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“Anyone, who isn’t a psychopath, suffers after they have killed a human for the first time,” Yoshua remarked. 

Simon nodded his head. 

“Now you understand the difference between a surgeon and a soldier,” Yoshua said as he took a sip of his vodka.

“You’re spilling the vodka,” Sasha commented on Simon’s shaking hands. Simon steadied the glass by grabbing it with both hands.

“I’ve sliced through the flesh and sinew of hundreds of people, but patients. This was different. On purpose I killed another human being,” Simon told him.

“It was him or you,” Sasha added.

“Although they were trying to kill us, I watched my arrows penetrate the flesh of another person. I watched as the light went out of their eyes. My mind told me this was a clear case of pekuach nefesh (threat to life). Yet, I have a hard time accepting what I did. Something has changed within me,” Simon replied.

“Simon, every person has the right to defend themselves. Defending one’s life is a positive commandment,” Yoshua told him.

“How do you do it Yoshua?”

“First, I have killed no one that didn’t deserve it. I have killed terrorists, murderers, and enemy soldiers. I have witnessed enemy combatants kill Israeli troops whom had surrendered. Those soldiers received no mercy from me. For thirty-five years, I have protected the people of Israel. I don’t have nightmares from that,” Yoshua explained.

Yoshua glanced at Simon and Sasha. He lowered the tone of his voice to reveal a personal fact.

“I have nightmares from watching my friends get blown apart or murdered in horrendous ways.” Simon laid his hand on Yoshua’s shoulder.

“Yoshua, if you ever need someone to talk to you can always turn to me.” Simon offered.

Yoshua smiled at Simon and clapped him on the shoulder. 

“We are brothers-in-arms now. It changes everything.”

“Thank you, Yoshua,” Simon replied. 

Sasha came over to refill everyone’s glass.

Simon watched Sasha and Yoshua’s little rituals. Professor and student hugged each other and pounded one another on the back. They controlled their emotions by reaffirming life. By touching each other, they could sense the reality of surviving the firefight. Hundreds of bullets had split the air around them. It only took one to kill a man. The words of the last stanza of Adon Olam (Lord of the World) went through Simon’s mind.

“As long as my soul is with my body, the Lord is with me; and I am not afraid.”

******
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SASHA TOOK SIMON INTO his arms and hugged him. 

“Nice shooting, doc.” The two men parted, and Yoshua held out his hand to Simon.

“Try to make a compartment in your mind to keep these difficult memories. You are a doctor. You save lives, but these men forfeited their lives once they made their unprovoked attack. God has been merciful to you. You have received a meaningful gift. You got justice for your murdered wife.” 

“Why don’t I feel better?” Simon asked.

“Revenge turns out to be meaningless. It hurts you almost as much as it hurts your enemies.”

*****
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FOLLOWING THE FIREFIGHT, police headquarters in Granada sent replacements to Commander Moreno in Nido de Aguila. They arrived four hours later. The new, police station, adjacent to the chapel, now returned to its full complement.

Commander Moreno received his replacements. They came with new additions to his armory. They brought ten automatic assault rifles and bulletproof vests for each man.

“From now on, everyone will go armed with both his side arm and his rifle,” Diego ordered.

“I want two officers to guard at the chapel twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week,” Commander Moreno ordered. 

“What about our other duties, Commander?” one officer asked Moreno.

“Your other duties include dealing with an ever-increasing number of visitors and press that have flooded the town. I will request more men,” Moreno replied.

“No one thought being assigned to a team of archaeologists would be dangerous. We will not be complacent any more. I want you to wear your protective vests and helmets when you are on duty,” Commander Moreno ordered.
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THE OFFICERS GUARDING the chapel soon became bored.

“Dr. Sarmiento, can we help in any way?” they asked the representative of the Spanish Government at the excavation. 

“You can help us with the cleanup of all the rubble that came out of the Bet Midrash (house of study).

“I have concluded to dig up the area around the chapel. There are accounts written about the town from the times around the turn of the fifteenth century. The local Jewish community also had a community hall, mikveh, and cemetery. I wanted to discover if anything still exists of those structures. Once we get the place cleaned up, your officers can help me move this project forward,” Miguel explained. 

Miguel smiled. With labor, he could conduct his own project without the famous professor overshadowing him. Now he had to do was get rid of the English surgeon, so he could make his move on Aviva. He thought about her often. The way she moved excited him. He resolved to have her, no matter what it took.

*****
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“WHEN THE POLICE RAIDED the chapel, they destroyed the clean room we built. Dr. Jamerson, how do you want the new clean room built?” Sasha asked the financier of the excavation. 

“Before we start, can the professor ask if one police officers is handy with tools? We could use help.” 

Overhearing their conversation, Emanuel, one officer, interrupted.

“I speak English. My father is a carpenter, and I worked with him before joining the police.”

Yoshua introduced Emanuel Martin to everyone. Sasha, Simon, and Emanuel spent Wednesday rebuilding the clean room to new dimensions. They placed it on the left side under the big arched windows. Using five by five cm pieces of lumber, they built the frame, over which they tacked on plastic sheets using a staple gun. The glazier arrived, and constructed an outlet in the new window, to which they attached a vent and exhaust hose.

They set about building a set of double doors from a wood frame and plastic. They added a micro switch next to the doors. When the doors opened, a fan turned on and pushed the air out, creating a positive pressure room. Next, they installed an air conditioner and dehumidifier. They connect both to a small computer that monitored the temperature and humidity in the clean room via sensors.

“There are several new pieces of equipment that need installing,” Dr. Jamerson reminded them. The English surgeon moved among the boxes. He stopped next to the new biological transfer hood with its absolute filter.

“We need to hook up this transfer hood to the exhaust vent,” Simon explained. Now, with the clean room finished, they could proceed with treating the books discovered in the sealed room. 

“The first step was to finding out what these books contained is to preserve them. That requires us to first disinfect the books. The next step is to restore the bindings. We need to separate the pages with the minimum amount of damage,” Aviva reminded the team. 

By Wednesday afternoon, the rest of the team had completed the removal of all the paint from the marble walls in the sealed off room.

“Even though we still need to buff of the marble walls, you can now step back and enjoy the unique beauty of the interior.” Everyone stepped back to enjoy the beauty of the original walls.

“Gefen, what are you writing?” Yasmine asked.

“There is a mathematical pattern to the titles, but I haven’t figured it out yet. I am making a few observations to work on it later,” Gefen replied.

“Can we continue restoring the books?” Elana asked her aunt. 

“Yes, the disinfecting chamber has been setup inside the new chemical hood in the clean room. We can continue our work on the books,” Aviva told the team.
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THE ENTIRE TEAM ARRIVED at the Bet Midrash early on Thursday morning. They had to wait fifteen minutes for Dr. Miguel Sarmiento, and the police officer to arrive at 8:00 am sharp. Yoshua disapproved of Miguel’s behavior, because he had already been at the site twenty minutes.

“Why doesn’t he open the door already,” Chaim asked. 

“He’s standing there gossiping with the police officer on duty,” Sasha added.

“Our Spanish colleague is flexing his bureaucratic muscles. He wants us to comprehend who is in control here,” Ruth said.

They opened the door and the windows of the central room of the chapel. Aviva, Ruth, and Miguel put on surgical latex gloves and soft cotton facemasks. 

“Sasha, please remove the first leather-bound book from the makeshift disinfecting chamber,” Aviva requested.

