rest. The one, whose name was Bilam, was young, no older than thirty, tall and strong in the shoulders. He tied a donkey to a tree, and, having untied the bag, wanted to throw it on the ground.


	“Hey, what are you doing! Be careful,” the partner shouted at him. He was about fifty, but he looked seventy. It was evident that life patted him thoroughly.


	“That's okay, Beor, what are you? I can't joke anymore.”


	“Do you want to leave us without drinks? Get the jugs, put them on the ground and you can start joking,” the older one muttered grumpily. It was evident that, despite the short stature, thinness and general nondescript appearance, he was the leader in this small company.


	Bilam, glancing at the elder, gently lowered a bag of provisions to the ground and unpacked it. Straightening, he looked around. Place for a halt was just great. Not far from the city, but hidden from it by a hill. Large garden of olive trees, which gave saving shadow. And a lot of branches lying on the ground, remaining from the work carried out in the fall.


	“Again I have to do everything” he thought evilly, looking at his partner, who was already snoring in the shade of the tree. Bilam was constantly enraged that all the black and hard work was done to him, but he couldn’t say anything against it. He could carry a stolen ram on his back all day long, could knock a young bull with one blow on his forehead, could catch a chicken with one throw and unscrew her neck before it sighs. But to organize the theft of this sheep or to find a place where no one would notice the loss of the bull, with this he had problems. That is why he, while old and experienced Beor took him as his assistant, very rarely was full, but often a bit.


	When the fire had given enough coal, Bilam buried his last catch in it, and sat down next to watch the dinner being prepared, poking the roast poultry with a branch. Having finally made sure that the food was ready, he broke off a thick leg from the carcass and immediately heard the grumbling of the old man: "What, are you eating again without me, plague?" "Here is an old devil, and how does he always feel that dinner is ready?" the unsuccessful thief of a chicken leg was surprised once again. “I’ll have to gnaw wings and neck. Well, nothing, I still have bread, and I bought some vegetables on the market.” Beor often surprised a young partner with his habits. So, when they had money, he could afford the luxury of buying vegetables or fruits on the market, instead of stealing them, which was not difficult for the couple.


	After early yesterday morning, they lurched near a village potter, who had brought jugs made by him to the market early in the morning, they became owners of a donkey and a few coins. Apparently, the potter did not expect to sell a sufficient number of his products in order to buy something necessary for the house, so he took the money with him just in case. This time, Beor surprised Bilam again. He forbade to beat, much less kill the peasant. Moreover, he left both baskets with jugs whole. They left the baskets on the edge of the road, and the potter was taken into the shadow of a huge boulder and tied there. "Well, here. The people will wake up, someone will see the jugs, will guess that something happened to the owner. He will start calling him, he will respond. So he will not die," muttered contentedly, as if talking to himself, the old man. "Does it matter to you whether he will be alive or not?" asked Bilam. "Now we just walk away, he will start yelling." “Hey, man, don't scream ahead of time. We’ll be close enough. We’ll hear, come back and here he is,” Beor pointed a finger at his partner, “he will strangle you. Do you understand?” The bound captive, staring in dismay, nodded. “And you say he will start shouting. He will be silent,” the old thief cackled with his nasty laughter.


	Turning off the road and passing a few hours through a peopleless area, they came out to a small village. The young man remained guarding the stolen donkey, hiding in the wadi. And the older bought bread, vegetables and wine from a woman at the house, then filled a jug of water at a village source, returned to the place where his partner was hiding. Now they were ready for a long passage from the crime place. “We go to Zipory,” said Beor. “I know a good road, not very long and no have anyone. And there is a place for rest ... lick your finger. Olive grove, shady place... In general, beauty.”


	... Having satiated themselves, the robbers heartily lavished on the jug of wine.


	“I'll go and drain it,” the drunk old man announced to the younger one. “A, maybe I will do something more serious, and move on further. There is enough money for a couple of weeks, we will stay at some widow, and then we'll see.”


	Beor did not have time to hide behind the stones, and Bilam was already asleep, leaning back against a tree. He dreamed again of that damned dream that had tormented him since he remembered himself. He saw himself again as a little boy on a bright sunny day. Here he is crying and trying to escape from the hands of a bearded scary man. And from dusk on the contrary, from the second half of his dream, a woman's hand is reaching for him. He knows that this is the hand of the mother. He knows that she calls him, and he tries his best to hear her voice, but he does not succeed. He is so important, he so wants, finally, to hear his name, to know his name. But nothing works. Again, nothing happens. Only his own screams and the ugly, bleating bearded laughter are heard. Then there was a whistle, and it was strange, because in his usual nightmare it was not.


