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THE MISTAKE

Part IV: The Book of Life

Chapter XXXIV: Interludes

: 

inter arma silent leges (amidst the clash of arms, the law is silent)

 accurate internecine 

Scene 1:  Vincius arrives with Legionary reinforcements.  Meeting between Vincius, Rufinus and Silius about the fact that Julius is now in prison and in trouble from Galenus.  None of them think of contacting Marcus.  

Scene 2: A domestic scene at Binah’s house?  Or Devorah and R. Ariel?    Devorah gets a divorce. 

Scene 3: Marcus wakes up underground. Waits for Eli to help him.  

Scene 4: Eventually emerges helpless into the light.  Sees the picture of the doe with two fawns nursing from her.

Scene 5:  He goes to visit/by chance meets with Rabbi Chanon in Javneh or somewhere, and there he finds out about his father.  He decides to do something about it on his own, with no incentive from the others.  , to whom he confesses his what he swore to his father.  And his mystical situation, viz. Elisha.

The systematic destruction was mesmerizing.  In part because Marcus was so good at it.  A successful shot there, and then another one.  On and on, until the foundations of the tower was weakened.  And soon the whole thing began to fall in on itself.  He loved the power and the noise and the utter focus on what he was doing.  

Things I need:  Binah and someone.  

Devorah and Shmuel and her father and the budging of the divorce.  

The slow destruction, the constant blasting, had its mesmerizing edge.  

M does this rescue with Vincius working on the inside.  Afterwards, V and M go off one direction – to Babylon, Marcus returns to the fight, and Julius goes somewhere else.  To the East coast of Africa, like Jonathan had?  

On the foredeck of a military galleon, Vincius was standing straight, hands crossed behind his back – a more uncomfortable stretch than once it had been – watching as the auxiliaries manning the oars carefully maneuvered the ship into the port of Caesarea.  How well he still savored this view of Herod’s city:  the Sebastos harbor with its twin gateway temples stretching towards the sky, the several storied sea palace that jutted out on a finger of land, the spectacular hippodrome in which, even now, a chariot race proceeded down the long straits and arcing into the curve. And with it, keeping pace, was the clamor of the crowds, a thunderous acclaim that rose higher and higher, until it burst into momentary quietude, only to start its grumble up again.  The blue sky of spring, the white light reflecting off buildings and sand, all this he had long craved to see.  To Vincius’ mind, Herod’s city on the sea was more beautiful than Sardis or Ephesus where he had recently been serving.

He had already attended his first meeting in the palace, a lengthy affair in which he had been kept on his feet immobilized on the hard marble floor for several hours while listening mutely to a depressing review of the local situation.  Now, several hours after his arrival, starving, impatient and irritable, he was treading the well-known road towards the army camp, Dio at his side briefing him in a lowered voice on Julius’ recent arrest.  At the end of which lengthy account, he simply offered, “But what do you think about this?”  

Vincius gave no reply as they continued at the same pace.    

Dio glanced across at his face.  “Because we’re divided.  Only Xeno says he believes in Julius’ guilt.  The flatterer,” he sneered.  “It corresponds too well with his ambition to obtain Julius’ position.  Although with you here now, well–”  Dio broke off into a short laugh.  “He’s been stymied right and proper, better than I could do have done it on my own.  What do you think of it, sir”?    

“I?  How should I know?  I’ve been away for years now.”  

“But you knew him once better than all of us.  Surely you have an opinion.”

“I know one thing.  Dio’s an ambitious man.  But in the old days, I never took him for a flatterer.”  Nor Julius a traitor.  But that thought Vincius kept to himself.  

Later on that night, with the most natural excuse in the world for a soldier who has just spent several weeks at sea in the company of other men, Vincius returned to town, this time unaccompanied, for an altogether different kind of meeting in an inn.  This one took place in a ramshackle inn on the suburban edge of town, where the dregs of Caesarea met with their associates.  Every man here had a secret.  Vincius sat at a greasy table alone with his until he made eye contact with a whore and came to join him.  

After spending a certain amount of time downstairs publicly drunk, he ascended the stairs with the woman, proceeding down the hall to its end.  There, he pushed aside a leather curtain and entered.  

Once inside, however, instead of disrobing, she handed him a sealed letter.  As he opened it and read, she did a subtle readjustment of her clothes so that they fell less provocatively.  From this room, there was a way to leave by a back stair, unobserved.  The girl led him towards it, then led him back through town, to a certain building he well recognized.  In the entrance, he paid her for her services before entering Rufinus’ gymnasium.  

And there, through the doorway, was the old man, awaiting him torch in one hand and an anxious smile on his face.  They clasped hands briefly, then Rufinus led him into the old foetid center hall. Compared to the gymnasium he used in Sardis, this one seemed very provincial.  And then they stepped into the old man’s private office to greet Silius.  “So,” said Vincius, who stepped up to embrace Silius in greeting, “the usual conspirators.”  He slid into one of Rufinus’ leather covered tripod chairs.  