First, the trio went to the safe with the police officer. Once opened, they selected the next book for fumigation. A heated debate developed over the subject. 

“We need to choose the next book,” Aviva stated in English so Miguel would understand. 

“We should open the book that has a title,” Sasha suggested, with his professor agreeing with him.

“Let’s have a peek inside each book. Depending on what we find, give preferences to each book,” Miguel suggested 

Aviva interrupted this chain of thought.

“I forbid any actions that may harm one of these books. We need patience, and not God-forbid ruin a book. Especially after the hell Yoshua, Sasha, and I went through to have the rights to work on these books again.” 

Miguel’s face turned red. 

“Dr. Sarmiento, we are scientists. There is no rush to do anything. We take our time and do everything possible to prevent damage and loss of knowledge,” Ruth commented.

“The next book we fumigate,” Dr. Jamerson suggested, “should be the one with the Hebrew letter Aleph (number one). It makes sense this book is the first of the series.” Simon said, deflecting attention from the Book of Uzziel. He couldn’t explain to the non-Hoshiyan team members that every Hoshiyan read the Book of Uzziel.

Everyone agreed with him. 

Aviva and the police officer went to the safe, and the officer opened it. She picked out the book they had chosen and pointed it out to Gefen. Aviva pulled it out partway along the safe’s shelf, and Gefen wrapped the first leather strap around it. Aviva pulled it out 5 cm more, and Gefen attached the second strap to the book. 

“Gefen, be careful to tighten the straps well.” Aviva examined the work. 

“Nice, now that the book is secure, let’s lift it.” 

Taking a strap each, they lifted it out of the safe, which the police officer closed at once after them. The girls transferred the book to the clean room. Meanwhile, the rest of the team cleaned the new plastic folding chairs with seventy percent alcohol. They placed them in the clean room so everyone could be there when they opened the first book. 

“I’ve already turned on the transfer hood. By the time the girls bring the second book for fumigation, the surface of the transfer hood will be clean,” Dr. Sarmiento said. Miguel cleaned the stainless-steel surface with cotton wool soaked with alcohol. He placed a large slab of glass on the clean bench, which he also cleaned with alcohol. As the girls approached with the book, Miguel turned on the chemical hood.

“Sasha, please placed the fumigation chamber in the chemical hood. After sealing the chamber, release the valve.” The vent sucked all the weak fumigant into its activated charcoal filter. Above the filter was an exhaust pump. It pumped it out of harm's way out of the building. 

They waited several minutes before Miguel opened the top of the chamber. Miguel and Ruth took hold of the leather straps holding the book, and little by little lifted it out. Once clear of the box, they walked the few meters to the transfer hood. Ruth and Miguel laid the book down on the clean glass plate. Aviva and Gefen crossed the short distance from the safe to the clean room and entered via the double doors. They went straight to the chemical hood, and with utmost care, placed the book labeled with the aleph on its spine into the fumigation chamber. Aviva closed the lid and shut it, making a hermetic seal. Sasha, now wearing gloves and a facemask, came in. He attached the canister of fumigation gas to the valve and turned it on according to Aviva’s instructions. 

Tension began to build as each person fantasized what could be in the first book. 

“Since no one has opened this book in over five hundred years, we should treat the leather binding one more time,” Aviva ordered. 

Two members of the team prepared the first book for reading. The others could work on the leather bindings of all the other books. The police officer opened the safe again. He removed all the books, and everyone joined in with restoring the leather of the other books. Everyone donned latex gloves while Aviva handed out pieces of clean, soft cotton cloth. 

“One more time I will show you how to apply each treatment. First, we will treat the books for red rot. I have a container of leather consolidant. The consolidant is a fine, powder that forms a gel when mixed with isopropyl alcohol. Apply a thin coat over the leather bindings. It dries fast, strengthening the infected leather and prevent the spread of the disease,” Aviva explained.

“After drying for thirty minutes, moisten another cloth with restoration oil. Do not saturate the cloth. We are doing delicate work here. Now, with your oiled cloth gently rub over the spine of your book. Next, the back and front covers. Treat the edges and turn-ins, but use caution when treating the turn-ins. We don't want oil on the pages. Allow the leather of the binding to absorb the oil for a few minutes. Next, take a third clean dry cloth, wipe off any excess oil. Let’s get to work people,” Aviva encouraged them with a big smile.
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NO ONE PAID ATTENTION to Miguel in the corner. He had never lusted after a woman like how he felt about Aviva. His blood boiled every time she smiled at someone. He watched as Aviva and Simon winked at each other. He needed a plan to get rid of the Englishmen. Hate rose in his heart. If the rich English doctor should have a mishap, Aviva would need a shoulder to cry on. He smiled to himself. His plant to conquer the sensual Dr. Berger was going to work. 

*****
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WITH GREAT PATIENCE, Aviva treated the book with an assortment of oils before she continued.

At the end of the day, Aviva made an announcement.

“I’m satisfied that the first book is ready for reading. Nevertheless, it’s almost closing time. We’ll open the book tomorrow morning,” Aviva announced. 

“Aviva, I love you,” Sasha complained, “but you’re killing us with the suspense.” 

“Listen, gang, I’m not the one who chooses when we open and close this place. You have complaints, take them up with Spanish counterpart,” Aviva replied in Hebrew so Miguel wouldn’t understand. Everyone sensed her disapproval of their Spanish colleague from her tone of voice.

The police officer requested via Yoshua.

“Can you teach me how to handle the books? Once I’m proficient, I can lock up everything by myself.” 

Aviva had him put on a pair of latex gloves.

“Slide the book down until it’s over the end of the slab of glass. Come from underneath, lift it up a little with your right hand. Now get your left arm under it so you support the book with a larger surface area,” Aviva instructed. The officer paid attention as the professor translated for him.

“Tell Dr. Berger thank you for teaching me.” Aviva smiled back at the officer. This drove Miguel crazy. She never smiled like that at him.

That night at dinner, everyone sat around the table glum and unhappy.

“Why the long faces?” Aviva asked, smiling. One could sense the tension in the room. Everyone thought the same thing: “What laid hidden in the first book?” The delay annoyed everyone. 

Chaim spoke up, bitter about the disappointment.

“It is not fair that we have to wait again.”

Ruthie hugged her youngest son and kissed him on the forehead. 

“Consider how much more we will enjoy it tomorrow.” 

*****
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YOSHUA MADE A MENTAL note about Dr. Sarmiento flexing his muscles. He needed to keep a close eye on that man. He also didn’t like the way he leered at Aviva when he thought no one was looking.

“Simon, we have an hour before the shops close. Why don’t we go into town to the bike shop and get a few bikes? There isn’t enough room in the van for everyone. It would help if a few of us made the short trip by bike,” the professor suggested.

“Excellent idea, let’s go,” Simon answered.

On the way over to the bike shop, each man spoke little. Their thoughts were elsewhere. Simon hoped his people’s centuries old journey was nearing its end. He prayed that the book they would open would convince Yoshua of the authenticity of the Chronicles, Hoshiya, Aharon Dori, and his own identity. 

Yoshua predicted from the size and shape of the book; a good probability existed for it being a merchant’s records of his business. What Yoshua prayed for most was that it be the community ledger, and they could identify the dead of Ohel Rivka. 

They arrived at the shop with both of them still deep in thought. They bought four used bikes, two for men, and two for women, along with all the accessories. Simon paid in cash. They loaded up the van and headed back to their rented house. 

