
Day 8 

 “Do you think there will be any stopping points on our journey where we don’t have to solve 
a puzzle?” sighed Melchior, as he and Balthazar trudged back to the camels, carrying the gold 
between them. 

 “I’m starting to suspect not” replied Balthazar, resignedly. 

Kevin, Gary and Wayne the camels were rather glad to see them. While they were resting, Caspar 
had been attempting to teach them the rudiments of ancient Ugaritic script, and they were keen to 
get on the road again.  

Melchior got the camels ready to go while Caspar tidied up the scrolls he had been using, and 
Balthazar loaded the gold onto Wayne the camel. Wayne was starting to think that perhaps he 
should have been less stubborn at the beginning of the journey, then he wouldn’t have been 
nominated sole gift-bearer. A small box of myrrh wasn’t a great burden to carry, but a generously 
sized bag of gold was a different matter. 

The three wise men were caring pet owners, however, and Balthazar stated that, as Wayne was 
carrying the gold, Balthazar would walk beside him instead of riding on him for the next few miles. 
The magi and their camels set off. Melchior hummed to himself and counted the number of camel 
treats in his pockets, while Caspar began holding forth on the topic of Calculus and Balthazar led the 
way ahead. 

Suddenly, Melchior looked up from his camel treats. Something seemed wrong. Caspar must have 
sensed it too, as he paused mid-sentence. Both the magi looked around, bewildered, until they 
realised- 

 “Balthazar!” called Melchior. “Balthazar! Where are you? Balthazaaaaaaaaaar!”  

Balthazar had seemingly vanished into thin air right in front of them. Wayne the camel stood, 
chewing grass and spitting periodically, but Balthazar was no longer beside him. Melchior felt 
panicked.  

 “What could have happened to him?” he asked frantically to Caspar. 

Caspar stroked his beard. “Hmmm… fascinating question, Melchior. The possibilities seem limitless. 
Spontaneous combustion, alien abduction, sudden transformation of essence…” 

Melchior sensed that Caspar was not going to be a useful source of assistance, and continued to call 
“Balthazar! Balthazaaaaar! Where are you?” 

Then a voice replied, seemingly from beneath Wayne’s feet, “Down here!”  

Melchior was relieved to hear Balthazar’s voice and ran towards it, but stopped just in time- the 
magi still weren’t far from the gold mine, and Balthazar had fallen down a mineshaft.  

 “The idiot was probably gazing up at that star again instead of looking where he was going” 
muttered Melchior to himself. “Are you alright?” he called down to Balthazar. 



“Oh heavens, yes I’m fine. Never better old chap! Is it time for tea?” 

 “I think he hit his head when he fell” said Melchior to Caspar, who had strolled over to the 
mineshaft with an air of academic interest.  

 “I am going to the nearest village- I will come back with ropes, and a medicine woman. Stay 
here with Balthazar, and don’t try anything clever!” called Melchior as he hopped up onto Gary the 
camel, and rode away. 

 

* 

 

Melchior returned with the medicine woman, to find Caspar sitting at the entrance to the mineshaft, 
reciting the Epic of Gilgamesh to Balthazar. 

 “What are you doing?” asked Melchior, exasperatedly. 

 “I thought he might be bored down there,” explained Caspar. “He might like some light 
entertainment”. 

The medicine woman pushed both of the wise men out of the way, and after checking that there 
was no immediate danger to herself, began to assess the casualty by calling down the mineshaft- 

 “Can you hear me?” 

 “Yes” said Balthazar. 

 “Do you know who you are?”  

 “We three kings of Orient are” replied Balthazar, who had whacked his head quite hard 
when he fell, and was having trouble getting his words out in a sensible order.  

The medicine woman threw down a rope- Balthazar grabbed hold of it, and between the medicine 
woman the two other magi, they were able to pull him out of the mineshaft. 

 “Any nausea or blurred vision?” the medicine woman asked him, as he clambered out. 

 “Well, I’m not sure- exactly how many camels did we have when I fell into the mineshaft?” 
Balthazar asked. 

In his addled state, this is was Balthazar could see: 
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Did you enjoy this? Of course you did! Ask everyone you know to buy you some Non-Verbal 
Reasoning Workbooks for Christmas. You can buy them from www.sarahbeswick11plus.co.uk for the 
jolly reasonable price of £10 per set of three. 


