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A Note from the Author

IT is always difficult to reconstruct a story exactly
as it happened. Whereas the events and charac-
ters in this story are real, the words are sometimes
those which I have given to the characters, for we
do not know the exact conversations that took
place; I have drawn primarily upon my years of
experience in and around the area where this in-
credible discovery was made and my association
with the peoples therein.

To one who knows the desert places, the silence
is awesome. The heat is dreadful, and the desola-
tion abominable. But, paradoxically, such places
offer ideal conditions for one of the greatest of
life’s pleasures—meditation.

Anyone who has spent time in deserts can un-
derstand how and why it is that the prophets of the
Old and New Testaments went out into the wil-
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dernesses to draw close to God and to seek the
answers to their quests. The presence of eternal
truths is ever apparent in the midst of desolate
wastes, and loneliness becomes a source of strength.

I had many Bedouin friends. One boy, Selib,
whose tribe wanders not far from the territory of
the Ta-amirah, could easily have been Muhammad
Dib. His sheik could easily have been Sheik Ab-
dullah. I owe hearty thanks to these Bedouin
friends, and to the Jewish friends who were always
willing and eager to tell me things about ancient
Jerusalem as well as the ideas of modern Israel.
To both groups I owe a debt for all they taught
me.

I must offer thanks, too, to the authors of two
books which have provided me with many hours
of fascinating reading. The Dead Sea Scrolls, by
Millar Burrows (published by The Viking Press),
and The Scrolls from the Dead Sea, by Edmund
Wilson (published by The Oxford University
Press) . Special thanks are due Dr. Burrows and
his publisher for their gracious permission to
quote four excerpts herein (pages 185, 187, 141,
142) from Dr. Burrows’ translations of the scrolls.
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CHAPTER ONE Muhammaa’ le

Loses a Goat

THE pitiless sun shone from a cloudless blue sky.
Glaring light struck the brown rocks scattered over
the yellow-white landscape and sent up shimmer-
ing waves of heat. Every object on the desert floor
appeared to sway and dance in a haze.

Muhammad Dib was dizzy from watching his
small herd of black goats, and he sat down to rest.
A length of cloth covered his head and shoulders,
and he pulled a corner of it over his face and tucked
it into the two braided bands that held the cloth in
place on his head. Then he rested his head on his
knees and pulled the long sleeves of his loose robe
over his head for more protection from the blister-
ing sun and the hot dry wind that blew sand and
dust into his face.

Dib—which means Wolf in Arabic—was tend-
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ing his goats in the same way boys have been doing
for thousands of years in the Holy Land, which,
in that year of 1947, was known as Palestine.
That part of the world is sometimes called “the
land of three Sundays and four tomorrows,” be-
cause it is a revered and holy place for three of the
world’s major religions. The Moslems have their
Sabbath on Friday, the Jews on Saturday, and the
Christians on Sunday.

Muhammad Dib, on that hot day, might have
stepped from the pages of the Bible. His style of
dress had been the same for centuries. His goats
were the same kind, and the merciless sun must
have glared down in the same fashion on thou-
sands of goatherds like him for thousands of years.

Dib’s people were nomads, Bedouins, who lived
in the desert regions, and goats were the chief
source of their livelihood. The tribes wandered
constantly in search of scrubgrass to feed the black
animals.

The milk from the goats they made into cheese,
and the cheese which they did not eat was sold or
traded in the towns for tea, coffee, sugar, or other
needs of the tribe. They wove hair from the goats
into cloth for blankets and tents, and they used the
skins on the sand floor of the tents or made them
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into bags for carrying water, or into sandals. The
goats were so valuable to the poor nomads that
they could seldom afford to use them for food.

Muhammad Dib raised his head and stared
through the haze at the intense blue of the Dead
Sea in the distance. Its waters are heavy with salt
and minerals, and only microscopic life exists in
that huge inland sea—the lowest spot on the face
of the earth, and one of the hottest!