On the way back, Simon opened a dialog with Yoshua.

“Yoshua, Dr. Sarmiento’s behavior toward the entire project is troubling. He flexes his administrative muscles whenever he can. He wants to remind us who is in charge,” Simon remarked. 

“I couldn’t agree more,” Yoshua replied, concerned about the predicament.

“Simon, our Spanish colleague is a definite control freak. I’m not sure what we can do, but we need to keep a close eye on that one. Besides, I don’t like how he leers at Aviva,” Yoshua answered with concern. 

“Yoshua, I have to confess. A few times I wanted to smash the jerk in the mouth.”

“That’s on the condition that anything is left of him after I work him over,” Yoshua said surprised at how protective he felt of Aviva. 

*****
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THAT EVENING, THE WOMEN made bread for Shabbat, and the rest of the week. They had bought a large freezer and agreed that on Thursday evenings they would bake bread for the entire week and freeze it.

“Gefen’s behavior this trip is a remarkably improved. She speaks more, and is willing to participate in activities around the house,” Ruth commented to Aviva.

“Thank Yasmine and Elana for that,” Aviva said. 

“It’s easier for her with other girls her age.”

The next morning, Friday, August 24, tension at breakfast intensified with everyone grumbling about Dr. Sarmiento. No one had patience to wait at the house, and everyone made for the van. The professor and his children took the bikes, and headed off before everyone else. The rest of the team piled in the van, for the first time not like sardines in a can. It made the trip to the chapel more pleasant. To their surprise, at 7:45 am Miguel and Emmanuel, the police officer, had already opened the door of the Bet Midrash. Miguel had even turned on the lights and the equipment. 

“Please open the safe so we can remove the books we need today,” Aviva and Gefen asked the officer of the day.

The officer turned to the professor who understood Spanish. “Which books do they want to remove?” 

“That would be the small, thin one that is ready to read. Please also remove the next book for fumigation, which would be that one,” the professor said. Yoshua pointed at the book labeled with the Hebrew letter bet. Sasha turned off the fumigation box and opened the release valve inside the chemical hood. When safe, Sasha stood aside. Aviva lifted the book out of the fumigation box and moved it onto a plate of alcohol-cleaned glass next to the smaller book.

Aviva removed book two from the safe and carried it into the clean room for fumigation. Dr. Sarmiento opened a bag he had, and removed small, paper-covered sheets of yellow plastic. He attached a thin wire through a hole in the top. Afterwards, he hung one up inside the double door of the clean room. He removed the paper, revealing a yellow piece of plastic covered with glue.

“It’s an insect trap. The color yellow attracts many insects. When they land on the yellow strip, they stick on the glue. This way we can tell how many insects are getting into the clean room.”

In the interim, the professor did a technical survey to make sure all the equipment functioned. Sasha removed the pre-filter from the transfer hood. He stared at it, surprised. The filter was dark from dust. He shook his head.

“Simon, do we have more pre-filters?”

Before Dr. Jamerson could answer, Dr. Sarmiento asked, 

“How is it possible that so much money is being spent on this project? From where has all this money come?” 

The professor explained to their Spanish colleague. “Besides the money Simon’s uncle left in his will for the project, we received a large sum of money from people from over the world. Also, from the damages paid to us by the Spanish government. Aviva, Sasha, and I each donated a half a million euros.”

Miguel smiled to himself. Not only is Aviva beautiful, she is rich. She still has a million euros. 

“I don’t care where the money came from. You have air-conditioning with humidity control in here. It makes duty here many times better than standing guard outside in thirty-seven-degree centigrade heat,” the police officers added.

At that moment, Yoshua stepped over to the control panel to check the temperature and relative humidity. 

“This system isn’t for our direct benefit. The air conditioner and a dehumidifier maintained the room at constant twenty-five degrees centigrade and forty-five percent relative humidity. These conditions are crucial to prevent damage to any of the artifacts. We don’t want excessive humidity to cause fungal infections,” Yoshua explained to the police officer in Spanish.

“Are we at last ready to open the first book?” Chaim asked.

Aviva smiled at everyone. 

“Come on Ruth; let’s examine at the first book we fumigated.” 

With latex gloves, Ruth lifted the first book. She rubbed the edge of the leather binding between her fingers to test the degree elasticity of the leather. 

“Looks and feels very good,” Ruth said, handing the book to Aviva. She took her time examining every aspect of the exterior of the book. The curiosity and anticipation of what lay in the book drove imaginations of the rest of the team into a frenzy.

“I can sense your thoughts. I insist we conduct a slow fumigation to destroy any insects or fungi without injuring the leather or paper,” Aviva told the team. Aviva’s hands shook from the excitement. They were close to opening the first of the mysterious set of books. Even though she had been doing restoration work for years, Aviva felt like Aladdin opening the treasure cave of the forty thieves.

“The leather is supple. The binding should open with ease. The vacuum in the sealed room has preserve both the book and ink in excellent condition. The time-consuming work of restoration will prevent future damage,” Aviva explained.

While Aviva worked, Sasha set up his background lights, tripods for his video and 35mm digital cameras. Nervous tension caused Aviva to wipe the book down one more time with a new clean chamois cloth. She knew it did not need it. She took hold of the cover of the tome, and exerted pressure, lifting it a few centimeters. The entire time, Sasha filmed Aviva opening first book. The anticipation played on everyone’s nerves, until Yasmine blurted out. 

“Aunt Aviva, don’t forget today is Friday. We still have to get everything ready for Shabbat.” This caused the Israelis to laugh. It helped release everyone’s nervousness. 

Aviva nodded her head at Yasmine and put her hands on the book. The cover lifted with ease. Aviva applied even pressure, and with no resistance, she opened it the entire way to the title page. 

Shock registered on the Israeli’s faces when they saw the font of the Hebrew letters on the title page. 

“This is the same unique font in the tiled floor,” Elana blurted out. Once they read what stood in large bold Hebrew letters, before them “Toldot Hakehila Ohel Rivka (the Generations of Ohel Rivka Community) confused them. 

“How strange that they don’t use the name of their town. Instead, they used the name of their Bet Midrash as the title of their community,” Yoshua said. 

Sasha continued to photograph, while Aviva turned to the first page. 

“It’s curious that they wrote the ledger in Hebrew, and not Arabic, the common language used at the time by the Jewish community in Moslem Spain,” Ruth added. 

“Miguel, since they wrote the book in Hebrew,” Yoshua interrupted, and stated, “I will translate everything for you into Spanish.” 

Dr. Sarmiento leaned his head toward the professor, and nodded, “Gracias (thank you) professor.” 

To everyone’s surprise, Gefen began to read. 

“Only an angel can read so beautifully,” Sasha commented.

“Her voice was perfect for narration.” Everyone stared at her. Yoshua’s first thought compared how much Gefen sounded comparable to Dalia Mazor, the famous female broadcaster during the 1980s and 1990s in Israel. Miguel gave Yoshua a nudge, and the professor began giving a simultaneous translation. The ledger began:

“Aharon, the son of Ephraim of the house of Dori, servant of the king founded this community,” Gefen read. “He came with the refugees from the north in the Christian year 1450 (5211). The gracious Muhammed, the ninth, Emir of Granada, allowed the Jews from the north to settle in the town of Nido de Aguila.” 

“What is that number, 5211?” Miguel interrupted and asked. Shuki replied in Spanish.