“But not,” said Silius in reply, “the usual conspiracy.”  

towards the back rooms.  But once te.  .  .  

Apocalyptic Tour of Hell:

Notes:  Angelic guide, Eli/Elijah.  Underground river – he can’t taste the water – use the memory of wandering in corduroy canyon for the sense of impinging panic and endless wandering.  Sense of it going on and on and a hidden river.  Hanged upside down by his legs/genitals on the way out?  Joseph in the pit  – sense memory of wandering in corduroy canyon  the sense of it going on – the “underground river.

It was dark when he groaned awake, a fact that consumed his entire horizon.  He knew only this, the illimitable blackness encasing him while pain shrieked along his nerves.  So he willed a return to the obscuring dark.  

Into this unending night, he woke a few more times, too overwhelmed to do anything, even resist the pain.  Instinct made him crave Devorah and another dose of her medicaments.  He wondered vaguely how he would manage to hold out before she woke again and returned to his side.  

Another few awakenings and he realized he had lost time.  Devorah’s face morphed into Eli’s.  It was his comrade whom he was awaiting.  Meanwhile the air was smooth, his throat not yet parched.  He lay and breathed it in and slept again, stretched weightlessly on this rectangle of ground, which bore him as though on the soft down of eagle’s wings.  Removed from the province of God and man, adrift without meaning.  

Time passed.  Slowly the idea that no one was coming for him settled into his mind.  After a while he began mustering his resources of energy, first of the body, then the soul.  He needed to knit them roughly before he making a stand to escape.  At least in this underground hell no ghosts yet importuned him for blood.    

His procession here, through the walls of the collapsed cistern, had been slow.  But at last he reached a place where rays of light were visible.  Slant-wise, illumining the dust and so beautiful to him in that moment, he fell to his knees in thanks.  Now he only had to figure out how to scale the tall sheer walls and squeeze out through the narrow hole.  

Crawling on hands and knees, he emerged, utterly spent, to pull himself at last from the tunnel.  no more than a human speck perched precariously on an alien land, dappled in gold and green.  He managed to note the absence of human civilization, before collapsing to one side into sleep.  

Marcus woke to a world loud with the buzz of nature and the shuffle and twist of wind,.   

p

It was only after Naphtali was some distance away that he realized that the Rabbi’s house lay in the same direction that Micha’el had walked on the night in question – his one clue to the whereabouts of Micha’el’ paramour.  So startled was he by the implication of that realization, that he made his horse stand still as he thought it through.  Perhaps he had misunderstood?  Still, his senses knew what they knew, and on the night on question, he had known Micha’el had been with a woman.  Yet the thought that these two might be lovers shocked him, it was so unexpected.  The woman was plain, for one.  And the fact that she was the married daughter of a rabbi, for another.  Judging by his sister, not the kind of woman he imagined, in any respect, with whom Marcus would cavort.  

Scene 6: Naphtali’s POV: Naphtali joins him up north to check on him.  Naphtali’s confused impressions about what is going on.  He is not sure how much of the gossip to believe.  He remembers the kiss Marcus gave him and his own reaction to it.  And pays more heed to the charge of sodomites than he would have otherwise. 

Chapter XXXIV:

WINGED CREATURES
The Bible speaks about birds in three different contexts:
1. Birds that may be eaten and those that may not (Leviticus 11:13-24; Deuteronomy 14:11-21).

 

2. Birds used in the sacrificial system, such as pigeons (Genesis 15:9) and turtledoves (Leviticus 12:6; Numbers 6:10).

 

3. Birds as symbolic intermediaries between heaven and earth, e.g., the eagle (Exodus 19:4), the raven (1 Kings 17:4), and the dove (Genesis 8:8), which also symbolizes the Holy Spirit in the New Testament (Luke 3:22).

I Kings 17:4

3. Get you here, and turn you eastward, and hide yourself by the brook Kerith, that is before the Jordan.

4. And it shall be, that you shall drink of the brook; and I have commanded the ravens to feed you there.

19:4. You have seen what I did to the Egyptians, and how I carried you on eagles’ wings, and brought you to myself.

In the Hanged Man we find the upside-down person reflecting the fact that our Hero’s world has turned upside-down – answers to questions are to be found in the depths of the earth and not in the sunlight. He or she is faced with making great sacrifices, and often turns away from the task. The Hero may be afraid of becoming trapped in the underworld, never to return. The Hero may repeatedly try to avoid or accomplish the task in another way, only to fail over and over. At this point, the Hero may be tempted to turn aside from his or her journey – for which he or she is punished by the Gods and often becomes trapped in a form of limbo (e.g., Jonah in the belly of the whale) until they willingly choose to continue their journey. Once the Hero finds the inner strength and sense of purpose to continue, he is released from purgatory and makes his final descent.
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