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Book 1:

The Light of Justice is a worldwide folklore hero famous for ruling a land based on faith, righteousness and justice. Yoshua Rosenberg’s archeological team is in pursuit of his identity. Yoshua discovers in the binding of an old book, the cover page of the Hoshiyan Chronicles by Aharon Dori. Under the author’s name, was printed a dedication to the King: The Light of justice. 

Yoshua posted the document on the internet. Vatican internet security picks up the publication since it was flagged red. The pope discovers, in a secret vault under the Vatican, a papal directive to destroy the Chronicles and any mention of Aharon Dori. This starts the secret war with the Vatican.

Yoshua is unaware that he is the central figure in an ancient Hoshiyan prophecy. His real name is Yoshua Aluz, hereditary crown prince of Aluz and prince of the Tribe of Asher. The cover page leads them to a 15th century converted synagogue to chapel in southern Spain. The excavation is secretly financed by Hoshiyans via Dr. Simon Jamerson (surgeon). There, they discover the horrors of the Spanish Inquisition. Falsely imprisoned for terrorism, from where will their salvation come?

Book 2

Yoshua, Aviva and Sasha receive the king’s pardon. Once home, they receive information to barter with the Spanish government to recover the chapel and artifacts. 

Deputy Minister of the Interior, Ernesto Palmerio, secret leader of the Basque terrorists, lures Yoshua back to Spain to murder him. An ambush to murder Yoshua on the Spanish-Portuguese border is thwarted by an elderly couple of bow-wielding Hoshiyans. Yoshua captures Ernesto in a shootout. In the ensuing negotiations, Yoshua receives back the chapel and its artifacts.

The team returns to Spain too many surprises. Simon’s wife’s murderer has come to Spain to finish his revenge.

Book 3

Spain returns the artifacts, but, with a chaperon, Dr. Miguel Sarmiento. The Spaniard’s lust for treasure and the beautiful Dr. Berger brings strife to the excavation. The first book, opened, is the Community Ledger. It provides a wealth of information from which they discover hidden treasures. The second book introduces Aharon Dori and the Hoshiyan Chronicles. Aharon details how they came to Hoshiya. The Hoshiyans create a new society with their Oath of Peace. Terrorists strike again. They try to blow up the chapel with the team inside it. Everyone is wounded. How will Dr. Jamerson choose to save between the woman he loves (Aviva) and his duty to the prophecy (Yoshua)?
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The mixture of pungent cordite, sweet-sickly human burned flesh and the metallic odor of blood hung over the entire blast area. The smells ignited memories that lay buried in the recesses of Yoshua’s mind. They burst into his mind, driving any thoughts of the present to the side. Image after image of blood and bandages accosted him. Friends who died bleeding in his arms. Or himself staring at paramedics as they worked to save his life.  

The mixture of medicine, blood, disinfectants, and automotive fumes of the ambulance continued to trigger memories as they rushed him off to a hospital in Granada. Yoshua couldn’t recall the number of liters of blood he had lost coming home wounded from various anti-terrorist operations. His free hand slid to the large scar on his left thigh. He turned his palm towards his face and sighed with relief that his hand came away free of blood.

He grasped there was a strange silence hanging in the air. Yoshua recalled before leaving Nido de Aguila he spoke with the minister of the interior who sat next to him in the ambulance.

“Minister, who perpetrated this act of insanity?” Professor Yoshua Rosenberg asked.

“Professor, your wounds are extensive. You should lay still and not exert yourself.”

“Minister, you can relieve of my anxiety by telling me what you know so far.” 

“We have collected eyewitness statements from the neighbors. Three different witnesses say a man dressed as a monk was the suicide bomber.”

“Do you have information about whether the bomber was a real monk or someone dressed as one?”

“Professor, I can’t comment on an ongoing police investigation. We will check with every monastery. If there are any missing monks, we will find him. The explosion vaporized the terrorist. Our forensics unit is trying to get DNA samples so we can determine the identities of the dead. Only two bodies were intact to identify. They were Commander Moreno and Jorge Allegro, the communications man.”

“Mr. Minister, you have our most heart-felt condolences on the loss of your men. We had an excellent relationship with commander Moreno. His murder is a great sorrow for our entire team. He served with honor and integrity.”

“Thank you, Professor.”

Ruth Rosenberg came and joined her husband and the minister.

“Mr. Minister, let me introduce my wife, Dr. Ruth Rosenberg,” Yoshua said.

“I wish it was under different circumstances, senora. Take your husband and team home to recuperate. We will inform you as soon as the government decides how to proceed.”

The minister put out his right hand. Ruth shook hands with the minister and he said, “A speedy recovery to you and your team, Professor.”

“We thank you for your sentiments, Mr. Minister.” Ruth replied. 

*****
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AFTER THE MINISTER left, Ruth turned to her husband. 

“You shook his hand,” Yoshua stated. 

“I made a split-second decision. If I had hesitated, he might have taken it wrong. I didn’t want to embarrass him and explain why I don’t shake other men’s hands.”

“The ambulance will take you to Granada Central Hospital in ten minutes. After three days, the doctors will review your case. If you are well enough, they will release you and let you fly home.”

A car pulled up next to the ambulance. The Israeli ambassador to Spain exited the armored embassy van along with three security men. He first talked with the Minister of the Interior. Next, he strode over to Ruth. Together, they walked over to Yoshua. 

“Well, Professor, you attract danger like moths to a flame. Is it true that Dr. Jamerson saved your life?”

“You are well-informed, Ambassador.”

“Dr. Berger, call me on my private line. I dropped everything and arranged for a private jet to bring us to Granada. I called Aviva back after I landed, and she gave me the update.

“Dr. Jamerson sewed me up on the floor in the chapel,” Yoshua replied.

“I am glad to find out you are no longer in mortal danger. I need to congratulate your English surgeon. The Prime Minister demands that your entire team return home in the meantime. My staff is arranging flights for you as we speak.”
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SIMON AND AVIVA SPENT the next three days in the hospital with Ruth and Yoshua. 

“The hospital is releasing you into my care tomorrow,” Simon said. 

“Simon, I can’t thank you enough for the thing you have done for me,” Yoshua replied.

“I am honored to be your friend. The way you protected your wife with no regard to your own safety inspired everyone.”

“Love, Aviva, Simon, and I are going back to Nido de Aguila to pack. Gila and Hadassah are coming to stay with you. They’ll bring you to the airport tomorrow. The girls will bring you a special pillow for the car trip to the airport and for the flight home,” Ruth said as she bent over and kissed her husband.

“Where’s Gefen and Sasha?” Yoshua asked.

“They took the scenic route on the train. They’ll meet us at the airport,” Ruth remarked.

“See you tomorrow, babe,” Yoshua said to Ruth.

*****
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THE NEXT DAY, THE TEAM met in Madrid for their flight to Tel Aviv. 

“Good to see you walking, professor,” Gefen said as she opened her arms to hug him.

“No hugs this time; Yoshua has tens of stitches in his back,” Ruth told Gefen. 

“I’ve got a special blow-up pillow to protect my back during the flight,” Yoshua showed them. 

The flight home was uneventful. Everyone contemplated what they had endured and what it meant. Ruth moved in between the members of the team to encourage and support them after their traumatic experience in Nido de Aguila.