“That is the date according to the lunisolar Hebrew calendar. Our calendar starts with the first day of creation.”

Aviva hugged Gefen and gave her a kiss on the cheek.

“Gefen, you read with perfect diction and intonation. Please continue,” Aviva requested.

“Our gracious Moslem neighbors welcomed us with open arms. They were even happier when they found we were not poor refugees, but had gold to buy goods, land, and houses. Abu Namir Al Bazi was the most prominent person among our neighbors. He became the go-between for his community, for the sales and transactions with us. There is nothing similar to cash on the barrel to make friends. Our neighbors opened their houses and hearts to us.”

“When we started to build, Abu Namir showed us a natural spring where we could build our mikveh (ritual bath for spiritual cleansing). To maintain the modesty of the women using the mikveh, we planted trees and bushes around the new building. The engineer designed it so there we could access it from both the planned small community hall, and another entrance from the north side. Abu Namir helped us get workers to start the construction. HaDayan Dori paid eighty percent of the costs, and the community the remainder.
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“SO, OUR GENERAL AHARON Dori is also a Dayan (judge),” Yoshua said.

Since they were sitting, no one saw Simon grab Chaim by the hand and Ruth took her two daughter’s hands. Ruth’s eyes flair open for a second to each daughter. Elana bowed her head. She later told her mother before going to sleep.

“If you hadn’t grabbed my hand, I might have opened my big mouth and told Aba. Of course, Hoshiyan officers above the rank of major are judges.”

“Elana, when you are around your father, you have to control what you say. Without freedom of will, he can’t fulfill the prophecy. We will have to wait two more generations,” Ruth whispered to her daughter as she kissed her goodnight.

*****
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“Completion of the mikveh took three months in the Christian year of 1450. In the meantime, Dayan Dori had plans for a Bet Midrash, a community hall, and a cemetery drawn up at his expense.”

“This next entry is twelfth of Sivan 1451 (5212). Dayan Dori has returned from a successful trip to Granada where he sold his entire stock of swords to the Emir for a handsome profit. Half of which he donated to the building fund.” 

“On Rosh Chodesh Adar, in the year 1452 (5213) the builders completed Bet Midrash Ohel Rivka. The son of the Emir, Akim, represented the government at the ceremonial opening of the Bet Midrash. Abu Namir Al-Bazi and Abu Mohammed ibn Abed represented of our Moslem neighbors who attended the festivities. The artist, Erez Mendez, painted the ceiling scenes, and Ibrahim ibn Musaba from Granada did the artwork of the floors.” Gefen allowed the professor to catch up with his translation.

“In 5213 (1452 CE), the community purchased a plot of one thousand square paces. Abu Namir helped with the negotiations. The plot is thirty paces north of the community hall. It will be our cemetery. Judge Dori donated the funds for its purchase. The founding fathers of the community chose the plot because of a small stream that passes on the east end of the plot. They built a small structure on the eastern border for the Chevra Kedushah (Burial Society). The burial society used part of the structure for the Tahara (cleansing) of the body before burial. A covered flagstone patio attached to the building provided an open area were for eulogies.”

Gefen paused when she saw what came next. She continued reading. 

“These are the generations of Ohel Rivka, the Jewish community.in Nido del Aguila,” Gefen read. 

“Professor, look what follows,” Gefen called to Yoshua. 

Yoshua got up, walked over to the transfer hood and leaned over as his eyes scanned the page. Beneath stood columns of names, the places and dates of their birth, whom they married, and what date they died. 

My name is Eliahu Cadiz. My last act in this world is to fill in the Community Ledger with our deaths. The Inquisition ordered us sealed into part of the Beit Midrash.I have little time. Say Kaddish, and bury us. May Hakoshesh Baruchu send you swiftly.

Name      Birth     Marriage     Death

HaRav Aharon ben  4th Cheshvan 610       1st Kislev 5211    Tishre 1st 5219

Ephraim Dori   Ramat Tzion, Hoshiya   Rivka Goldberg    Nido de Aguila

Yoshua reached out and touched Gefen on the shoulder to stop her reading. 

“What in the world is written about Aharon Dori’s birth? We have no evidence that Ramat Tzion is a city, or Hoshiya is a country anywhere in this world. The man suffered from delusions,” Yoshua sneered.

Now, among Hoshiyans, General Aharon Dori is no less a hero than his grandfather, Eliezer. To hear him belittled caught in Simon’s throat. Simon’s face turned red, and his hands bunched up into fists. Yasmine, witnessing Dr. Jamerson’s reaction, stepped in at once.

“Aba, don’t be so judgmental. All we learned about the man, so far, is that he wrote a series of books called The Hoshiyan Chronicles. He also provided the bulk of the funds to establish of the Ohel Rivka community. Harav Dori’s name is on that bronze plaque,” Yasmine pointed to the other side of the room.

“He paid for the artwork, and eighty percent of the mikveh. Does that sound like the acts of a crazy, delusional man?” Yasmine asked.

“Well put,” her father answered, “Yasmine, but look at the date: fourth of Cheshvan 610. It doesn’t correspond to a Jewish date or the Gregorian date either.”

Ruth spoke at once, to stop Simon from saying something in anger that he would regret later.

“Why don’t we look at this through the eyes of the artist who designed and made the floor?” 

“I don’t understand your point,” Yoshua told his wife. Elana pulled on her mother’s sleeve, and Ruth looked at her.

“What do you want, honey?”

“I understand what you want to say,” Elana stated. 

“Okay, dear, let’s hear your explanation,” Ruthie replied. 

“There are three circles representing three worlds, Heaven, Earth, and Hoshiya. The dates connected to Heaven are absolute. Therefore, the dating system that starts at the creation of the world is the correct one for it. The circle with the map of Western Europe represents this world, and they use the Gregorian calendar. An explanation which would make sense would be that the third circle, representing Hoshiya, would have a third system of keeping track of time,” Elana explained.

Elana paused, and everyone listened to every word she said, because it all made sense. Elana smiled at everyone, and everyone smiled back.

“So, the date 610 represents the date in Hoshiyan time.” Both Simon and Yoshua looked at the young teenager with awe, each one for dissimilar reasons. It Simon impressed how one so young had defused the dilemma between himself and the professor. Yoshua was proud of the logic his daughter had applied to come up with a sensible answer. Ruthie took her youngest in her arms, hugged, and kissed her. 

“Following your logic,” Yoshua told his daughter, “Your theory makes sense.”

*****
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WITH THE PREDICAMENT resolved, Gefen continued to read at a slow pace to allow Yoshua to translate. Miguel had witnessed the entire episode between the professor and the surgeon. There existed an unexplained tension between the two men. He smiled to himself. He had learned something important. Now how will he use it to his advantage to pit one against the other. Dr. Sarmiento didn’t see Sasha watching him. The look on the Spanish archeologist’s face alarmed him.

Miguel thought, ‘The Russian could be a major problem. The newspapers reported concerning Sasha—the Russian Monster—during his incarceration. I will have to be careful around him. The man deliberates with his heart, and not his head.’ 

Other emotions bothered Miguel as well. From the first day he had met Aviva Berger, he became infatuated with her. From the beginning, he had picked up that the Englishman had a relationship with her. He will have to find a way to get both the Russian and the Englishman deported. If worst came to the worst, he could always plant drugs on them. As a concerned citizen, he could make an anonymous call to the police. Miguel smiled to himself. ‘Yes, my scheme will work out exactly the way I wanted.’
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RUTH OBSERVED SOMETHING unusual. In between reports of births, marriages and deaths, various people of the community had updated the journal had written comments. 