Dib sighed, and dreamed of cool, green Bethle-
hem where his tribe was headed. They had things
to trade and sell, and there would be fun to be had
in the small town. And there would be danger and
excitement! Fighting was going on between Jews
and Arabs, as the British gave up theis mandate
and began to leave the Holy Land, and the Jews
were determined to establish Israel as their home-
land once again. .

Dib and his people were not particularly con-
cerned who won. To.them, the troubles meant
that many things were scarce in Palestine, so they
could smuggle things into that country from Trans-
jordan, sell them at a good price, and thus earn
more than their usual meager living. This was
why Dib and his people, the Ta-amirah tribe, were
far from their usual route. They had to avoid the
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guards at the bridge, and the route through the
barren Wadi Qumran, as that isolated area from
Jerusalem to the Dead Sea was called, was safer.
It was so hot and so desolate that few people trav-
eled there, and almost no one lived there except
an occasional band of thieves.

Still, the goats had to be grazed, and it was
Muhammad Dib’s job to guard them as they wan-
dered about in search of the dry scrub which was
so scarce in that wasteland. And at the thought
of his goats, Dib’s eyes wandered in the direction
of the foothills where they grazed. Automatically
he began to count them: “Thirteen, fourteen,
ff—"

Only fifteen? Where was the other one?

Dib jumped to his feet. His keen eyes swept
over the hills beyond the herd. He saw nothing.
He looked toward the Ain Feshkha well near the
camp, the only fresh water for miles and miles.
The missing goat was nowhere in sight!

Dib ran toward the herd and began to search
around the boulders at the foot of the hills. His
eyes kept sweeping back and forth, unaware now
of the blowing sand and intense heat. His search
took him up the hill. Higher and higher he
climbed, and still no sign of the missing animal.
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Muhammad Dib lifted his eyes to the eastern
sky and prayed to his God for help: “Allah! Help
me find that goat!”

Tired and weary, and fearful of the punishment
he would surely get from Sheik Abdullah if he re-
turned without the goat, Dib climbed still higher.
It was a terrible situation. Dib feared the disgrace
that would be his if he failed to find his charge.

By now he was high in the mountain, and the re-
mainder of his herd seemed only tiny black dots
far below.

“Ah,” he thought happily, as he spied a black
hole gaping in the side of a rocky hill, “perhaps
my goat went in that hole!”

Dib ran over to inspect the hole more closely.
Perhaps it was cool in there and the goat had gone
in to escape the sun’s heat. Then Dib shrugged
his shoulders. ““Goats are accustomed to the heat
of the sun. He’s not in there.”

Still, having climbed so far, it would be foolish
to go back without making sure.

Muhammad Dib haltheartedly tossed a rock into
the hole.

He froze into stillness.

Dib had not heard the bleating of a goat, but he
had heard something else!
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He drew his short curved dagger from his waist-
band, and stood alert, listening. The desert was
soundless. He could almost hear the silence.
Nothing moved.

Yet Dib had heard something!

He crept closer to the hole. He hesitated, then
slowly bent down, picked up another stone, and
tossed it into the hole.

Again the strange sound echoed!

“Thieves!”” Dib thought, and he turned and
fled down the hillside, his heart beating wildly.

In his mad scramble down the hill, Dib almost
fell over the missing goat. It was calmly chewing
on a dried bush growing from beneath a huge
boulder.

Muhammad Dib felt instant relief from his fears.
He stopped, caught his breath while glancing back
toward the black hole now far above him. Then
he turned to his goat.

“Shoo! Evil one!” he scolded. ‘“‘Allah protect
you from my anger!” ‘

Dib slapped the goat on the backside and chased
him back to the others, then started to drive them
toward the black tents of his people.

He would have to tell Musa, his friend, about
this. Perhaps tomorrow Musa would come out
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with him and explore the hole, and they could find
what had made those strange sounds. They might
even find something valuable and Sheik Abdullah
would order a goat for a feast. The thought of
goat meat made Dib hurry his herd toward the
camp. Night was coming on rapidly.

At the camp, all the tents had been pitched.
The few camels were safely hobbled, goat-hair
ropes tying their front feet so that they could move
only a few inches at a time. They could not wan-
der very far and would be easy to collect.