	Breaking out of sleep, Bilam realized that he heard their "secret" whistle with Beor. The whistle, that they warned of danger or called each other. Now the senior companion called him to him. Bilam quickly jumped up, for a couple of minutes he put his belongings in a bag and, putting him on a donkey, hurried to the call of his partner. In order not to cling to the branches of trees, he went out of the garden, and made a small hook behind a stone wall, focusing on the call. Suddenly, turning to one of the boulders, showing the edge of someone's possessions, he saw a very young girl lying motionless on the slope of a small hill.


	She was lying on her back, wide as a Roman crucifix, with arms and legs spread out. Her eyes were closed, her chest did not rise. From the corner of the mouth, from the broken lips flowed a stream of blood.


	“What is this? Who is it?” he backed away. When he fell on his back, having stumbled over a root sticking out of the ground, he heard a nasty, like the clucking of a disturbed chicken, Beor's laugh.


	“What, are you afraid ?”he asked. “I have been suffering with you for two years. Such a bull, and act like a woman. You are a coward that I haven't strength. What the girl did not see? Do you want her? I have already.” the old man leaned toward the lying girl and pulled up her dress.


	“No I do not want. Yes, she is dead. Did you kill her, and now you offer me?”


	The old rapist leaned over the face of the victim.


	“Live. I pressed her a little, so as not to scream. Well, come on quickly, and dump.”


	“No, I dont want. Later. Go here.”


	“Well, of course, you can take a donkey. But, now, no, my dear. You know, we always do everything equally. Do you want dodge from our deal. And then you hand over me on occasion, yes? It will not work, if anything, so we will hang on the neighboring pillars.”


	He grabbed the assistant by the collar and pushed to the girl. “Damn” thoughts Bilam. “I must escape from this pervert. It’s better not to be always full, but alive. And for such cases we, if not the Romans, then the Jews  will sent us to the forefathers.”


	But now there was nowhere to go. Beor did not throw words at the wind. Kills at night and find another partner. With him will be. Bilam tried to tune, but nothing worked. Yes, there is still Beor something squeaked from the side. An inexperienced rapist turned his head toward the old man: "What else do you want?" He stretched a tilted jug of oil to him: "On, drop on the hand, and it will go."


	Bilam did not remember what happened next. He was a healthy thirty-year-old man, who had not dealt with a woman for half a year already, so what should have earned, finally earned, albeit with oil. But, he did not remember whether he had mastered the young maiden body that didn’t react to him or didn’t carry his descendants where Beor demanded of him. He came round already far from the grove.


	They walked long and fast while they were strong enough. In the evening, having gone as far north as possible, the rapists stopped for the night.


	“Go to sleep, you still can't see anything,” the first issue commanded. “It doesn't seem like someone missed her. So you can calmly sleep off and do our passage in the morning on the chill, until it starts to hot.”


	Bilam did not answer. He was shaking from the very moment he left, he turned around and noticed that the girl they had raped was watching them go.


	“Damn, damn, damn!” he thought. “Why did it have to do? There is money. Well, impatient to you, old goat, so on any inn in front of you legs spread! There are always two or three harbors to choose from. Really it was impossible to wait. Oh, I feel, it will be trouble. "


	Bilam has long noticed the ability to feel great trouble. In such cases, he began to feel sick, right up to vomiting. True, there was no sense in this ability of his, therefore, it happened only after nothing could be returned back.


	“Now I’ll not run away from this old prodigal, he’ll hear,” he thought to himself, staring at the starry sky. “ And in the villages, too, they will notice a lonely stranger. Surrender to him if he starts asking. We'll have to wait when we get to the city. But, there, all, tear the claws, it is not too late. Otherwise, all this will not end well ... I wonder where this reptile will carry. Although, in principle, it is all the same. ”Having calmed down a bit of himself, tired of his experiences and long transition, Bilam fell asleep. This was the last dream in his short and unattractive life.


	 


	




Section 4


	 


	Bilam was right. Maria saw them. She regained consciousness when the men who had outraged her, walking away, were already hiding behind the trees. When someone clamped her mouth and hit her jaw, she didn’t have time to understand or see anything. The world disappeared in an instant. She did not feel anything when she was raped. She did not hear a conversation between rapists. When the consciousness returned, she saw two men retreating, dressed in the clothes of commoners. A profile of a very contented old man crashed into memory like a flash of lightning. And then the second, the younger, looked back. Eyes bulging from fear, cramped face. Maria for a moment even thought that looking at her, he asked for forgiveness for their actions. But then the elder called him and after a moment both robbers disappeared from sight.


	 


	Her head was buzzing. Cheek swelled from a hard blow. Broken lips are bleed. Unbearably sore lower abdomen. And yet, despite the pain in her entire body, she gradually came to her senses. There was no time feeling. The world existed separately from it, and the body separate from the mind. At first she felt that she could move her arms, then she was able to roll over on her right side. And immediately came back piercing sharp pain, as if a stone protruding from the ground, stuck into the lung. I had to lie still for some time, not moving, at first waiting for the stone to disappear. Her next achievement was that she could, having made several serpentine movements, crawl to the olive tree. Tears flowed becouse of the pain that had returned.