The calm they had built on the trip changed the second they stepped out of customs into the reception hall. Cameras flashing and journalists shouting out their questions greeted them. Tens of international journalists waited for them. To the outside observer it looked like a school of sharks in the middle of a feeding frenzy. Boisterous journalists assaulted them from every direction. Sasha muscled his way through the crowd. He pulled every member of the team out from being hammered by questions.Once the journalists were between him and the rest of the members of the team, he addressed them in English with his heavy Russian accent. 

“I will make a simple statement. The attack in Nido de Aguila is common knowledge. The insane priest that carried out the attack murdered eleven people. Our team had already entered the chapel. Thank God, we suffered no losses, but everyone suffered from injuries. We ask you to let us leave now with no more interviews. Allow us to get the medical care we require. Dr. Ruth Rosenberg will contact the press when she is ready to issue a full statement.”

As Sasha finished speaking the crowd of reporters parted like the Red Sea and into the gap walked two elderly men. One had his arms open and the second one was carrying an ancient medical bag. When Ruth saw her father, she ran to him, in front of the world press snapping photos of father and daughter hugging and kissing each other. The second man walked straight to Yoshua. Yoshua leaned on his crutch with his daughter on one side and Sasha on the other side. Gila reached out and grabbed Hadassah’s right arm to stop her from saluting Dr. Arieli.

“Danger finds you wherever you go, Yoshua ben Yaakov. You gave us a frightful scare there, Professor,” Dr. Michael Arieli told his patient. He turned to the girls. 

“Girls, your parents are waiting for you outside in their cars. They are anxious, so I’ll take care of the professor along with Dr. Jamerson, and you can leave right away. We will meet up in Jerusalem at my house in two days.” The female members of the team hugged and kissed each other.

When Gila hugged Ruth, Gila whispered to her. “Princess, we are your faithful servants.” Tears rolled down Ruth’s face, and she kissed Gila again on the right cheek.

Simon stood next to Aviva. Doctor Arieli first shook Yoshua’s hand. He turned up his charm. He gave Aviva a warm grandfatherly. 

“Dr. Arieli, you are a salve for sore eyes,” Aviva said, smiling back at him.

“Dr. Berger, how unfortunate I have no more sons. Who doesn’t want you as a daughter-in-law.”

“You are such a charmer,” Aviva said, blushing.

Dr. Arieli turned serious. 

“Being alluring is easy for a woman stunning both physically and spiritually. Only someone with a special soul goes to prison for the sake of the dead.” 

To the chagrin of the Hoshiyans present, Dr. Arieli placed his open right hand on his heart and saluted Aviva in the Hoshiyan manner. 

“Happy are people that produce daughters like Aviva Berger. I am honored to be among your friends,” he said.

Tears came to Aviva’s eyes.

“You’ve made me cry,” she said, while wiping away the tears with her good hand.

“Angels catch every one of your tears in their gentle hands. They bring them as a sacrifice to the Holy One, Blessed be He.” 

Aviva’s cheeks turned bright red at being praised by a man such as Dr. Michael Arieli. Aviva first met Dr. Arieli when as a young girl she had visited the Arielis with Ruth. Dr. Michael Arieli commanded respect, because he respected everyone he met. The medical profession regarded him as a skilled physician and surgeon. In the world of kabbalists and moralists, he stood out as a unique teacher. Dr. Arieli’s life was an example of how to live an ethical life. Every Hoshiyan community around the world study his books.

“You praise me too much, sir.”

“No, Madame, I don’t praise you enough. Your enemies sought to shackle you, but you found salvation instead,” Dr. Arieli replied.

Aviva thought, “How could he comprehend what had gone on in her head in prison. Stunned, she reflected on what he said. Aviva felt his presence for the first time as if he was examining her soul.” Dr. Arieli smiled at her again.

“Daughter of my people, may you go from one height to the next,” he blessed her. 

Only Simon and Ruth understood what had taken place. Dr. Arieli opened his arms and Simon fell into his arms. He whispered into Simon’s ear.

“You have a diamond here. Guard it with your life. You will encounter a vast amount of resistance but follow your heart.” Tears fell at will from Simon’s eyes. He understood. Dr. Arieli didn’t oppose his relationship with Aviva gave him the courage to face his family.

“Simon, control yourself: We are in public.”

“In my heart I salute you and give you the love and honor you deserve, Servant of our people,” Simon whispered back, using the traditional Hoshiyan term for their king.
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AFTER A WEEK OF BEING home recovering, Yoshua returned to work with Ruth. They entered the campus hand in hand. Once again, people greeted him as a returning hero. Everyone stopped them to ask after their health and to compliment him on how he had risked his life for his wife. Every time someone commented on his act of bravery, Ruthie squeezed his hand to thank him once again for what he had done. He turned to her and smiled back.

Ruthie felt strangled by her secrets. Shuki had proved once again how much he loved her. Yet, she kept the most important things in his life secret from him. She questioned how well their love might withstand the day he learns she had lied to him their entire lives together.

Their meeting wasn’t random. They had arranged it in a way to entice him into a relationship with her. It had started out as a duty, but the more she became familiar with the young prince, the more she grew to like him and afterwards love him. 

The previous evening, she had taken Yasmine and drove to the gardens in Talpiyot that overlook the Old City in Jerusalem. In the evening, the garden had few visitors. It allowed them to talk without being overheard. Ruthie had poured out her heart to her daughter. 

“Yasmine, I fear what will happen once your father finds out what we have been hiding from him. He might hate us.”

“On one side, I can understand your apprehension. If it was me, I would be angry, but Aba and you have a strong, loving relationship. He will forgive you.”

“Yasmine, once he learns I built our relationship on lies, how long do you believe it will take him to pack his bags and leave?”

“Ima, do you believe Aba will also reject us once he understands we were aware of the deception the entire time?” Yasmine asked for the first time, worried that fulfilling the prophecy could mean her family being torn apart.

“There is a difference between a spouse, whose relationship is legal, and a child. A child’s relationship is biological, and so much stronger. Your father might be angry, but he won’t reject you forever.”

Ruth and her daughter hugged each other. Their bond was on a biological level and spiritual level. They both understood their roles in this prodigious endeavor and where their duty lay. Now Ruth slid back into her role of Dr. Ruth Rosenberg. She was a pro at making the switch. When mother and daughter came home, Yoshua waited for them. 

“Babe, walk with me,” he said, taking her hand. She walked away with Yoshua as if nothing was wrong, smiling at the husband she loved.
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YOSHUA STILL LIMPED and needed a cane to walk. He understood that his age slowed down the healing process. He wasn’t bouncing back so fast. His injuries now took longer to heal. Getting into shape was taking more effort than ever.

On the second day home, he returned to the university. Yoshua found Tzion standing at the door of the lab. The two men shook hands. 

“You are a sight for sore eyes, Tzion.”

“Boss, you have a habit of scaring us. When I saw the pictures on the TV, I didn’t understand how you survived,” Tzion said.

Yoshua pointed upward. 

“I believe in miracles more than I used to. Anything new here?” Yoshua inquired.