Only the sound of muffled talk from around a
small fire greeted Muhammad Dib as he drove the
goats into the simple thorn-hedged stockade. A
bright moon illuminated the desert around Ain
Feshkha by this time, and Dib shivered in the chill
that came as soon as the sun disappeared.

The Bedouin tribesmen were sitting near the
flickering flames as Dib crept closer. They talked
of war and of the past, of how and where they could
best dispose of the supplies they were smuggling
to Bethlehem, and what they would buy with the
money they received.

One or two of the tribesmen greeted Dib with"

“Ya Salaam, Dib. Peace be with you” as he took
18



his place in the friendly circle. Dib searched the
squatting figures, looking for Musa among them,
and saw him sitting a little beyond the firelit circle,
half asleep.

Dib nudged his friend. Musa listened intently
as Muhammad Dib whispered eagerly to him of
the day’s adventures.

“Tomorrow,” Musa said bravely, “we will go to
the hills and enter the hole. If we find something
we can sell in Bethlehem, Sheik Abdullah will
commend us and be well pleased.”

The following day the excited Muhammad Dib
and Musa returned to the hills, and soon found the
black hole they were seeking.

“We must not enter together,” Musa argued.
“If there are thieves inside, one of us must be on
guard outside and ready to run for help.”

“Then I shall wait outside while you explore
the hole,” Dib said.

“But you, Muhammad Dib, found the hole.
It is only right that you should enter first.”

Dib was not convinced, but he finally agreed to
be the first inside the hole.

As Dib inched his way forward through the nar-
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row opening, the air became cool and smelled dry
and musty. He crawled on hands and knees, and
he could feel the passage dip downward as he eased
along. After several feet, Dib found suddenly
that he could stand. He could barely see, but some
light came through the hole and his eyes quickly
adjusted to the gloom. Dib discovered that he was
in a room. It wasn’t just an ordinary cave, but a
real room! Almost twice his height, the room was
only about six feet wide, but the walls were covered
with weird shadows as the light filtered in from
outside.

As he turned his head, Muhammad Dib’s eyes
grew big at the sight he beheld. It was the most
astonishing thing he had ever seen!

Tall jars lined the walls!

It was just like the story of Ali Baba and the cave
of the Forty Thieves.

Dib stared at the bits of broken pottery scattered
about, then moved forward cautiously toward the
big jars.

Suddenly a foot scraped behind him. Dib
twirled, his hand on his dagger.

It was Musa. “I could not wait,” Musa said
breathlessly. “What have we found?”

Dib let out his breath and looked angrily at
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Musa. “You frighten me, then ask, ‘What have we
found?”” Have you no feeling?”

Musa’s face tensed. ‘‘Forgive me, Dib. I am
sorry. Ihad no desire to frighten you.”

Dib relaxed. ‘“Perhaps you did not,” he ad-
mitted grudgingly. Then he smiled. “Look,
Musa!”

Dib pointed toward the jars. “Are they not
queer-looking things?”” He stooped down and
picked up a piece of broken pottery.

“Old jars!” Musa said. ‘“They are just old
pots!”

“Musal” Dib exclaimed. “This must have
caused the strange noise that startled me yesterday.
I broke this jar when I threw the stone into the
cave.”

Musa made a loud clucking sound with his
tongue, and looked slyly at Dib. Suddenly he
sneezed. “Sdyirrabra! Itisdusty,” hesaid. “Dib,
let us look inside the jars.”

Muhammad Dib stepped carefully to the near-
est jar, watchful and alert. He pushed the lid
aside, then stepped quickly back. When nothing
jumped out at them, the two boys lifted off the
heavy lid.

“Ughl”

21



They dropped the lid and held their noses. A
arrible smell came out of the jar, and the boys al-
10st choked.

When the boys stopped coughing and sneezing,
hey peered inside and saw some very curious-
>oking objects, black and dusty.

Dib reached inside and closed his hands over
ne of the strange objects. He pulled it out, then
eached in and pulled out another and another.