Gefen continued to read from the community ledger. “With inordinate sadness in my heart, I, Musa Dori, write this entry. On the first of Tishre, 5219, the leader and founder of our community, the pious judge, supporter of the poor, General Aharon Dori, my father died. May he rest in peace in Gan Eden. They buried him in the community cemetery. The stonecutter, Abu Mohammed, made a magnificent stone for his grave. General Dori had inspired us all. He was a figure worth emulating. 

On the twelfth of Adar 5224, Itzhak and Sima Lopez joined our community. Itzhak is a grain merchant.

Rosh Chodesh Iyar 5227, our tiny community has grown with the arrival of the da Silva and Cadiz families. They are a welcome addition. Yaacov da Silva is a silversmith, and Avner Cadiz makes wine.

On the eighteenth of Av 5233, Akiva Torres and his family arrived destitute from Cordoba. They escaped from Christian persecution with the clothes on their backs in the middle of the night. Akiva is a shochet (ritual slaughterer of kosher animals).

Christian marauders attacked Nido de Aguila on twenty-first of Tamuz 5248. They murdered, raped, kidnapped, and pillaged the village. They killed twenty-two Moslems and eight members of our community. Troops of the Emir chased the Christians off by after a short skirmish.

First of Elul 5244: Happiness and joy, the rabbi and scholar, Meir Ben Uzziel, agreed to be the spiritual leader of our community. He came with his charming wife, Sharon. The community helped them with an interest-free loan to build a house near the Bet Midrash. 

On tenth Nisan 5248, Aharon Perez brought a court case against Shmuel Dori, concerning the kashrut (fitness) of mezzuzot scrolls Shmuel had written for him. The two sides agreed upon Din Torah. They brought their argument before Rabbi Meir Ben Uzziel. Aharon complained Shmuel did not write them with the proper Kavana (intent) and, so, they were not kosher. Rav Meir questioned Shmuel for over ninety minutes. The Rav announced he would give his decision the following day. The next day, on the 11th of Nisan 5248, Rav Meir made his decision. Shmuel Dori, being a sofer Stam (scribe) and his work permissible for use. “In fact,”, the judge declared, “they were kosher l’mahadrin (stringent level of kashrut).” Therefore, the Rav concluded Aharon had to pay Shmuel the money owed him.

The Alphasis converted to Christianity on the first of Tamuz 5249 in the town plaza. For hours they heard Shimon and his wife, Aliza Turgeman tortured only twenty feet away. The evening ended with the Turgemans’ screams as they burned at the stake. The Christians celebrated with the Ophosis. The priest took the Turgeman’s three children. When their father protested, the soldiers beat him with their mailed fists. Not one of the children were ever heard from again.” 
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ELANA BURIED HER HEAD in her mother’s shoulder and cried for the murdered. Yoshua wrapped his right arm around Yasmine and brought her to him.

Yoshua stopped Gefen. He gave everyone a few moments to compose himself or herself. 

“Master of the Universe, how can it be that humans inflict such horrible pain and suffering on one another? Is their hatred so deep that they celebrate the pain of others? Where is your justice?” Yoshua spoke to God in silence.

“Well, that solves the mystery of how the Ophosi family got their name, and why they are Christians today.”

Gefen began reading when the professor nodded to her. 

On the eleventh of Sivan 5250, (1490) Christian soldiers and priests of Castile marched into our small town. They rounded everyone up and separated our Moslem neighbors from us. There were no Christians in our town. We had lived in peace with our neighbors from the time we received the permit to settle here in Nido de Aguila. The Christian soldiers were rough, and beat up people who were not resisting, for no reason, only to satisfy their sadistic natures. They separated the men and boys from their wives and daughters. The Christian soldiers slaughter them like cattle to the wailing cries of their families. The soldiers and priests gathered up all the female children under the age of thirteen. They sold them as slaves. The older girls and women they raped by the soldiers and then murdered.

With their lust sated, they forced us to bury our dead, defiled neighbors. They herded us into the Bet Midrash for the night. The next morning, they demanded a huge ransom, far beyond the ability of the community. The priests accused several women of witchcraft.

“Your loveliness has bewitched us and caused many to sin.” The sadistic priests raped and tortured, the women first. Afterwards, to the cheers of the soldiers, they burned the five innocent women of our community at the stake. I never saw such glee in someone’s eyes as the soldiers burned our wives.

“It appears logical if the wife is a witch, the husband’s guilty of witchcraft is a foregone conclusion,” The priests continued.

The Christians tortured the five husbands. Only their lust for money was greater than their carnal lust. The community saved them by paying a ransom. The soldiers took seven girls to be their whores and left a small garrison of fifteen men to guard the town. These men took over the now empty homes of the people they had murdered. Those soldiers became our first Christian neighbors. Troops of the Emir did not come to save us.

On the eleventh of Tishre 5251, between Yom Kippur and Sukkot another priest with soldiers arrived in our village. They arrested the family members of the five accused witches who they burned at the stake. The soldiers confiscated their belongings and property. The Inquisition tortured the husbands of the murdered wives. None of them survived, may the Holy One watch over their souls. They sold the children into slavery. The authorities didn’t allow the community to redeem the children. 

After Havdalah, Rosh Hashanah 5252 (1492), Rav Meir Ben Uzziel spoke to the community. ‘My friends, we received word from our Moslem neighbors that the war with Castile is not going well. Granada is the last enclave of non-Christian territory left in the Iberian Peninsula. The Christians will do everything to conquer this area. We must learn from our fellow Jews what happened to them once the Christians control their lands. Most times, they stripped Jews of their belongings, and confiscated property with no indemnity. Our beautiful little Bet Midrash will be stripped of all its floor and wall tiles. They will end up in wealthy Christian homes. 

“I suggest we play for time. Let us bring in workers, plaster over the walls, and cover the floor with simple tiles. We will make a false ceiling to cover the beautiful frescos. Once we aren’t in danger, the community can again expose the beauty of the Bet Midrash. We mustn’t provoke a negative reaction, when we reveal the Bet Midrash’s true nature to the world once again. Caution will help protect our beautiful Bet Midrash,” the Rav explained. 
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YOSHUA STOPPED GEFEN reading and turned to his student.

“Sasha, we are so proud of you. You came up with the correct theory of what had happened here.” Sasha beamed with pride, as his previous hypothesis of what occurred turned out to be one hundred percent correct. High praise from this distinguished group of professionals, and an important event in the graduate student’s life.

Gefen took up the story of the Jewish community of Nido de Aguila. 

*****
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ON THE FOURTEENTH OF Tevet 5252, a new priest arrived with more Castilian troops, and they forced the entire community into the central plaza. The priest selected five men and five women at random. The priest started praying in Latin, which no one understood. After whipping, himself into frenzy took the sword from the soldier next him. He hacked the man closest to him to pieces. Blood splattered everywhere. The blood of the murdered victim covered the priest from head to toe. He reveled in it. He started on the next man, who begged for mercy. The soldiers laughed the entire time. The soldiers joined in, and within two minutes, the plaza was awash with blood of innocent Jews.

Killing innocent people who had broken no law of their new Christian King didn’t satisfy these sadists. The priests and soldiers enjoyed inflicting pain and death on their victims, and terror upon the rest of us.