“I finished cataloging everything the team sent me from Spain. I finished the map which identifies the locations of the various finds. So far, my analysis shows a hundred percent correlation between the finds and the story. Even the gravestones are where I predicted with a computer model,” Tzion explained.
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YOSHUA FOUND IT STRANGE to come into his lab and office. He had spent years in this place. Now it appeared different to him. Yoshua understood how much the little Bet Midrash had changed his life. The explosion had shaken everyone in the team. Simon and Aviva talked about a life together. In fact, they were planning a trip to England for her to meet his family. 

“Boss, can Gefen and I come over for Friday night dinner? We want to learn more,” Sasha asked.

“Yes, our house is always open for the both of you,” Ruth replied. 

Yasmine got her parents alone and closed the door to the office for privacy.

“I am not returning to Spain. Terrorist and/ or thieves will return. I don’t want that lifestyle.”

“Yasmine, our plan is to scan the books and come home,” Ruth said. 

“It never entered my mind that an archaeological dig could elicit such immense acts of terror. I was mentally prepared for it here in Jerusalem, but not in Spain. When I got up and saw Dr. Jamerson sewing you up and the amount of blood you had lost, I was sure you’d die. Aba, I don’t want to be an eyewitness to you being blown apart or shot multiple times,” Yasmine said with tears pouring down her face.

Yoshua wrapped his arms around his daughter and whispered in her ear.

“HaShem watches over me and your mother. What have I taught you to say every morning? Yoshua asked.

“Today is a good day to die, because if the Lord chose this day for me, this day is the best day for me to die.”

“Sweetie, we love you with our whole hearts and souls. No one is forcing you to return,” Ruthie said.

*****
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HADASSAH AND GILA TOOK the bus home to their settlement of Choron. Except to call to say Shabbat Shalom before Shabbat, the team hadn’t seen or heard from them.

Ruthie had changed, too. She feared for her husband and children. Yoshua assumed her anxiousness was because of their near miss with death. She clung to him. Wherever he went, she went. Ruthie understood she suffered from reality. Not only could she lose her husband, but also the chance to fulfill the prophecy.

Everything changed. Tzion came in with a gigantic smile on his face. He put down the papers he was carrying and stuck out his hand toward Yoshua. Tzion’s smile infected Yoshua, and he smiled back and took his old sergeant’s hand. 

“Boss, since the bombing in Nido de Aguila, tens of reporters came to the University for interviews. Here is a copy of the press release,” Tzion said as he handed it to Yoshua and Ruth. 

After reading the press release, Ruth glanced at Tzion.

“We’ll write something with a little more meat on it. Last time, I told Yoshua that I felt uncomfortable that we left you here. Now I understand it has been God’s hand directing our steps. I can’t conceive of a state of affairs in which we might put your life at risk, God forbid,” Ruth said.

Tzion smiled at the Rosenbergs but didn’t answer her. Instead, he changed the subject.

“Boss, we have a huge list of things to get accomplished. Where do you want to start?” Tzion asked.

*****
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THE NEXT DAY REBBETZIN Rivka Arieli received a first-hand briefing from Gila and Hadassah while she baked in the kitchen. The girls helped as they gave their report, assisting the Rebbetzin to knead the dough. Following the Rebbetzin’s custom, together they removed the challah (the portion that was once given to the priests as an offering) and said the prayer.

“Girls, say the blessing with intent. Saying this blessing with intent helps unmarried women find worthy husbands.” 

Together, they said the words with such intent. Unlike the girls, Rivka Arieli was praying for the well-being of Ruth Aluz (Rosenberg), using her actual name. 

“Blessed be HaShem, our God, and King of the Universe who has sanctified us with His commandments and commanded us to separate Challah.” She understood Ruthie’s constant distress.  

“Girls, when did you last visit the Rosenbergs?” Rivka asked. Both girls lowered their heads. 

“Rebbetzin, we face a tough situation. We find it more and more difficult to be around the prince and the princess without making a mistake. We both saw, without a second’s thought for himself, the prince throw himself over his wife to protect her. He is a man worthy of our praise, but when he acts like that, we can’t protect him. 

“We have discussed what security measures are needed to protect not only Yoshua, but every one of you. I want you girls to return to your duties with the Rosenbergs. We will also assign protection for Yasmine, Chaim and Elana Rosenberg,” Rivka explained to them.

“Rebbetzin, we will go tomorrow morning to the University to visit with Professor and Doctor Rosenberg.”

“Ruthie loves my whole wheat challot. Please take her two for Shabbat,” the Rebbetzin said as she slipped four loaves into the oven.

*****
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THE NEXT MORNING, HADASSAH and Gila had an emotional reunion with the other members of their team. Sasha wasn’t his normal effervescent self. After a fifteen-minute reunion, the girls waved goodbye. They stopped to say hello Dr. Jamerson.

Tzion had seen Sasha watching Hadassah. He threw his arm around Sasha’s shoulder and steered him over to his desk. 

“My friend, if I was twenty-five years younger, I’d be in the relentless pursuit of Hadassah,” Tzion said.

“Tzion, when the bomb exploded, the only thing that passed through my mind was whether it injured Hadassah. The more I discover about her, the more I understand the depths of her being,” Sasha replied.

“Sasha, she’s religious, and you aren’t. The difference is significant. Many find it a difficult combination to work in a marriage.”

“I can change.”

“I’ve paid attention to more than a few changes in your behavior. You should be proud of what you have accomplished. I have always liked you, but now I respect you and value your friendship,” Tzion informed Sasha with a smile.

“Thank you, Tzion. That means a tremendous amount to me. Dr. Jamerson introduced me to his son David, who is a Yeshiva student here in Jerusalem. His son has agreed to learn with me twice a week.”

“Wow, Sasha, you are serious. I am pleased for you.”

*****
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THE PHONE RANG ON RUTH Rosenberg’s desk and she picked it up and said, “Hello?”

“Dr. Rosenberg, I am the personal secretary of the Spanish Minister of Interior,” the man said in a heavily accented English. Ruth signaled with her hand for everyone to be quiet.

The girls stood in the doorway. Ruth called to them while placing her hand over the receiver. 

“Girls, don’t go anywhere. This call is for the entire team.” Everyone gathered in Ruth’s office as she put the phone on speaker for everyone to listen.

“Dr. Rosenberg, the Minister wants me to inform you that the government met this morning to discuss the excavations at Nido de Aguila. The government has withdrawn its support of security. The death of twelve of our citizens far outweighs the intellectual and spiritual value it could gain from continuing the dig. As agreed before, we will make molds of the dead. Both countries will receive a complete copy of the figures in wax. Afterwards, you can bury your dead according to your religious laws in Israel.”

“As agreed before, you will continue the rest of the year’s research in Spain and only afterwards will our government agree to pass over to you the books on permanent loan to the State of Israel.”

The secretary caught his breath before continuing. “The government will approve armed guards if they are diplomatic staff to the Embassy. If not, the government will only permit the use of non-lethal weapons. The minister will expect your decisions soon.”

“Thank you very much for informing us of the government decisions. We will decide what we can do and get back to you,” Ruth replied.

*****
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RUTH TOLD EVERYONE about her phone conversation. “What did you expect to happen, boss?” Tzion asked Yoshua.

“To tell you the truth, I expected the Spanish government to hand over more responsibility for security of our team and the Bet Midrash. What I didn’t expect them to do is stop their security activities. The murdered Jewish community of Nido de Aguila has returned from the past to bite the Spanish government in the tail. We can understand why they want nothing more to do with the Bet Midrash,” Yoshua replied to Tzion, but addressing the entire team. 