	“Help” she shouted, leaning on her elbow. "Help ... Strange," the girl was surprised. “Why can't I hear myself? Where is the voice? Did I scream now or not?”


	Maria tried to call for help again while listening to herself. However, only half-wheezes escaped from the throat - half-tone. It was clear that no one would hear her, and so far she would have to rely only on herself. After a long rest, she was angry with her helplessness, bit to the pain and so aching lips, crawled to the olive tree and with great difficulty could still lean her back against the tree. The girl then could not remember how much time she spent so, mindlessly looking at the low hills escaping into the distance. Then she screamed when an unexpected cramp strained her legs. Tears poured from his eyes. However, when the pain was released, she was able to stand up! Very slowly, letting go of one tree and, almost falling on the next, she moved through the garden to the house.


	“Maria!” she suddenly heard the voice of John. The young man, when he was given free time, and Joachim was not at home, found her in the garden or in the courtyard, and occasionally casting loving glances at her, talked to her. He told her about what had happened to the herd in the time since the last meeting, how a goat was entangled in the bush, or how his careless subordinates work, and how he cares about the property of the goat. He decorated his stories with funny details, and Maria laughed loudly at them, sometimes even forgetting that she was near her mother and that she was the owner's daughter. Anna looked at the young people with sadness and quietly sighed. She liked her husband’s assistant, it was evident that he didn’t like the soul that he could become a good husband to her, but she understood perfectly well that Joachim would find a richer groom, some of the sons of his trading partners. And why was this necessary if there was enough of its wealth? But the girl would be happy. Look, as it turns red, meeting the eyes of a guy.


	“God, it isn't. God no!" But there was nowhere to hide, and she would not have been able to do it. She, holding tight to the olive next to her, slowly, so as not to wrinkle in pain again, sank to the ground and, closing her eyes, clasped her head with her hands. When she was scared, Maria always closed her eyes from childhood, in the hope that when she opened her eyes again, the danger would disappear. "God, let's him go away, well, please," she asked. “He will think that I myself, that I am guilty!” she muttered incoherently.


	However, this time no one helped her. She heard John’s footsteps just around the corner. He stopped beside her and, kneeling beside her, exclaimed:


	“Oh my God, my goodness! What happened?! What happened to you?! Maria” the young man, leaning over her face, finally saw the bruises on her face and hands, and blood on her feet. “Who did this to you ?!”


	“Help me please. I need to go home.”


	“Yes, yes, of course! Come quickly!”


	“I rather just can not. Let me lean on your hand.”


	“But tell me who did it !? Tell me and I will kill him!”


	“John, I did not see anyone. Someone hit me from behind, and when I woke up, there was already no one ... And, in general, take me to my mother, and then you can kill someone if you want ... Please.”


	“Come on, Maria, come on. I'm holding you.”


	With the help of John, it became much easier to move, but still the girl could not walk fast. She often stopped from the tidal pain and waited, gritting her teeth. And, nevertheless, they soon left the garden to the house. At random, the street was empty. The heat has dispersed everyone home. And the young people entered their yard without anyone noticing. Anna, who did not trust anyone in sorting wool, sat on a bench in the shade of a house and, singing something, worked. Hearing footsteps, she tore her eyes off the bag, and saw a daughter with her husband's mate. Her heart broke off, at first glance, she realized that something terrible had happened.


	“Daughter” the mother stood up and tried to take a step in her direction, but when she saw the battered face, the torn hem of the dress, covered in blood, the forces left her, and the woman sank back on the bench. “What? You?” she threw to John.


	“Mother, what are you saying?! I was attacked. In the garden. I was dreaming and did not even see who attacked. Some robbers” from the new attack of pain, Maria barely moved her tongue.


	John helped her sit down on the bench next to her mother. Maria leaned her back on the wall of the house, stretched out her legs and closed her eyes. Anna, raising the hem of her dress up to her knees, saw the flowing blood.


	“Scoundrels! Did you recognize anyone? Not? Where did they go? Long?” the girl fell asleep with questions mother.


	The girl, without changing her posture and without opening her eyes, negatively showed her head.


	“John,” coming to herself, Anna said to the guy. “Help me, I want put her on the couch. So, so, be careful. Enough. Get out. No, wait, bring a jug of water and a mug. There is warm in the kitchen. Faster.”


	When the young man carried out her instructions, the woman helped her daughter to take off her dress and began to wash her. Then she brought clean clothes. Finally, Maria braced herself and began to tell her mother what had happened to her. The story was short and vapid. The girl did not see anything and did not remember, so she could only tell about how she woke up, saw John, and how he helped her get to the house.


