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PREFACE.

My Drar Lans :

In all history there is no drama of more terrible inter-
est than that which terminated with the total destruction
of Jerusalem. Had the whole Jewish nation joined in the
desperate resistance made by a section of it to the over-
whelming strength of Rome, the world would have had
no record of truer patriotism than that displayed by this
small people in their resistance to the forces of the mis-
tress of the world. Unhappily the reverse of this was
the case. Except in the defense of Jotapata and Gamala,
it can scarcely be said that the Jewish people as a body
offered any serious resistance to the arms of Rome. The
defenders of Jerusalem were a mere fraction of its popula-
tion, a fraction composed almost entirely of turbulent
characters and robber bands, who fought with the fury of
desperation, after having placed themselves beyond the
pale of forgiveness or mercy by the deeds of unutterable
cruelty with which they had desolated the city before its
siege by the Romans. They fought, it is true, with un-
flinching courage, a courage never surpassed in history,
but it was the courage of despair, and its result was to
bring destruction upon the whole population as well as
upon themselves. Fortunately the narrative of Josephus,
an eye-witness of the events which he describes, has come
down to us ; and it is the storehouse from which all sub-
sequent histories of the events have been drawn. It is no
doubt tinged throughout by his desire to stand well with
his patrons Vespasian and Titus, but there is no reason
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6 PREFACE.

to doubt the accuracy of his descriptions. Ihave endeav-
ored to present you with as vivid a picture as possible of
the events of the war without encumbering the story with
details, and except as regards the exploits of John of
Gamala, of whom Josephus says nothing, have strictly
followed in every particular the narrative of the historian.
Yours sincerely,
G. A. HENTY.
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FOR THE TEMPLE:

A TALE OF THE FALL OF JERUSALEM.

CHAPTER 1L
THE LAKE OF TIBERIAS.

«DREAMING, John, as usual? I never saw such a boy.
You are always in extremes, either tiring yourself out or
lying half-asleep.”

«I was not half-asleep, mother; I was looking at the
lake.”

«I cannot see much to look at, John; it’s just as
it bhas been ever since you were born or since I was
born.”

«No, T suppose there’s no change, mother, but I am
never tired of looking at the sun shining on the ripples,
and the fishermen’s boats, and the birds standing in the
shallows or flying off in a desperate hurry without any
reason that T can make out. Besides, mother, when one
is looking at the lake one is thinking of other things.”

«And very often thinking of nothing at all, my son.”

«Perhaps so, mother ; but there’s plenty to think of in
these times.”

«Plenty, John; there are baskets and baskets of figs
to be stripped from the trees and hung up to dry for the
winter, and next week we are going to begin the grape
harvest. But the figsare the principal matter at present,
and I think that it would be far more useful Iol:’ you to
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go and help old Isaac and his son in getting them in than
in lying there watching the lake.”

«T suppose it would, mothér,” the lad said, rising
briskly, for his fits of indolence were by no means com-
mon, and as a rule he was ready to assistat any work
which might be going on.

«I do not wonder at John loving the lake,” his mother
said to herself when the lad had hurried away. “Itisa
fair scene, and it may be, as Simon thinks, thata change
may come over it before long, and that ruin and desola-
tion may fall upon us all.”

There were, indeed, few scenes which could surpass in
tranquil beauty that which Martha, the wife of Simon,
was looking upon, the sheet of sparkling water with
its low shores dotted with towns and villages. Down
the lake, on the opposite shore, rose the walls and citadel
of Tiberias, with many stately buildings, for although
“Tiberias was not now the chief town of Galilee, for Sep-
phoris had usurped its place, it had been the seat of the
Roman authority, and the kings who ruled the country
for Rome generally dwelt there. Half a mile from the
spot where Martha was standing rose the newly erected
walls of Hippos.

‘Where the towns and villages did not engross the
ghore the rich orchards and vineyards extended down to
the very edge of the water. The plain of Galilee was a
veritable garden; here flourished in the greatest abun-
dance the vine and the fiz; while the low hills were cov-
«ered with olive groves, and the corn waved thickly on the
rich, fat land. No region on the earth’s face possessed a
fairer climate. The heat was never extreme; the winds
‘blowing from the Great Sea brought the needed moisture
for the vegetation, and so soft and equable was the air
that for ten months in the year grapes and figs could be
gathered. The population, supported by the abundant
fruits of the earth, was very large. Villages which would
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FOR THE TEMPLE. 4

elsewhere be called towns, for those containing but a few
thousand inhabitants were regarded as small indeed, were
scattered thickly over the plain, and few areas of equal
dimensions could show a population approaching that
which inhabited the plains and slopes between the Sea of
Galilee and the Mediterranean. None could then have
dreamed of the dangers that were to come, or believe that
this rich ivation and teeming ion would dis-
appear, and that in time a few flocks of wandering sheep
would scarce be able to find herbage growing on the
wastes of land which would take the place of this fertile
soil. Certainly no such thought as this occurred to
Martha as she re-entered the house, though she did fear
that trouble and ruin might be approaching.

John was soon at work among the fig-trees, aiding
Isaac and his son Reuben, a lad of some fifteen years, to
pick the soft, luscious fruit, and carry it to the little court-
yard shaded from the rays of the sun by an overhead
trellis-work covered with vines and almost bending be-
neath the purple bunches of grapes. Miriam, the old
nurse, and four or five maid-servants, under the eye of
Martha, tied them in rows on strings and fastened them
to pegs driven into that side of the house upon which the
sun beat down most hotly. It was only the best fruit
that was so served, for that which had been damaged in
the picking and all of smaller size were laid on trays in
the sun. The girls chatted merrily as they worked, for
Martha, although a good housewife, was a gentle mistress,
and so long as fingers were busy heeded notif the tongue
Tan on.

«Let the damsels be happy while they may,” she would
say if Miriam scolded a little when the laughter rose
louder than usual. ¢ Let them be happy while they can ;
who knows what lies in the future?”

But at present the future cast no shade upon the group,
nor upon a girl of about fourteen years old who danced
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in and out of the courtyard in the highest spirits, now
stopping a few minutes to string the figs, then scamper-
ing away withan empty basket, which, when she reached
the gatherers, she placed on her head and supported de-
murely for a little while at the foot of the ladder upon
which John was perched, so that he could lay the figs in
it without bruising them; but long ere the basket was
filled she would tire of the work, and setting it on the
ground run back into the house.

«And so you think you are helping, Mary,” John said,
laughing, when the girl returned for the fourth time with
an empty basket.

«Helping, John! of course I am, ever so much; help-
ing you and helping them at the house, and carrying
empty baskets. I consider myself the most active of the
party.”

« Active, certainly, Mary! but if you do not help them
in stringing and hanging the figs more than you help me,
1 think you might as well leave it alone.”

«Fie, John! that is most ungrateful, after my standing
here like a statue with the basket on my head ready for
you to lay the figs in.”

“That is all very fine!” John laughed; “but before
the basket is half-full away you go, and I have to get
down the ladder and bring up the basket and fix it firmly,
and that without shaking the figs, whereas had you left
it alone altogether I could have brought up the empty
basket and fixed it close by my hand without any trouble
at all.”

«You are an ungrateful boy, and you know how bad
it is to be ungrateful! and after my making myself so
hot, too!” Miriam said. «My face is as red as fire, and
that is all the thanks I get. Very well, then, I shall go
into the house and leave you to your own bad reflections.”

“You need not do that, Mary ; you can sit down in the
shade there and watch us at work, and eat figs, and get
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