The oblong things were covered with something
ard and black and bound with cloth.

Dib shook one of the cylinders. He heard noth-
ag, but dust filled the air and the odor was worse
ran before.

“What are they?” Musa asked.

“I—I do not know,” Dib said. “Sdr ‘atm. Itis
ark. Let us take them outside and look at them
10re closely.”




CHAPTER TWO IS It a Treasure?

MUHAMMAD DIB grasped two of the fat rolls,
and Musa took another. They crawled back
through the tunnel, then squatted in the hot sun
outside, panting from their efforts, and inspected
the odd rolls which varied considerably in length
and width. Roughly twelve inches in circumfer-
ence, they varied from about nine inches to eight-
een inches in length.

“Surely these must have been in that dark place
a long time,” Dib observed. ‘‘See, Musa, they are
wrapped in strips of cloth, but it is hard to see for
they are so dusty and black.”

“They smell terrible, Dib,” Musa complained.
“Look, the end of this one is loose.”
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Dib took the object from Musa and looked at 1t
closely. He pulled away a piece of the end. But
it was not a piece—it was only the end of a long
strip of material which had been tightly wrapped
around the object.

“Why, Musa, these are scrolls! See, they bear
writings. I've seen the like in Bethlehem.” He
brushed again at the dust that clung to the scroll
he held.

A scroll is a kind of book that was much used in
ancient times. With the materials that were then
known, the writing down of important teachings
and messages was done on long strips of leather,
papyrus, and sometimes sheets of beaten copper.
When these long strips were tightly rolled—much
as we might roll a map today—they were easy to
carry and convenient to store. It was a great im-
provement over the old method of recording things
on clay tablets or on stone. And in that part of the
world writing is much different. Their books be-
gin at the back and are read from right to left.

Musa stood up and spat on the ground. “Writ-
ing! Books! I thought Allah had presented us
with a treasurel” He was very annoyed. “Bah!

Dib, you are a fool to get so excited about nothing!
24



That wasalong and hard climb up here and I could
have been sitting in the shade of the tents!”

“But, Musa, sometimes these things have valuel!
They might be writings of the ancient ones. I've
heard of people in the towns who pay well for old
things. Let us take them to Sheik Abdullah. He
will know. Perhaps these can be sold for money.”

Musa’s spirits picked up at the renewed hope of
reward and, urged by Dib, he agreed. “Very well,
Dib,” he said finally. “It is often said that Allah
protects fools, and you may be right.”

Slowly the boys made their way back down the
rocky mountainside toward their encampment,
carrying the three scrolls with them.

Hot and tired, Dib and Musa were glad as they
neared the black wool tents which were their
homes. The Bedouins carry their tents wherever
they travel, folding them around the frames and
packing them on their camels, then pitching them
again when they come to a place where there is
enough grazing to last a few days or weeks.

There were nine tents in the group where Dib
and Musa were camped; seven were pitched in a
semicircle and two were placed behind them. The
tents were held up by a long center pole and two
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shorter ones on either side, then pegged to the
ground or held down with bags of sand if the
ground was too soft to hold pegs. All of the fifty
people of the group used these tents.

Scrawny chickens scratched in the sand and
stones around the tents, grubbing for ants and
other insects. A few sheep and goats wandered
around the tents or sprawled in whatever shade
they could find. Occasionally, an angry shriek
reached the ears of Dib and Musa as a Bedouin
woman shooed away a hen or a goat that had im-
prudently wandered into a tent.

Sheepskins and bright wool blankets were
spread over the low-slanting roofs of the tents.
The broiling sun would bake them clean of the
previous night’s sleep—very important hygiene
in a land where water is so scarce. The sides of
the tents were rolled halfway up the frame to let
air pass freely through during the heat of the day.
At night then, when the sides were lowered, the
warm air that had been thus trapped made the
tents cozy and snug. A few tents had brightly
patterned rugs, brought from Damascus when the
tribe wandered near that city.

Black-clad figures of women squatted over small
charcoal braziers, cooking for the men. Here and
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there, an old crone sat in the sun mumbling, shoo-
ing occasionally at the browsing animals. A few
tribesmen lay sprawled beside one tent.