Tzion nodded toward Gila and Hadassah. 

“Boss, why don’t you ask the girls’ company for help?” Ruth smiled at how Tzion directed her husband straight into the hands of the Hoshiyan community.

“An excellent suggestion. Seven Ltd is the correct company to help us. They have two operatives working with us already,” Ruth reminded her husband.

Even Sasha was smiling at the possibility to continue working with the two ravishing security guards. 

“Yeshayahu introduced us to this company. Let’s get him on the phone and determine if they could handle a job this big,” Yoshua suggested.

“Professor, I received a bank statement of our NGO, Or LeGoyim’s yesterday. The donations continue to pour in. We have the sufficient funds to contract Col. Drori’s company to provide the security at Nido de Aguila,” Simon said.

Yoshua corrected Simon.

“Simon, Yeshayahu Drori is not in the permanent forces. He is a reservist. We only use our ranks when we are on active duty. You can address him as Mr. Drori or Yeshayahu,” Yoshua informed the English surgeon.

“We need to talk to our friend, the Israeli Ambassador to Spain. Let’s hope he will grant diplomatic status for the entire staff.” Simon suggested.

“An excellent idea. We’ll call him this afternoon. I still have his personal mobile phone number.”

“Girls, can you contact your boss at Seven Ltd and have him or her contact us,” Ruth asked in the most innocent of tones, making her husband assume she did not understand about the company or who ran it. Ruth deliberated who should act as the front for the company.

Ruth smiled at her husband, trying to convey to him how much she loved him. She hoped it gave her a few seconds to deliberate. She needed to keep Daniella’s role in the company from her husband. Still smiling, she walked over to where Hadassah and Gila stood and stepped in between them. She threw an arm around the shoulders of each confused young lady and said, still smiling. 

“The men took care of security last time. They didn't do the job successfully.” Yoshua protested, but Ruth cut him off before he could get a word out. Ruth’s tone of voice showed she meant business.

“Professor Rosenberg, why don’t you let me and these two talented young ladies find a solution to our security problems. We will present the entire team with our plans. If you don’t approve, we will do your way.”

Ruth saw her husband wanting to say something, but she tilted her head to the right and squinted, her eyes half closed.

“Is that fair, Yoshua?”

Ruthie laughed as her brow-beaten husband nodded in agreement. She swept the girls up and headed out the door. She didn’t give anyone a chance to say a word.

Once out of the lab and outside of the building, both girls kissed Ruthie on the cheeks. Together they said, “That was brilliant, princess.”

“Girls, I warned you not to use that title. It is too dangerous. I have a few things to finish. Let’s meet here in ninety minutes and we’ll go talk with Rav Elisha,” Ruth ordered the girls.

*****
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SASHA HAD BEEN IN DEEP thought and when he saw the girls leave. It took a few seconds to register. He took off after them. When he got into the corridor, they were leaving the building. Dr. Rosenberg was heading back to the lab. 

“Why the hurry, Sasha?”

“I need to ask Hadassah and Gila a question,” Sasha replied as he ran past Ruth. When Sasha exited the building, the girls reached at the gate. 

“Hadassah, Gila, do you have a few minutes,” Sasha called out. The girls stared at each other. They nodded to him, and waited for him to join them. 

“What can we do for you, Sasha?” Gila asked.

“The excavation of the Bet Midrash in Nido has changed many of my concepts of Judaism. I have undergone dramatic situations.  Entering the sealed room to finding the mummies and books. Afterwards, the Spanish threw us illegally into prison. In prison, the guards beat me. Later, they attempted to murder us in the showers. The Minister of the Interior saved our lives in prison. Next, that crazy priest tried to blow us into the next world at the Bet Midrash. I observed how you and the Rosenbergs cope with these emotional difficult circumstances. You are coping better than me. I guess what I am asking is what gives you faith?” Sasha asked.

The girls’ eyes grew wide from the unusual question of their unreligious colleague. 

“Sasha, we are not the right address for such a question,” Hadassah explained. 

“You need to talk to HaRav Elisha, Dr. Arieli’s son and Prof. Rosenberg’s friend,” Gila added.

“We endured the bombing together. What makes you come through such an occasion with your faith intact?” Sasha asked.

“I don’t have the depth of the faith you have.”

“Sasha, faith is only a small part emotion. Faith is in a large degree a learned process. One cannot believe in the Holy One Blessed be He without learning about our concepts concerning our Creator,” Gila said. 

“People aren’t born with faith?” Sasha asked. 

“Faith is not only an emotional response. To understand God’s relationship with us, we must study and learn about the relationship,” Hadassah replied. 

“Rabbi Moshe ben Maimon (‘Maimonides or Rambam’), was a great codifier of Jewish law and philosopher. He compiled the ‘Thirteen Fundamental Principles of Judaism’. The Rambam refers to these thirteen principles of faith as the fundamental truths of Judaism,” Hadassah explained. Gila took up the explanation. 

“The first principles establish for us what our concept of God is. They are:

“The first principle is to believe that our Creator exists. He is perfect in every manner of existence. God is the Primary Cause of existence. This means God created everything. The Lord has no blemishes and makes no mistakes. The second of the Rambam’s beliefs is that God is absolute and unparalleled unity.”

“His third principle is God has no physical attributes. He is only spiritual. There are places in the Torah where it mentions a physical aspect of HaKodosh Baruchu. The Torah uses this terminology to help man understand.”

“So what is the ‘finger of God’, or with an outstretched arm?” Sasha asked.

“Yes, the Torah is in words that man can understand,” Gila answered.  

“The next belief is in God’s eternity. He existed before the creation of the universe. He is in the present and will exist during the entire future.”

“If we consider God’s unity, the conclusion can only be that we must worship God to the exclusion of any false gods.”

“Sasha, are you following?” Gila asked.

“Yes, I understand. You can continue.”

“At this point, the Rambam’s approaches several other major principles of faith. The first belief is God communicates with man through prophecy.” Hadassah and Gila stared at each other. Each forced a smile on her face. Each knew what the other thought; Sasha is not a Hoshiyan and not privy to the Prophet Elisha’s predictions. The two of them had discussed this subject several times in relationship to Dr. Berger and Sasha. 

Though major players in this story, they had no concept of the truth that lay behind the Bet Midrash and the professor. 

Gila paid attention that Sasha stared at them, not too sure what was going on, so Gila continued her explanation.

“It is a central belief that Moshe, our teacher, is our greatest prophet and God talked to him face to face.”

“Why is that unusual?” Sasha asked? 

“God spoke to the other prophets only through their dreams,” Hadassah explained.

“The focus of the Rambam’s principles shifts once again. This time to the Torah. He states, ‘An essential principle of faith is to believe in the Divine origin of the Torah. Man didn’t write the Torah. Our teacher Moshe received the Torah straight from the ‘hand of God’ to give to the Jewish people at Mt. Sinai.”

The girls waited for Sasha to absorb what they had said. After a few seconds, Sasha nodded. 

“The natural continuation of such a concept is the belief that the Torah is permanent and unchanging. Since God is perfect, hence his Torah is perfect and needs no improvement,” Hadassah said.