The priest took seven men and five women as prisoners. The women became sexual toys for the soldiers. None of them survived more than two days. They tortured the men using every means of inflicting excruciating pain that a twisted, evil human mind could conceive. 

Four days later, the Christians dumped the twelve dead bodies in front of the Bet Midrash. One could understand the conditions of the bodies if they had been mauled by a bear or lion. The hatred of the Christians expressed through the mutilation of the bodies was difficult for us to understand.
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ELANA STOOD UP CRYING and ran from the chapel. Gefen stopped reading while Yoshua and Ruthie left to take care of their daughter. They found her sobbing outside. They wrapped their arms around her. 

“I am proud of you, Elana. You empathize so much for our dead brethren,” Ruth said. Yasmine and Chaim joined the rest of the family.

Elana looked up at her father.

“I understand now why you went to prison to save those bodies and these books. I hope in the future that if I’m called upon to act in the interests of our people that I will have the strength to do it,” Elana said.

“Darling, I do these things hoping you will never have to face such decisions. I’m sure if it comes to it, you will stand as one who cares,” Yoshua said, kissing his daughter. 
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THE ROSENBERGS RETURNED to the chapel, and the professor nodded to Gefen to continue.

Years ago, the founder of our community, Harav HaDayan Aharon Dori, had taught us not to trust the ruling authorities. He had special hiding places built into the Bet Midrash. The first cubbyhole was on the wall of the Bet Midrash, to the left of the Holy Ark, where we could hide important books. There are two other hiding places: one we placed under the central lectern where we read the Torah. The last one underneath the Holy Ark.
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WHEN DR. JAMERSON AND Professor Rosenberg heard the last portion of the community ledger. They stared at each other, shocked by what Gefen read. This wasn’t history taught in a classroom, or learned by reading on one’s own. Those styles of learning are unattached, with very little empathy to what happened. However, here they stood in the place of the murders of these people. Simon knew his life would never be the same from this moment. This experience sank deep into his bones and soul. Simon comprehended why his life’s journey had brought him to this place. Now he had another reason to find a way to make sure these people did not die in vain. Every one of them would have to work hard to give meaning to those who gave their lives for the sake of sanctifying God’s name. We shouldn’t forget them.
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PROFESSOR ROSENBERG had similar thoughts to Simon’s, but he also had another matter on his mind. He had been around the area of the chapel to learn about the area adjacent to the building. Even the parking lot now had the police station on it. It would be very difficult to find any of the graves, Aharon Dori’s in particular.

Simon, talking as a physician, gave his opinion.

“This ledger is important to the forensic team in Granada. We need to make a copy, and a translation into English and Spanish. I hope with this information, will enable them to identify the dead.”

“I hadn’t expected the comments written when traumatic occurrences happened to the community,” Sasha said. 

“There are two more hiding places,” Elana said, excited.

“We should have no problem with the government about whatever we find,” Yoshua commented.

“Only as long as the minister sticks to the agreement,” Sasha commented.

“We’ve a signed agreement. The first two years, all artifacts will be on display in Spanish Museums. After that anything found in the Bet Midrash will revert to the Israeli Government on permanent loan,” Yoshua reminded everyone.

“Do you trust the Spanish government to keep their signed agreements?” Simon inquired.

“A written agreement is only as good as the people who sign it,” Yoshua replied.
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Hidden Treasure
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Filled with anticipation that he couldn’t contain; Dr. Miguel Sarmiento led the team into the sealed room. 

“Miguel,” Professor Rosenberg suggested, “If the panel on the wall worked on springs, logic follows that the other two hiding places will have similar mechanisms.” 

Dr. Sarmiento placed his hands on the floor of the Holy Ark and started pressing here and there while Sasha filmed the entire time. He had to push all the members of the team out of the way. Everyone wanted to witness what the next hiding place revealed. Everyone heard a clear and distinct metallic ‘Click’. One side of a wood panel, measuring thirty by fifteen centimeters, came up from the base of the ark on one side. Miguel pressed on the opposite side, and nothing happened. With each failed attempt, Miguel became angrier. “Miguel, after ten attempts to make this mechanism work, we need to approach the problem from a different angle,” Yoshua said. 

“Dr. Sarmiento, you need to get your anger under control. We are scientists and not grave robbers,” Ruth said.

Instead of opening the panel in a proper scientific manner, he tore at the panel. Miguel lifted it up and down, hoping to break the rusty metal attachment.

“Sasha,” he ordered, “bring me something to pry the stuck panel open.” 

Aviva looked at him in horror. 

“Dr. Sarmiento, are you out of your mind?”

“Dr. Berger,” Miguel replied, with a hard edge to his voice. 

“You seem to forget who is in charge here.” He mumbled something under his breath, which Simon thought said something derogatory about Jews. 

“Dr. Sarmiento,” Simon said, “You will keep a civil tongue in your head, or pay the consequences. The ministry might have given you control over the security, but I pay the bills. So, I suggest you slow down, and proceed according to what Dr. Berger decides, since she is the expert.”

If looks could kill, there would have been a Ph.D. and physician dead on the spot. Miguel backed down from his position. With a forced smile, trying to control his anger, Miguel said with intense rancor,

“Whatever you want, Dr. Jamerson.” 

Meanwhile, Sasha took off at a jog and headed out of the chapel. 

“We didn’t get thrown into prison for this power-crazy, headline grabbing Spaniard to stop us,” Sasha hissed. His thick Russian accented Hebrew emphasized his hostility towards Miguel. Yoshua admonished Miguel in Spanish.

“Miguel, we are scientists, not thieves in the night,” Yoshua whispered. 

“Take special care of what I am saying. I can lock down this place for the next twelve months, and you have no recourse. So, I suggest that if you want to witness what is in your precious books, you do as I say,” Miguel said. When Yoshua translated what Miguel said, the team seethed. 

Miguel never knew how close he had come to his last breath. When Simon saw the look on Yoshua’s face, he knew they could have a murder on their hands. Simon grabbed Yoshua and pulled him aside to calm him. 

“Yoshua,” Simon whispered, “If you had the strength to go to prison for what you believed in, this idiot won’t stop us. His greed will be his downfall.” 

“Doctor, are you suggesting that we let the idiot hang himself?” Yoshua hissed between his teeth.

“That is what I’m saying. We need patience and prevent him from damaging the excavation. In the interim, we’ll document every stupid thing Miguel does,” Simon said.

“Doc, you’re more devious than I first suspected,” Yoshua replied. Simon smiled at the prince of the tribe of Asher. he speculated about the day when he could salute Yoshua in the proper manner, and this subterfuge would end.

In a normal world, the Crown Prince of Aluz would have his house guard protecting him. No one could get away with what Miguel did. It dawned on him he wanted to kill Miguel. A thought he had never have had before having killed those criminals in the firefight. I will have to call my uncle Gavriel and talk to him about these emotions,” Simon considered in silence to himself.
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SASHA OPENED THE BACK of the van and searched for the crowbar. He hadn’t grasped how many things they dragged around with them in the van. At last, he spotted it, grabbed it, and dashed back into the chapel. Sasha came up to the Spanish archeologist. He looked at his boss, who shrugged his shoulders, and nodded with no enthusiasm to hand the crowbar over to the Spaniard. Shuki understood Miguel enjoyed flexing his administrative muscles, against all his own education. Dr. Sarmiento wanted everyone to appreciate him, and he had to be center stage. 