Most of the tribesmen, as usual, squatted in a
circle outside the Sheik’s large tent, smoking pipes
filled with sweet herb tobacco, talking unhurriedly,
indifferent to passing time, free and at peace with
their world in the manner beloved of all nomadic
peoples. Dib and Musa could see, far in the dis-
tance, the black dots of grazing goats. Other boys
that day had to take their turns grazing the ani-
mals.

Heaps of melons and piles of striped woolen
sacks of millet grain and native barley bordered
each tent. Goatskins, filled with water, hung sus-
pended from poles, the air passing through them
keeping the water deliciously cool. Brass trays
and bowls, clay pots and gourds lay in small heaps
on the brightly striped bags the Bedouins wove
from the wool of their sheep and goats. When the
tribe was on the move, these same bags served to
carry pots and pans and all the household articles
of the tribe.

Two boys, older than Dib and Musa but not yet
old enough to spend all their time with the men,
were playing a game, hurling stones at a broken

27



clay pot. They used slings made of leather—just
like the one used by David when he slew Goliath—
and the boys were very clever at this trick. Three
young girls peeked at the boys from beneath the
side of a tent, giggling and calling to them if one
of the boys missed the target.

Three or four Bedouin babies crawled or tot-
tered around the tents, chasing the chickens and
goats, completely free from danger or harm of any
kind.

“Kif hdlak? How are you?” the two boys called
to Dib and Musa when they saw them coming.
“What have you got there?”

“We have found a treasure to sell for money,”
Dib answered, his white teeth gleaming through a
broad smile.

Musa, who was not so sure, merely picked up a
stone and hurled it at the broken clay pot. He
laughed gleefully as the pot shattered.

Dib and Musa approached the group of men
around the Sheik. As they drew close, they
touched their fingertips to their foreheads, lips,
and hearts. The Sheik did likewise. Then they
smacked each other’s open palms, the customary
greeting of the Bedouins meaning that all is well
between the greeters and that no weapon is con-
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cealed in the hand. The touching of forecheads,
lips, and hearts meant “know no evil, speak no
evil, feel no evil.”

“Salaam, Dib. Peace. Salaam, Musa,” said
Sheik Abdullah. ‘“What manner of things have
you in your arms?”

“We have found a treasure,” Dib said excitedly.

The tribesmen gathered close to Dib and Musa,
looking at the scrolls the boys carried and listening
to their Sheik as he questioned Dib—where had
they found them? Was there anything else in the
cave?r Dib told him about the lost goat and how
he had persuaded Musa to go with him to explore.

The Sheik did not chide Muhammad Dib, and
Dib was greatly relieved. The Sheik even seemed
interested in the scrolls the boys had found.

Sheik Abdullah examined the scrolls carefully.
He could see that they bore writing, but he could
not read it. He could also see that they did, in-
deed, look very ancient. But that was about all
he could tell for certain. Sheik Abdullah was a
man of some knowledge and learning and, when
he was younger, had even traveled more than once
as far as Jerusalem—quite a feat in a land where
motor transport is still not common. The Sheik
could read a little Arabic, but when he broke off
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a small piece of the scroll and turned it this way
and that, he still could not read the letters. The
material was very old and cracked, with a strange
black stuff clinging to it. This pitchlike substance
had been coated on the scrolls to help preserve
them. Dust was still thick on the scroll the Sheik
held.

“I cannot read these words,” he said finally,
shaking his head. “These are not the words of our
tongue. They are not Arabic. But I believe I
know what they are.”

A tense excitement settled over the listening
tribesmen. Dib and Musa glanced at each other
hopefully, well pleased that the Sheik seemed to
find their discovery of such interest.

“These are Syriac words,” the Sheik said.

“Perhaps the Syrian people in Bethlehem will
understand them, then,” one tribesman suggested.

“We shall see,” Sheik Abdullah said. He looked
at the faces about him. “These scrolls may be of
value. Ihave heard of such findings of the ancient
peoples that brought both esteem and great wealth
to the finders. We shall see.”