“You don’t believe in progressive thought?” Sasha asked.

“By saying we need to improve on the Torah, it means the Torah isn’t perfect and hence logic dictates God isn’t perfect.”

“God doesn’t make mistakes?” Sasha asked, scrunching up his face in disbelief.

“Imperfection is a human trait. That is why God created mercy and repentance. If the Holy One blessed be He judged man only by the letter of the law, no one could be innocent,” Gila said.

“Judaism doesn’t believe absolute perfection is obtainable. Even the righteous are fallible.”

“Even Dr. Arieli is not perfect?” Sasha asked. Neither of the girls were ready for such a question. This was their king, descendent of the Light of Justice. Faced with a great dilemma, Hadassah knew she couldn’t let Sasha consider there was a reason they hesitated to answer. 

“Yes, even a tzaddik like Dr. Arieli isn’t perfect.”

“Is there something wrong? I shouldn’t ask about him.”

“No, you are correct. It is hard to stare reality in the face. The Arielis have been part of our lives since we were born. They might appear perfect, yet the Holy One Blessed be He holds great tzaddikim to a higher level of behavior, similar to Moshe our teacher,” Hadassah explained.

“If you or I had struck the rock instead of asking it to give water, our punishment won’t have been so harsh as not to enter the Holy Land. Moshe existed on a higher spiritual plane. His repentance is a lesson to every human for all times,” Hadassah said.

“The tenth belief is that we believe the Creator perceives every action and thoughts of human beings. As written in Psalm 33:15, ‘it is he who fashions the hearts of everyone, he who notes every one of their deeds,’” Gila explained.

Hadassah continued to explain.

“Judaism believes our actions have consequences. We believe in divine reward and retribution. Hakodosh Baruchu rewards those who keep his commands and punishes those who transgress his commandments. On a higher level of spirituality, we understand God’s punishments are in reality a means of educating us,” Hadassah said.

“What do you mean, God doesn’t punish? I never heard that,” Sasha said.

“When we examine our actions universally, we learn that the Holy One Blessed be He is a loving parent. He doesn’t enact reactions to sins to be mean. He wants us to repent and improve ourselves. We say, every experience that comes into our lives, comes to teach us something. If I don’t follow God’s guidelines (Torah), a reaction will enter my life. One objective of this, is to make me pondered on what I have done (Tchuva). Once I realize the problem, I know how to improve myself. That is the actual purpose of God’s actions,” Hadassah said.

“That is eleven fundamentals. What are the final two,” Sasha asked?

Hadassah glanced at Sasha, wondering if she and Gila explained the principles well enough for him to understand.

“The twelfth principle of faith is the belief in the coming of the Meshiach. Our people have sung these words for eight hundred years. ‘I firmly believe in the coming of the Meshiach; and although he may tarry, I daily wait for his coming.’” Hadassah thought of the stories of her people. How the King always said this verse to start his morning lectures. 

Sasha surprised the girls.

“My grandfather told me that is what the Jews sang on their way to the Nazi gas chambers. Even seconds before their horrible deaths they still believed in redemption.”

“How interesting that you should mention that. The thirteenth belief is the resurrection of the dead. Their neshamot (souls) will reunite with their bodies and they will be alive once more in this world,” Gila explained.

Gila saw the confusion in Sasha’s eyes.

“Sasha, we can’t emphasize enough you speak to HaRav Elisha Arieli, an expert in this field. He teaches this subject and understands the nuances much better than we do.” 

*****
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MEANWHILE, IN NIDO de Aguila, the papal spies found themselves with a reduced ability to spy on the excavation. The government had called out the army to guard the Bet Midrash. They replaced the old steel door with something more appropriate for a bank vault. There was no entrance to anyone. The blast destroyed every one of their cameras and microphones. The explosion reduced their surveillance to directional listening devices and visual contact. After three days of nothing of interest, they stopped trying. They needed to wait until the Israelis came back. 

One operative had suggested to Alberto over the phone.

“Since the chapel is a target for terrorists, why can’t we blow the place apart?” 

“Fool, the safes are bomb resistant. You need to attach the explosives on the safe to damage the contents. No one will believe the terrorists try again so soon with the large number of troops and armored vehicles there now,” Alberto told them.

“Boss, admit it, besides the inflammatory parts, the chronicles are a moving story. I wait each day to listen to Gefen read. Her diction is near perfect and she has a lovely voice. Now, with Dr. Sarmiento murdered, the professor won’t be translating the story into Spanish.”

That gave Alberto an idea. 

“Why not encourage the Bishop of Granada to ask the Minister of Interior to demand a translation of the story into Spanish? It makes sense, since they found the books in Spain.”

*****
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NINETY MINUTES LATER Ruth met Hadassah and Gila at the entrance to the parking lot. Dr. Rosenberg directed the girls to her car. Ruth turned right, back toward the city. Left led to Route 443, which passed by the Hoshiyan town of Choron. 

“Dr. Rosenberg, shouldn’t we have gone left,” Gila asked?

“We are not going to your commander, but to her boss, HaRav Elisha Arieli. He is at court now. We can talk to him there about organizing the security.”

“Ruthie, isn’t it true that the foundation Or LeGoyim owns the Bet Midrash and the plot it's located?” Hadassah pointed out.

“Yes, why?”

“The ambassador could talk to the Spanish foreign minister and arrange that the Embassy rents the land for a consulate,” Hadassah suggested.

“That is a brilliant idea. Our people will be consulate staff. With diplomatic status they can bear arms on the consulate grounds. Well, young lady you have proven not only to be a good medic, a security guard and gorgeous. In addition, you proved you are smart. It’s a pleasure doing business with you,” Ruth praised Hadassah.

At the next red light, Ruth dialed Elisha’s private number, which he answered on the first ring. 

“Hello?”

“Kavod HaRav (honorable Rabbi) I need to talk to you about security matters of the Bet Midrash,” Ruth told Elisha.

“I have to take my youngest daughter, Rachel, to my father for a checkup. Can we meet at Father’s clinic? I will be there in twenty minutes. In the meantime, it will give my mother time to spoil you.”

Ruth smiled.

“I am with Gila and Hadassah.”

“Wow, hello, girls. You will make my mother so happy to visit her.”

“It is our pleasure and honor, Kavod HaRav.”

“See you soon ladies.”

*****
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WHEN THE THREE LADIES walked into Rivka’s kitchen, Rivka took off her oven mittens and opened her arms and Hadassah and Gila rushed to her. Rivka kissed each one on each cheek and hugged them to herself. At the table sat two more guardswomen. They were Gila and Hadassah’s replacements. Rivka made introductions between them. Later, she introduced the two new girls to Ruth.

“Girls, let me introduce Dr. Ruth Rosenberg, first lady of the tribe of Asher,” Rivka said. The eyes of both girls grew wide open agog at who stood before them. Both girls saluted Ruth in the proper manner, which Ruth reciprocated. 

The one on the right, spoke first. 

“It is our great honor to meet you. You are our hero and we try to emulate you. You have shown great dedication under great duress. You still fulfilled your duty to yourself, your family, to the people of Hoshiya and to the entire Klal Ysrael (people of Israel). 