	Suddenly, she screamed:


	“Mother, I think I saw him. He left and looked back. But it seems he was not alone. It seemed to me that someone called him. So there were at least two of them.”


	“I will kill them,” came the voice of the young man.


	“There is nothing to eavesdrop on,” Anna screamed at him. “This is, firstly, and secondly, where are you go, boy ?” she threw up her hands. “They are adult men, bandits. They have a weapon. They will slaughter you like a ram and do not blink an eye. And nothing you can not do with them. That they will kill you, not you them. Moreover, for them, it seems, this is a usual thing.”


	“Nothing,” he said, showing his knife bought at the last market in Nazareth. “I also have weapons, and our shepherds taught me how to fight ... They must die.”


	“Don't be a fool. And not a word to anyone, I understood” Anna was breathing out without moving her lips apart. “Especially the owner ... Hey, listen to me, boy. Do not go there.”


	Clenching his teeth, John put in his travel bag a small fur with water, a couple of lozenges and, without answering anything to the hostess, jumped out of the gate.


	 


	




Section 5


	 


	 


	“Mother, stop him,” Maria shouted. “They are real robbers. The one I saw, the donkey on the lead led laden. They, probably, already killed someone and robbed! This is understandable.”


	“Listen to me, my girl,” Anna whispered in her daughter's ear, pressing Maria to her chest. “I will not catch up with this young idiot. He, of course, is a pity, but he himself chose his fate. Soon you will calm down and realize that you and I have many more problems that need to be urgently addressed than the pursuit of this passionate dunce. Look at the shadow of the post, remember, father taught you to determine the time from it? See? Lunch is coming soon, and he, if in the city, never misses it. Do you want him to see you in all his glory and find out what happened? Maybe we can still hide everything from him. We washed you, changed the dress. Now I will tie up your cheek so that he does not notice a bruise. You lie down and tell him when he comes that the tooth is sick ... Or maybe it is better to leave before his arrival? Then we say that went to the witch. That would be luck. He will return in the evening, it will be dark already. In the morning, leave early again. And for the day we think of something.”


	Anna spoke and spoke without stopping. It seemed that the incident completely knocked her out of the rut. However, this was not the case. She really could not control her tongue, but surprisingly, her head was clear and she understood very well what she was doing. Despite the fact that she was shaking all over, she quickly tied her daughter's cheek with a clean piece of fabric, and looked at her with satisfaction:


	“Well, that's it, let's go. Boy, let's go,” she called to the donkey, which the household used for household needs. In the mane of an animal, old but still strong, gray hair was already visible, but it remained a boy from the very times when Joachim brought a foal into the yard, which had damaged his leg. “Poor Boy,” the donkey Anna then regretted tying up his leg. Having recovered, he settled down in the household, so for life and remained a boy.


	The woman helped Maria to sit on the animal, and they drove through the gate.


	“Daana,” Anna cried, approaching the neighbour's gate.


	The wicket was opened immediately, and from there looked about forty years old woman in a simple dress and a basket in his hands. Anna was once again surprised that the neighbor always responds to the call almost immediately. She has long had the impression that Daana, the wife of a neighbor, the potter Gideon, doesn’t do anything at home, but only sits at the gate to react in time to any significant event on their street.


	“But I got ready go to the baker, I don’t want to mess around with the dough today. You know, my Gideon bread eats in such quantities as if there is no other food. Something happened?” immediately rattled lover gossip.


	“Maria's tooth ached, they went to the healer, to Delilah. I thought you would be at home, you would not go anywhere, but tell him where we are, so as he doesn't lose us. Well, since you leave, then I will come to Ephraimia, I will ask her.”


	“Yeah, she will go to Euphremia! What came up with. She can't remember her name in the evening, she always forgets everything. And you are going to trust her so important. Joachim, as usual should come to dinner? So soon. So I will wait. Nothing linger for long. I will help you like a neighbor. I will give him everything as you said. Do not worry” continued Daana without pause. “And what about our girl with a tooth?” the curious woman literally sang in a sugar voice, having stolen up to Maria, and already stretching her hand to the bandage.


	“Thank you, dear neighbor” Anna replied to her, squeezing between the potter’s wife and daughter and at the same time hitting the boy with a whip. “That helped out! If you need anything, come in, I will be happy to help.”


	“Well, well, well,” murmured Daana, watching her neighbor and daughter with a close look. “Tooth sicks, you say. So ill that husband did not wait, ran to the healer. So ill, that sick on a donkey was lucky. And what is it that our patient with a tooth on his cheek does not hold? And not even oyknula once. Oh, Anna, something you are dark, honey. Well, oh well, I did not take those out of the clear. - And glad that I found a new interesting activity for myself, I closed the gate behind me, immediately clinging to the gap, seeing Anna and her daughter moving away with a curious glance.
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