The Sheik remained thoughtful for a few min-
utes, then reached a decision. He ordered two

camels to be loaded with goods for trade and sale.
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The small party set out, Dib leading one of the camels



Dib and Musa were to herd the goats and two
sheep that were to be sold. And with one other
tribesman they would hasten to Bethlehem, leav-
ing the remainder of the tribe to follow leisurely
or wait for their return.

Despite the intense heat, the small party set out
from camp at once. Dib led one of the camels and
Musa brought up the rear, clucking in soft, gut-
tural tones to the frisky black animals. It was an
excited group.

As the first golden streaks of daylight were
breaking on the horizon the following morning,
they reached the outskirts of the small town of
Bethlehem. The Muezzin, the holy man, was just
calling the faithful Mohammedan worshipers to
prayer. Dib, Musa, and the Sheik turned toward
Mecca, sank to their knees, and alternately raised
their hands toward heaven and bent down to
touch the earth with hands and forehead in prayer
and submission to the will of Allah.

Their prayers did'not take long, and they soon
rose, hurrying after the tribesman who had
watched the animals. He would say his prayers

later in the day, in some quiet corner, just as they
had done.
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Bethlehem was stirring with the activity of the
coming day when they reached the large square
that was the market place. It surely looked much
as it must have in Biblical days. What modern
things there were seemed remote and hardly no-
ticeable beside the age-old customs of the people.

Whitewashed mud houses, with piles of fodder
and fuel stored on the flat roofs, surrounded the
square. Crooked, narrow streets ran from all sides
of the square into the sprawling town. Here and
there a stone building emphasized the shabbiness
of the others. Shrines and holy places of all reli-
gions dotted the horizon. Spires and slim mina-
rets from which the Moslem holy men sang the call
to prayer across the rooftops rose above the lower
houses.

Muhammad Dib and Musa herded their few
animals into a makeshift pen to await buyers from
the butcher shops and cafés. Grunting and groan-
ing in the miserable way known only to camels,
these two animals were forced to their knees on
the sandy ground at one side of the market place
that is reserved for such purposes. When the
camels were at last down so that they rested on
the big soft pad under their ribs, the Sheik tied
a rope around their folded knees so they could not
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rise again until released. Then the tribesmen
unloaded their sacks of grain, watermelons, and
goat cheese, and the scarce items from ‘Trans-
jordan they had smuggled in. The scrolls were
carefully laid to one side.

The market was a bright, noisy place, bustling
with activity. Some merchants had their goods
spread on cloths on the ground. Open-fronted
shops around the square offered a variety of goods
used by people in that climate. Here was a tailor
who made loose, flowing garments; here a shoe-
maker; here a lamp seller; here a stall that had
many different items, even the matches that were
so expensive but so much easier to use than the old
flint and steel the Bedouins generally used. Here
was a café, with small tables spread in front under
an awning. Arabs and people of Syrian and other
nationalities sat drinking thick black coffee from
tiny cups, or sweet hot tea with sugar and lemon in
tall glasses. Here came a man with a brightly
polished brass barrel on his back, heavily orna-
mented and tied with bright wool ribbons. He
sold soft drinks, pouring them from flexible spouts
into small brass cups for his customers who were
thirsty but who did not have time to sit at the cafés.

A few street jugglers amused the gathering crowds.
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Bethlehem in the summertime is a hot, dusty
place, but to Dib it was green, cool, and lovely
after the harsh desert he was used to. Flies were
everywhere, tormenting animals and settling on
humans. Many people carried fly-whisks—long-
handled, often very fancy, sticks with long horse-
hair tails at one end which are used to keep flies
away. Veiled women flitted in and out of the
crowds.

Here were piles of oranges from Jaffa, green
bananas, pomegranates, limes, figs, dates. The
owners squatted beside their merchandise, swip-
ing at the flies when they were not engaged in the
long bargaining so dearly beloved of the Arabic
peoples. Time for them is something to be en-
joyed, for life is slow. Why hurry and spoil the
politeness and opportunity for the matching of
wits?