Ruth stared at the two girls. She was unaware that people thought of her like that. Against her will tears came to eyes. To her surprise Hadassah and Gila also saluted her. She returned the salutes, obvious moved by the actions and words of the guardswomen of the Seventh Company of the Queen’s Guard.

HaRav Elisha walked into the room with his daughter. Before anyone could do or say anything he came to his mother and hugged and kissed her on the cheek. He turned to those gathered while his daughter walked to her grandmother.

The five women saluted him, which he returned. 

“I have walked into a highly emotional gathering. What is happening, girls?”

“The girls were praising me,” Ruth said while shaking her head. 

“I don’t do it because it’s my duty. I do it for the great love I have for my husband and our people,” Ruth told them

Elisha Arieli, a descendent of kings and queens saluted Ruth. 

“My words are so small next to your deeds. We are in awe of how you have not crumpled under the tremendous pressure. You are an Eshet Chayel (a woman worthy of praise).”

Now the tears flowed from Ruth’s eyes and Rivka approached to her. Rivka gathered Ruth into her arms. Ruth cried on the Rebbetzin’s shoulder for a good minute, while Rivka whispered words of encouragement to her.

Rachel Arieli, Elisha’s youngest daughter, took his hand and pulled on it. 

“Yes, Racheli, what do you want,” Elisha asked his daughter while smiling at her. 

“Why is everyone crying? What calamity has befallen us?”

“No, nothing dangerous has happened, little one. The opposite has occurred. Everyone is praising the princess of Aluz for her dedication to her people.”

“When I grow up, I hope to be like Dr. Rosenberg,” Racheli stated. Elisha smiled at his daughter and stroked her cheek.

“That is an excellent idea.” Elisha lifted his daughter and hugged her and kissed her several times on her face. The little girl buried her face in her father’s beard. Elisha stood there, beaming. In his thoughts, he praised his Creator, “Thank you Hakodosh Baruchu for bringing me to this time and place. May everyone serve you with a whole heart and soul.” 
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AFTER THREE HOURS OF intense discussions, Dr. Arieli announced his decision.

“We need someone Yoshua is unfamiliar with to act as the CEO of Seven Ltd. We can’t use any of the men who were in Spain to rescue Yoshua, Sasha, and Aviva from prison. We need young men straight out of the army. The kind who does security jobs around the world,” Dr. Arieli said.

“We have the space where the previous police station existed. It should be a sufficient area for separate dormitories. We can have guardswomen there to protect the women of the team,” Elisha commented.  

“Besides ex-combat troops and guardswomen we should have two or three more seasoned diplomats,” Seth suggested.

“Excellent idea, general,” Elisha said.

“I am sure everyone will agree that we leave the choice of the team to General Har Zahav,” Dr. Arieli said.

Everyone stomped their feet in approval. 

“General, how long will it take to put a team together,” Dr. Arieli asked?

“Sir, after we put out the request, it won’t be how long to find applicants. The problem will be how much time it will take to wade through the thousands of applicants!” the general replied with a smile.

To Arielis’ surprise, the general’s prediction became true. They received three thousand four hundred and seventy-one applications for the twelve positions. The general selected the three ‘senior’ positions of consulate; the consulate-general, his deputy, and head of security.

He chose well. For the consulate, he chose Simon’s young cousin from Bet El, Itamar (forty) and his wife Yaffa Yavetz (thirty-eight). Itamar served in the diplomat corps for the past fifteen years. Itamar still served as a captain in the Givati infantry brigade, and Yaffa had once served as a non-commissioned officer in the Seventh Company. 

General Har Zahav selected an experienced diplomat, Chelon Zamir, from Nahariya as the deputy consulate-general. Chelon was an expert in martial arts. Chelon had served in Ecuador and British Colombia. There he acted there as both the agricultural and security attaché.  

Amitai Ledan became Head of security. Amitai had spent ten years in the Israeli Air Force. He progressed from a weapons specialist to command the prestigious Shaldag rescue unit of the air force.

To select the twelve staff members required a team of twenty interviewers five days to get through every applicant. It took another three days of arguing to reduce the number to thirty-six finalists. The final review panel comprised Dr. Michael Arieli, Prof. Gavriel Yaroni and Ysrael Rosenberg (Aluz). The final choice took them the entire night. They finished only at 4:30 am.  

In the meantime, Hoshiyan members of Knesset, put pressure on the Minister of Foreign Affairs to grant the request to turn the Bet Midrash into a consulate. The Spanish Ambassador came to their aid. He had received permission to grant extensive rights to the “Consulate personnel” from his government. The Spanish wanted to wash their hands of the Bet Midrash quickly. When he saw the Israeli Minister hesitate, he made an offer.

“You can use the land next to the chapel where the police station once stood. The area is extensive enough to house your entire staff and have a small building for a consulate.”

The selection process of the consulate staff and the subsequent political negotiations took six weeks. Once approved, Simon flew out to southern Spain to meet with a local contractor. After installing the temporary structures, they enclosed the entire compound with a concrete wall. The wall was thirty-five centimeters wide and two-and-a-half meters tall. They topped the wall with razor wire.
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PAPAL RESPONSE
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The world’s response to the little chapel amazed the Pope and his intelligence team again.

“Your Excellency, we received important information from our agent inside the Spanish Minister for Foreign Affairs.”

“What information?”

“He discovered an impending deal between the Spanish government and Israel. The Spanish no longer will provide security for the chapel and the archaeologists. They have agreed to turn the chapel and its adjacent plot into an Israeli consulate. The changes will make spying on them difficult. If they catch us, it becomes an international incident,” Alberto informed the pope. 

“Why have the Spanish agreed to the proposal?”

“Your holiness, the death of so many police officers have left the government weak. They fear if a similar act of terrorism will collapse the government,” Alberto responded.

“Alberto, have your men been searching for the bomber’s origins?” the pope asked.

“Yes, your holiness. We are working side by side with the Spanish antiterrorist unit.

“To their misfortune, this man was a monk of Basque origin. It turns out Renaldo was the monk that embarrassed the Bishop of Granada. Prof. Rosenberg was there and commented on their disrespect,” Alberto informed the pope.

“The Spanish government wants the Israelis to provide the security in Nido de Aguila.”

“Yes, your holiness, the only legal way to allow them to carry firearms is to turn the place into a consulate.”

“Your holiness, we received another report from inside the Foreign Ministry. The Israelis are bringing their own staff. They will not be hiring any locals. We had no idea why deputy consulate will also act as an agricultural attaché,” Alberto informed the Pope.

“I suspect the Israeli NGO Or LeGoyim. I received a report from Father Emmanuel. The NGO has set up a special fund to help transfer Israeli agricultural technology to the local farmers,” the Pope informed Alberto.

The Pope looked at his spymaster and asked him. “Have you followed the readings of Chronicles?”

“Your Holiness, as long as Prof. Rosenberg translated into Spanish for the late Dr. Sarmiento, I could follow it. Now that Gefen reads only in Hebrew, we will need to get the work translated.”

“Alberto, that will not be necessary; I am having the entire work translated here by one of our own scholars. No one knows about it. I have sworn him to secrecy.”

“What is your opinion of the chronicles?” 

“Your Holiness, what our predecessors thought to be radical is acceptable today. If we examine what he proposed within the framework of those times, Pope Alexander the VI was correct to assume that Aharon Dori to be a dangerous radical.”