With a pout on his embarrassed face, Miguel removed a handkerchief from his pocket. He wrapped it around the end of the crowbar to avoid scratching the panel. He inserted it into the crevice. Bit by bit worked his way down, all the time deliberating of how to get his revenge on Simon and Yoshua. 

When he had lifted the wood panel that acted as the cover of the hidden chamber five centimeters, he called to Dr. Jamerson. 

“Please bring your endoscope, so we can determine what’s inside,” controlling the anger in his voice. 

Ruth spoke up in Hebrew.

“Listen, boys, we’re all anxious and curious concerning the contents hidden there. We can conclude this man isn’t a scientist, but a grave robber. He’s here for his own personal glory.”

Miguel hadn’t paid attention to Ruthie speaking Hebrew until she switched to English. 

“It’s already 14:30. We have to light candles by 18:50. There is no eruv. (An eruv is an area enclosed by a physical boundary that represents the extension of a private domain of Jewish households into public areas. This permits otherwise forbidden activities within its domain, on the Sabbath.) So, you all have to get home on time,” Ruth reminded the team.” 

Ruthie paused for effect. She continued, pointing her right index finger at her husband.

“I’m taking the kids, Gefen, and Aviva home to get things ready for Shabbat. I already ordered fish from the shop. Yoshua, I would appreciate it, if you would come home now while they’re setting up the endoscope, and clean and scale the fish.” 

He looked at her with sad puppy dog eyes. 

“Yoshua Rosenberg, what example are you setting for your children? Don’t give me that fake, sad puppy face,” Ruthie admonished him. Yoshua looked at his children and scrunched up his face. In a very servant-like manner, he dragged out the words.

“Yes, dear, I’m coming now.”

Miguel laughed and set to work with enthusiasm while Dr. Jamerson stewed about what they would do about this grave robber. In silence, Simon prayed while they set up the endoscope. 

“Holy One, please let there be nothing there that could glorify this poor excuse for a man.” Simon looked over at Sasha, wondering what possibly could go through his mind. Sasha showed no emotion, his face as blank as a new piece of white paper. Simon could swear that Sasha’s eyes were hard as diamonds.

What Simon didn’t understand was the great patience Sasha had, and the evidence he gathered to build a case against Dr. Sarmiento. What the Spanish archaeologist didn’t comprehend he should not have crossed this Russian. If you hurt, him or the ones he cares about, Sasha becomes a dangerous enemy. Sasha learned long ago, ‘don’t get angry, get even!’ Sasha planned how to get rid of this selfish plague the minister thrusted upon them. He recorded every unprofessional action Miguel did. He used his phone in his pocket to record everything he said, so when it came time, the Spaniard would hang himself with his own words.

In twenty minutes, they set up the endoscope system and its computer. They fed the flexible fiber optic into the crevice. The lights at the end of the endoscope lit up the entire interior of the hiding place. Dr. Sarmiento observed three white canvas bags of various sizes filled with things of various shapes, and one leather pouch. One bag contained large, rectangular shapes. Most probably, there were more books. With the help of the fiber optics, and a very long flexible nozzle, they sprayed the obstinate locking mechanism with penetrating oil. They waited a few minutes and tried again.

Dr. Sarmiento pushed down on the open side. It closed with a click, and now both sides were of equal height. They located the locking mechanisms. Miguel placed his hands on the wood panel straight above them and pressed down with equal pressure on both sides. Lo-and-behold, they heard a double click, and the panel came up free of its locking mechanisms.

Miguel, Simon, and the police officer got out of the way, and allowed Sasha to photograph the interior of the hiding place. In the meantime, Dr. Sarmiento called the police officers over to witness what they had found. Once Sasha had photographed everything in position, Miguel put on latex gloves, reached in, and removed the first small white canvas bag. As soon as he lifted it, he observed a tag, made of parchment. A brittle fibrous twine secured the mouth of the bag. 

“Sasha, come over and photograph this”, Aviva ordered. Miguel felt numerous small objects that moved when he shifted his hand. With his right hand securing the mouth of the bag, he lifted it. He slid his left hand under the bag. Miguel transferred the bag to a small cardboard box. Three more bags lay inside: Two of similar size, and one larger one. Dr. Sarmiento lifted the small piece of parchment for Sasha to photograph. They found the name, “da Silva, written in Latin letters. 

“The community ledger mentioned a da Silva family,” Dr. Jamerson commented.

At that moment, Yoshua and Chaim came running in, panting.

“Did we miss anything,” Shuki asked. 

Miguel pointed at the computer screen. The twine holding the tag crumbled, and Miguel relinquished his hold on it. Chaim rushed outside to the storage room and got the needed supplies. When he came back, he carried a fine-pointed permanent marker, a narrow camel hairbrush, and manila envelopes.

Sasha accepted the brush and envelopes from Chaim. He swept the fragments of the fibrous string into an envelope with the camel hairbrush. On the envelope, he wrote the time, date, place, subject, and the person who collected the sample. Miguel reached in again, and this time removed a leather bag into another cardboard box.

Yoshua looked over his son’s shoulder to determine what Miguel had pulled out. 

Miguel examined the tag, a small piece of flat leather with two names on it: “Toledano and Lopez,” he read aloud. 

“The third and fourth bags both have the same name labeled on them, Dori,” Miguel said, in English. “It’s obvious from the outside that the largest of the bags contains three books.” 

“All these names are in the community ledger. It’s easy to conclude that these items are their property,” Chaim commented.

“Why don’t we open the largest bag? It appears to hold several books,” Yoshua suggested to Miguel.

Miguel looked at the professor and at the four various bags. 

“The third and lightest canvas bag probably holds little of monetary value,” Miguel said.

“Your comment is bizarre. Serious archaeologists don’t make such comments. It could be a parchment with invaluable information on it,” Yoshua admonished Miguel.

“You’re one hundred percent correct, Professor,” Miguel said, trying to be contrite.

“From the shape of the bag, the last one probably has books in it,” Yoshua ventured. 

Books this old had to be valuable, no matter the subject. The first two had numerous objects in them. Miguel ruminated; a heavy bag with many metallic sounding objects had to be coins. What if they are gold coins? he thought, as his blood raced.

All his life, Miguel had dreamed of the day that he would find a great treasure. Maybe today would be the day that made him famous and rich. He had always coveted others who had made big finds of riches. Like sunken treasure, or great works of art, as the Israelis had found in the chapel’s floor. Maybe this chapel hadn’t finished giving up its treasures. Maybe the next great treasure would be his. 

Reluctant to show his hand, Miguel agreed with the professor, 

“Yes, an excellent idea, Professor.” Once again, the twine disintegrated when Miguel tried to untie it. Chaim swept up the pieces into another envelope and labeled it. Chaim opened the bag with infinite care, and Dr. Sarmiento reached in, and with gloved hands reached for the top book. The letters of the title stood out legible, and easy to read. The title, in Arabic read, “HaKuzari by Rabbi Yehuda Halevy.” Before Yoshua could stop Miguel, he opened it to the first page, and found it dated 1230. Dated well before the printing press, Yoshua glanced at the text while Miguel had it open. 

“They wrote the book by hand,” Yoshua announced. 

“Dr. Sarmiento, we won’t ask you again,” Sasha said, with steel in his voice. 

“When handling and caring for any artifact found at this site, Dr. Berger is the authority. You were lucky this time that the book remained supple after all these years,” Sasha hissed at him in English.

