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what of my revered friend, you� half brother and pro­
tector, Gebu the stonecutter? Is he also well?" 

"Aye." Ranofer smeared oil into the mold, keeping his 
frowning gaze directly on his work. He could not have 
said why his dislike of Ibni was so intense. The man's 
servility disgusted him, and so did his cheese-white hands 
with their dirty nails, and the stained teeth he revealed 
in his constant grin. But it was more than that; there was 
something slimily questionable about the Babylonian that 
always sent prickles up Ranofer's spine. Why Gebu per­
mitted his occasional visits to their house was a mystery 
Ranofer had never cared to probe into. Gebu and Ibni 
were certainly not friends. They were more like master 
and dog. 

"And the honored Gebu, did he enjoy my little gift of 
date wine last week? Did he find it as tasty as ever, young 
Rano(er?" 

"He did not say otherwise," 
"What did he say, little one? Did he speak not at all 

when you handed the wineskin to him? For indeed you 
did hand it to him, did you not, in his own hand, as you 
have done before?" 

"Aye, in his own hand, exactly as I have always done!" 
Ranofer threw an impatient glance at Ibni and encoun­
tered the sharp glint he had often surprised in the other's 
usually vacant eyes. It vanished instantly, and the Baby­
lonian's smile spread wider than ever, Ranofer's distrust 
deepened accordingly. What does he want, the sneaking 
serpent? thought the boy. Aloud he said, "How can I re­
member what he said, now, nine days later?" 

"Ah, well, it is of no matter. Doubtless my poor gift is 
not worthy of comment, though he honored me by en-
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