“Is this everything, Alberto?”

“May I speak freely, your holiness,” Alberto asked?

“Yes, I value your honest opinion.”

“The story so far has been a mild mix of romance, moral lessons and science fiction. For us today it won’t even cause a single hair to rise on my arm. We are aware of the tension between Dr. Jamerson and the professor. I agree with Yoshua, the English surgeon knows more than what he is telling.”

“Holiness, is there a possibility that the Hoshiyan Chronicles represents a factual history of those people?” Alberto asked.

“Is it possible that God created this refuge? A place for righteous people to develop independent of censorship?” 

“Alberto, we are both aware that God can create anything. Whether it happened is another story. Dr. Jamerson may be a descendant from those Hoshiyans, we have an unconventional story on our hands. If there exists even an infinitesimal chance, these stories are genuine, Hoshiyans could be hidings in our mists. If that is so, they are a major threat to Mother Church. We need to eradicate Dori’s writings from the face of the earth.” 

“Alberto, if the chronicles are true, we need to go to war to stop the Hoshiyans. I want you to investigate Dr. Jamerson. Research his background and the NGO, Or LeGoyim.”

“To clarify, your Holiness, you want us to find out if Hoshiyans are living in secret within our mists, waiting for someone to fulfill the prophecy.”

“That is what I fear.”

“May I suggestion a plan of action?”

“Yes, of course, Alberto.”

“Similar to any ethnic group there must be people who don’t want to continue in hiding. Exactly like fallen priests work against the Church, we need to find dissatisfied Hoshiyans. Once we have even one, we will get them to provide us with essential information,” Alberto suggested.

“I agree with the way you think, Alberto.”

“Thank you, Holiness.”

“Yes, Alberto, that is what I want you to investigate. Maybe the easiest thing will be to find the person supposed to fulfill the prophecy. Then tell him the truth and ruin the prophecy?”

“The question is whether the professor will believe us? You need to find irrefutable evidence of the existence of Hoshiya and if they live among us.”

“Alberto, come over here. I want to bless you and your new mission.”

Alberto came over and stood before the pope and lowered his head. The Pope laid his hands on his spy master’s head.

“May the Lord watch over you and your team. May God give you strength to find out the truth, whether the Chronicles are fiction or fact.” 

*****
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ALBERTO LEFT HIS AUDIENCE with the pope deep in thought. “How am I going to find dissatisfied Hoshiyans?”

When Alberto got back to his office, he opened his phone and searched from a phone number. 

“Yes, Antonio is the perfect person for his job.”

Alberto rang the number. After four rings he closed the line and waited three minutes and called again. This time at the fourth ring he heard, “Yes?”

“Antonio, Alberto speaking.”

“Oh my God, we had a deal you leave me alone after I helped you last time. We broke so many laws that the police of four different countries are still searching for me.”

“Antonio, if I can make those arrest warrants go away, will you help me?”

“First, you make my legal problems disappear. Afterwards, we will discuss my fee. Last time you paid me with an eternal blessing. The Pope promised me a place in paradise. This time you will pay me by the minute.” 

“No problem, Antonio. I will give you an advance of ten thousand Euros.”

“Now you’re talking. What do you want me to search?”

“Hoshiyans.”

“What is a Hoshiyan?”

“They are a secret society that can cause the Church tremendous damage. We want to search for dissatisfied members. From them we can learn more regarding their organization,” Alberto suggested.

“You want me to surf the dark net to find Hoshiyans?”

“Yes, the pope authorizes me compensate any Hoshiyan that talks.”

“Alberto, if you mention money charlatans, frauds, swindlers, and con-artists will overwhelm us.”

“You are right, Antonio. Do a thorough search. Afterwards, get back to me with the results.”

Two days later Alberto received an email from Antonio.

“I searched for thirty hours and came up with nothing. We need to leave multiple messages across the web to find one of your Hoshiyans.”

The next day Alberto sent Antonio an email on his secure account.

“Leave messages with contact information. Inform me of your progress with a daily report. I have taken care of your multiple legal problems. The pope has provided me with cash so no one can trace our transactions. 
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THREE DAYS LATER ONE of the computer techs came to General Har Zahav.

“General, I am Azaria Ilani. My job is to search the dark net for any references to Hoshiyans. There is someone out there searching for Hoshiyans to interview them!”

Seth jumped from his chair, grabbed the young man’s hand and dragged him over to Dr. Arieli’s clinic. Herut, Elisha’s elder sister, acted as her father’s receptionist.

“Good morning, General.”

“Good morning, Rebbetzin Tzurel. I have an emergency. I need to speak with your father,” the general requested.

Herut picked up the phone and called her father.

“Aba, General Har Zahav is here with Azaria Ilani. The general says there is an emergency.”

“Motik (sweetie) I am in the middle of treating a patient. When I finish with the patient, let Seth and his young man enter.”

Herut put down the phone.

“Sorry General, wait for my father to finish with his patient.”

Seth and Azaria sat in the waiting room. They picked up copies of the doctor’s commentary of the Ethics of the Fathers and studied together. Ten minutes later Dr. Arieli emerged from his clinic. The general and Azaria stood. Dr. Arieli escorted his patient to the front door and said goodbye.

Dr. Arieli turned to the next patient.

“Excuse me, Mr. Goldblatt, I have an emergency I must take care with these two men,” Dr. Arieli informed him.

“They appear to be healthy to me,” the elderly Mr. Goldblatt replied.

“This isn’t a medical emergency. I will be with you in a short time.”

Seth and Azaria allowed Dr. Arieli to enter his office first.

“What is so important that you are interrupting my surgery? Dr. Arieli asked.

“This is Azaria Ilani. His job is to surf the dark net for any references to Hoshiya.” The general turned to the young man.

“Please tell Dr. Arieli what you have found.”

“Your majesty, someone hunting for Hoshiyans!”

“Do you have any idea why they are searching for Hoshiyans?” Dr. Arieli asked concerned.

“Their ads are blatant. They’re searching for dissatisfied Hoshiyans. People who will reveal details of our secret society,” Azaria replied.

“Can you trace the person’s IP address?”

“My Lord, this person is a professional. We are unequipped to trace a professional like this.”

“Azaria, make a list of what you need and give it to Director Michal Ben-Yosef. Do you need help with the job?” Dr. Arieli asked.

“If I had expert help and equipment, I could find this person.”

“How many people do you need?”

“At least two more experts on the dark net.”

“Do we have such experts?”

“The two best people work for Intel in Kiryat Gat.”

“Do you believe we could convince them to help?”

“My Lord, a personal letter from you and they will come running.”

“Azaria, get me these people’s names and I will hand write a letter to them. In the meantime, Seth, set up a meeting with Director Ben-Yosef. I want Azaria and his two friends to join the NIA.”

“You want me to join the NIA?” Azaria asked, stunned.

“I presume you never considered yourself as a spy. Azaria Ilani, welcome to the world of covert operations.”

“My mother is a direct descendent of Maoz Ledan, the first director of the MIU, the fore runner of the NIA. I am humbled that you have asked me to join such an illustrious organization,” Azaria replied.

