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At a distance, it looked like an ingenious quadrangle of dry mud. A huge,
battlemented, sealed-up square of sun-baked mud. It was the city of Jericho.

Some say it was an historic city; some say it was a legendary city; but, whether it was
real or mythical, Jericho was a city of sun-baked mud at the south extreme of the
Promised Land, and to re-enter that land, the Israelites must contend with it.

Some say that the siege of Jericho was a truth; some say it was a sample of early
Hebrew folktale; but whether fact or fancy, the Israelites are trying to get back into their
Promised Land, and to do so, they must lay siege to Jericho.

I want to tell you this remarkable story. There is plenty of room for speculation as to
the situation on the outside, in that siege. But I shall not be greatly concerned about that.
My interest is attracted mainly by what may have happened on the inside.

But before we go in, let us make sure we are acquainted with the predicament of the
people who were out.

Very briefly: The Israelites, after five hundred years in slavery under the Egyptian
Pharaohs, have been led out of their bondage by Moses. All his life he had been marking
time, tending sheep, listening for celestial orders, and treading the narrow mountain
paths of Midian, waiting for the strategic hour when it would be wise and effective to strike
for liberty.

The hour arrived. He descended into the valley. He organized the Hebrews. He led
them out, en route to their Promised Land. He had been waiting all his life to perform this
one great service of emancipation...but he was eighty, and he had spent all his ingenuity
on this one great liberating deed. He was powerful enough to lead them out, but he had no
resources left sufficient to cope with the problems of leading them iiL.

So, the Israelites, only a little better off than they were in bondage, wandered
aimlessly, impatiently, with their hopes dashed and their morale shattered, for forty long
drab, bleak uneventful years.

And Moses died. And the angels buried him, no man knew where, and Israel wept for
a day and inquired: "What now?"

A new leader was appointed: one Joshua, son of Nun—an energetic, intrepid,
resourceful fellow with an uncanny sense of good psychology, and a vast need of it, for his
problem was to take his people back into the Promised Land by his wits; seeing he had no
weapons.

The road ahead was carefully reconnoitered; reports made; secret counsels held; a
plan resolved upon.