The police officer didn’t need to understand English to comprehend Sasha’s message. Dr. Sarmiento’s actions offended and shocked him. The officer stepped in between the two archaeologists. The whole time, he stared at Yoshua.

“Sasha, step back, let the police officer take care of this,” Yoshua ordered.

“I am not a university-educated man. However, I understand your actions aren’t acceptable. These are national treasures. I am ordering you to restrain yourself or I will arrest you for damaging public property,” the officer reprimanded Miguel 

Miguel turned bright red, while Sasha gave the officer a thumb up.

“The unrestored book could have as well crumpled in your hands. We are here as scientists, not thieves in the night. If it takes another week, or even a month, so be it. We will take the time to do our job properly manner, according to acceptable, modern archeological procedure,” Yoshua repeated once more in English.

Chaim nudged Sasha with his elbow. Sasha turned to him. “I videoed the entire scene. We have evidence to get this celev (dog) thrown out of here,” Chaim whispered while smiling.

Yoshua turned to the police officers with a request.

“Please open the safe.” Wearing latex gloves, the police officer took the book from Dr. Sarmiento. With great care, he transferred the rare book to safety. Yoshua took the next book and examined it for any damage with care. 

“The truth be told, on a cursory examination, this book is in excellent shape,” Yoshua informed them, as he turned it in his hands.

“Please get the box in the storage shed that has all of Aviva’s leather-cleaning compounds,” Yoshua requested of Chaim.

Chaim glanced at his watch. He frowned at his father, 

“Aba, we don’t have enough time to deal with these books now.”

Yoshua looked at his watch.

“You’re right, time to close up shop.” Yoshua spoke in Spanish to Miguel and the police officer, 

“Time to lock everything away. Miguel, we can come back after Shabbat, around 8:50 pm Saturday evening.”

“Chaim, please bring me Aviva’s box. I need materials in there to wrap these books. We need to protect them until we can treat them in the proper manner on Sunday,” Yoshua requested. 

Chaim’s entire face lit up with a smile, and he replied, “Sure thing, Aba.”
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SASHA KEPT HIS EYE on Miguel. He observed the engorged veins in his neck, pumping blood like crazy. Sasha thought, ‘his blood pressure must skyrocket,’ He observed Dr. Sarmiento stared out, unfocused, with naked lust in his eyes. He smiled, considering how stopping now must drive Miguel crazy, understanding that they were on the verge of a huge discovery. Sasha watched as the nervous energy in Miguel’s body manifested into numerous twitches. 

Sasha spoke on purpose with a thick Russian accent, in Hebrew, to confuse the Spaniard.

“This egocentric maniac is going crazy. Look at him! He can smell treasure, and by stopping now, it’s driving him mad.” 

Yoshua, Chaim, and Simon looked at their Spanish colleague, and saw all the manifestations that Sasha had mentioned. 

Yoshua spoke in Spanish to the police officers.

“We have no choice but to stop working so we can get home for our Sabbath. From tonight until Sunday morning, no one is to touch anything we have found. Only if Dr. Berger is here to supervise the proper restoration of the artifacts.” 

Sasha watched as Miguel’s face fell. Now he couldn’t try to counter Yoshua’s commands. This time, Sasha smiled, and laughed to disorient Miguel so he wouldn’t understand from his tone of voice what he said in Hebrew. 

“Dr. Sarmiento will steal the limelight. He will turn this into his big chance for worldwide recognition. He won’t let anyone get in his way.” Sasha laughed again, as if telling a joke.

“Boss,” Sasha said, “This one will be trouble. It would be easy to slip into his apartment at night and slit his throat!” Sasha suggested.

The professor reacted at once by laughing and slapping Sasha on the back, while the three Spaniards looked on confused. Yoshua translated into Spanish. 

“Part of the job as a professor is to laugh at his student’s stupid jokes.”

Yoshua reached in the bag for the next book. He thought what luck that Aviva hadn’t been here to watch such wanton desecration. The entire predicament with Dr. Sarmiento would have blown up in their faces. Aviva would have never agreed to his unprofessionalism. Shuki reached in, took out the next book, and to their surprise saw the book’s excellent shape. It felt as if he’d taken it off the shelf and 525 years hadn’t passed. On the outside, he found written in Arabic, the title and author: the book of Genesis with commentaries by Rav Avraham ibn Ezra. No way was Aviva going to open this book without proper treatment and fumigation. Despite his own desire to inspect what it looked like inside; he placed it on the clean slab of glass on the table. Shuki removed the last book from the cloth bag: the book of Exodus with commentaries by Moshe ben Nachman (the Ramban).

By the time he got the books out, Chaim had returned with Aviva’s supplies. Shuki reached in and removed a roll of special paper. The paper was treated with an inert powder to preserve the books. With great care, he wrapped each book. 

“These are exceptionally rare books,” Shuki commented. Probably they are one of a kind in the world.” A massive smile crept across Yoshua’s face, despite his anger at the Spaniard for his negligence. Yoshua was familiar enough with Aviva to understand that she loved these kinds of projects. The books seemed to be in excellent shape, preserved by the vacuum that had been in the room. With great care, Yoshua took the book from the table and examined it.

“The leather has remained in excellent condition. It helps that no one touched it in over 525 years. This book won’t challenge Aviva’s abilities,” Yoshua commented. The police officer escorted Yoshua to the safe. The officer opened it for him. Careful not to damage them, he carefully slipped the books inside the safe. 

The professor returned to where everyone stood next to the other three bags they had discovered. While the officer waited for him to bring the bags over to him. The label on the next bag had “Toledano and Lopez”. Miguel picked it up with immense care and joy when he heard the jingle of coins. He started towards the safe, faked that he tripped, and down he went. Since the string had broken, out poured gold coins, precious and semi-precious stones scattered from the bag all over the Plexiglas flooring. Miguel feigned total surprise, while Sasha helped him to his feet. 

The police officer watched as the treasure scattering all over the floor, and shouted to everyone, “No one is to move.” He pulled the microphone of his radio from the epaulet of his shirt. His eyes were bugging out of his head. He put in an urgent call to his commander. 

“Commander, come fast to the chapel. They’ve found a treasure of gold and gems.” 

The commander turned to the men relaxing next to him in the barracks, “On the double, get to the chapel. You heard, there’s gold and gems,” he said, his heart pounded. He observed Miguel’s face. He feared Miguel might attack the others for the wealth. How often does one have the chance to be witness the discovery of a treasure!

“Sir, may I get my camera and photograph everything? That way, when we gather the items, we can determine if all the coins and gems are there. That way we can be sure none of them found their way into someone’s pockets?” Sasha added. Yoshua translated for him.

The officer, whose eyes had dilated to twice their normal size, replied to Sasha while never taking his eyes off the treasure, 

“Excellent idea. You are the solitary person with permission to move.” Sasha moved over to the table where his digital 35 mm camera lay. He picked up a pad of scrap paper. Sasha wrote a single letter and number on each piece of paper, A1, A2 up to A10. Next, he did the same, starting with B, B1, B2, etc. He placed a single piece of paper on each square of Plexiglas and photographed its contents. 

In the middle of his work, Commander Moreno and three other officers arrived to take charge of the circumstances.

“Commander, extra people are in your way. Let the professor, his son, Aviva, and Simon go home for the Shabbat. I’ll stay here to photograph everything before anyone touches anything. That way, you’ll be able to determine from the photographs if we recover everything that spilled from the bag,” Sasha said in English with a
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