“I’ve got patients waiting. Seth impressed upon Michal how urgent we have to meet.”
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IT TOOK MICHAL BEN Yosef and Azaria Ilani ten days to set up their new unit. In those ten days, they absorbed new workers and achieve their first success. The NIA operated out of the basement of Elisha’s yeshiva in Choron. Azaria and his team taught computer science in the Ulpana (girl’s high school) as their cover. 

“Azaria, I want you to keep an eye out for talented students as potential additions to your unit,” Michal told him. 

“Now, what have you found?”

“Director, we have been able to identify the IP address our mystery individual to a computer in Ravenna, Italy,” Azaria replied.

“That can’t be a coincidence. We will need a team to watch this individual. Find out who he contacts. Where am I going to find people and funds?”

“Director, why not take the bait? We provide him with a Hoshiyan and see where it goes,” Azaria suggested.

“Who can we find that can act the part of a dissatisfied Hoshiyan?”

“I have a cousin in India and Nepal for the past eighteen months. He looks the part. His cover was  a botanist studying medical herbs of the Hindu-Kush. My cousin spent a long time on the border with Pakistan in Himachal Pradesh. He is a spy and has been keeping tabs on Pakistan’s nuclear capability.”

“Are you talking about Leo Ledan?” the director asked.

“Why, yes. You know of his activities in India and Pakistan?”

“Leo has been working on a joint project between the Mossad and the Indian RAW (Research and Analysis Wing). He setup listening posts closer to the Pakistani nuclear facilities than anyone else has been able. Passing himself off as an American student, he got involved with the daughter of the chief engineer at the nuclear facility outside of Islamabad. He placed a bug and camera in the father’s brief case. We got the best Intel ever concerning their plans and security until they discovered the listening device. There was no trial. They took the man outside and shot him,” Michal told Azaria.

“Leo’s actual name is Lavee (lion), that is why he took the nickname Leo,” Azaria told the director.

“How am I going to steal him away from military intelligence?”

“Director, no need. Leo has finished his seven years with the army and his studies in Himachal. He returns home in another week. I am sure if you flew out there and talked with him, he will be ecstatic to join this sting operation,” Azaria said, beaming. 

“Azaria, isn’t Leo related to Amitai Ledan?” Michal asked. 

“Yes, they are first cousins; why?” 

“Seth selected him to be the head of security for the new consulate in Nido de Aguila,” Michal replied.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

MIRACLES
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Once again, Yoshua stood in front of the little Bet Midrash. This time, his right hand held his wife’s left hand.

“Ruthie, I have the same sensation as when I first stood here. I sense an attraction to this place deep in my bones. Something will happen that will shake up our lives once again,” Yoshua said as he squeezed his wife’s hand.  

“Darling we will face these additional challenges together. We agreed we will not stay over four weeks this time.”

“Babe, what is it regarding this place? This place attracts trouble on a global level.”

“Shuki, serious people are interested in what we are doing in Nido. Whether the chronicles are fact or fiction, it doesn’t matter. Several international players have concluded the chronicles are important,” Ruth commented.

“We have learned nothing new. If the Chronicles are the first novels written in Europe, why should the Church care?”

“You’re wrong dear. A haven for righteousness, faithfulness and justice frightens many people. The chronicles give hope to the downtrodden. Hoshiya implies God involves himself and cares about their personal lives,” Ruthie replied.

“Why should hope scare the Church?”

“I can’t fathom why the Church today should oppose the Chronicles. During Aharon Dori’s lifetime, I understand he was a serious radical who endangered the power of the Church. He made people rethink their reality.”

“Shuki, who is that police officer talking with the Consulate General.” Ruthie asked her husband. Itamar Yavetz saw them and waved them to come. 

“Professor and Doctor Rosenberg may I introduce you to the deputy chief of Police from Granada.” Yoshua put out his hand first and Ruthie stepped behind him to avoid any embarrassment concerning shaking the police officer’s hand.

“The Minister ordered me to be here to give you this report concerning the suicide bomber,” the deputy chief of police said. 

The police officer handed over the report to the professor.

“I was discussing the security arrangements you have made here with your Consulate General. You are investing a great deal of money. I hope you understand with what you are getting involved.”

“Sir, the project will be expensive. Every life we save will make it worthwhile,” the professor replied.

“Does that mean you expect more attacks?” the shocked police officer asked.

“We pray there won’t be, but I have made serious enemies with the Basque terrorists.” 

Yoshua opened the report. He stood there shocked when he recognized the face in the picture.

“This was one of the five Jesuit priests who attacked the Bishop of Granada and myself at the Cardinal’s residence.”

“The bomber’s name was Renaldo Etxeberria. He was a Jesuit priest. He came from a family with terrorist ties,” the deputy chief of police said.

“Will we ever know the truth why he became a suicide bomber? Do you have any evidence of insanity?” Yoshua asked.

“There is no indication he prepared to die. Our theory is the bomb exploded early, or they tricked him into being a suicide bomber.”

Ruthie took Shuki’s hand again. 

“Thank God none of the team got killed or injured. Let’s leave this craziness behind and move forward,” Ruth commented.

Yoshua pointed at the reinforced concrete walls that rose around the new consulate compound. 

“We will never be far from insane responses doing this research. It has created for us powerful enemies.”

The Rosenbergs watched as cement mixers came one after another. They unloaded the cement into the cement pump. It filled in the forms to create the new walls for their protection. After the previous attacks, Simon spared no expense on security.

“I am having a hard time comprehending what has happened. This started as an academic pursuit of the legends of the Light of Justice. Now, we have changed into an armed camp,” Yoshua said, astounded by the changes. 

“When we complete the consulate, there will be a ceremony. We’ll place a plaque dedicated to those murdered by the crazed Basque Jesuit monk,” Ruth said.

“Nido de Aguila has a strong association with death. This includes the massacres by the Christians recorded in the Community Ledger. The murder of the little Jewish community, and now the murder of ten police officers and Dr. Sarmiento,” Sasha said.

*****
[image: image]


THE VOLUNTEERS TO THE archaeological excavation became more work than the consulate expected. The original concept included a group of ten people at a time. They could help with the restoration of the chapel. Instead, the number of people responding to help reached ten times that amount. Many locals wanted to help the Israelis whom suffered physical or economic damage by the terrorist attack. On the first day, even the mayor showed up help. 

Itamar turned to Sasha. 

“Sasha, please take over the responsibility of the care and organizing of the volunteers. Two of my staff are Spanish speaking. They will assist you,” Itamar requested.

“I’ll help you with the logistics,” Sasha replied. Sasha walked over to Simon. 

“Doc, the amount of work has overwhelmed us. You need to hire a cook with experience of providing meals on an industrial level. Yesterday we had eighty people for lunch,” Sasha informed him. 

“My family in England are in the catering business. I already arranged for two of my cousins to fly here today. I ordered a mobile kitchen that should arrive from Madrid in two days. In the meantime, we will consume the C-rations we got from the Israeli Army. We bought them for emergencies, but we got no choice,” a very harassed Simon Jamerson replied.

Sasha threw his left arm around the English surgeon and squeezed him.

“Doc, you know we love you. You are doing a magnificent job. Tonight, we’ll break out a bottle of cold vodka and relax,” Sasha suggested.

“That is a splendid idea. I appreciate that. There is no one I’d prefer to be throwing back shots than you.”

“You’re a good man Doc,” Sasha said. They
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