Meat stalls and sweetstuffs, and more of the
same, completed the market place. . .

By noon, the Sheik had traded or sold all of his
tribe’s goods, and before embarking on the shop-
ping they had to do for their people, the four
Bedouins went to a café for tea and a meal from
their own supply of cheese and flat, pancakelike
bread. It was decided that while the Sheik and
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his man set off to find the friend who might buy
the scrolls, Dib and Musa were to watch the camels
and could take turns wandering in the market
place.

Sheik Abdullah was highly pleased with him-
self. He had done well in trade, so he set off in
high spirits to find his friend, the dealer in old
things, one Khalil Eskander. It did not take the
Sheik long to find this man, and over tall glasses
of sweet tea, after the usual greetings that led up
to the business at hand, he told him the story of the
scrolls and produced them for Khalil Eskander to
examine. Sheik Abdullah assured Eskander that
the writings on the scrolls must be very ancient
and surely worth a good price.

Khalil Eskander, whose name meant Good
Friend Alexander, looked over the scrolls, squint-
ing his eyes and glancing at Sheik ‘Abdullah, try-
ing to estimate how much he should offer—if
anything. The story of the finding of the'scrolls
had interested him highly and he wondered what
mystery from the age-old desert was here.

He took one of the scrolls and unrolled a piece
of it. A small piece broke off at the end and, ex-

amining it more closely, Khalil Eskander saw that
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it was actually two strips of leather sewn together,
making one long narrow strip.

“Perhaps they are old, perhaps they are not. I
cannot say about the writing, though it may be
ancient Syrian. I cannot read it,” he said.

“Ana bsaddkak. 1 believe you,” Sheik Abdul-
lah said. “But can you not give us a price? Will
you buy them from us?”

The Syrian merchant cocked his head on one
side and looked at the Sheik. “I must confer with
a friend before I give you answer. Return later
and I may tell you something.”

“But we must return to our camp tonight,” the
Sheik said. “I will be happy to dispose of these to
you now if you give me a good price. They are
surely valuable.”

“Valuable? Why? How do you know?”

Sheik Abdullah could not answer such a direct
question. He could not read the scrolls and could
not even tell if they said anything of value or in-
terest.

Khalil Eskander, being a good businessman, did
not wish to buy goods he could not sell at a profit.
He asked more questions about where the scrolls
came from and whether others were to be found
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in the cave. Sheik Abdullah had to tell him that
he did not know.

“If you return to the market next week, and per-
haps bring more of these books with you, I may
have an answer. I shall then tell you if I will buy
them and what price I am willing to pay. Sk
bitkdl? 'What do you sayr”

What Sheik Abdullah did not know was that
Eskander had a good friend, another merchant,
who knew much more than he about old docu-
ments. Eskander wished to consult with this
friend before naming a price. Frauds were com-
mon, and one had to be careful.

When Dib saw the Sheik returning, he jumped
up and raced to meet him. Seizing the Sheik’s
sleeve in his excitement, Dib cried anxiously,
“Did you sell them? Did you get a good price
for the scrolls, Sheik Abdullah?”

“Calm yourself, Dib,” the Sheik replied. “‘Such
excitement in this heat is not good for you. No.
I did not sell them and it follows, as the goat fol-
lows the grass, that I did not get a good price.”

Dib’s face fell. Tears glistened in his eyes as
thoughts of a feast faded from his mind.

“Do not be too unhappy, boy. You did well.”
Sheik Abdullah put his arm around Dib. “T left
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the scrolls with Khalil Eskander. They will be
safe with him and we shall come again soon to
Bethlehem. By that time he hopes to have sold
them for a good price. Meantime, you may search
further and see what else lies in the cave. Eskan-
der requested more scrolls if they are to be found.”

Muhammad Dib scuffed his bare toes in the
sand.

“You are a good boy, Dib,” the Sheik said
kindly, “and you deserve a reward. Be patient
and it will surely come.”

It was a less happy little group that led the
camels back from Bethlehem to the desert at
Wadi Qumran.

As they plodded along, 