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	“Unique, interesting, and fascinating! That is how I would describe Yossi's "Mystery In The Bowels of The Earth". Moreover, Yossi tells a sweet yet adventure-filled story about a young couple exploring Israel.” — Kimberly Edwards

	 

	“Mystery in the Bowels of the Earth for me is a story of perseverance, hope, and what could almost be deemed a miracle is so moving and so inspiring you will feel like cheering at the end. Truly cathartic.” — Terrance Castillo

	 

	“Is it a real documented story or a daydream? Was the author telling us about his version of reality or is this just merely for entertainment? Those are some of the things I thought about while I was reading this book! The book is quite imaginative and some points are actually recorded facts in History too!” — Barbara Hernandez

	 

	“Filled with adventure, mystery, and humor! I really like the dynamics of this piece by Yossi! I am also greatly impressed by his ideas and concepts. What's more is that, apart from being entertained and immersed, you will become highly knowledgeable! You will learn about Judaism, Jewish culture, and tradition. Furthermore, you will also be able to test your own theories about God and the human mind. It is indeed a POWERFUL BOOK!” — Marsha James

	 

	“If you ever wanted to use the words Epic and Brilliant in a book review, Mystery in the Bowels of the Earth is a book that upholds that accolade. It is a fabulous masterpiece of historical fiction, based in Israel hundreds of years ago. The sense of time and place are vividly drawn and the fragility of life shadows each of the characters.” — Elijah Adams
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	Preface

	 

	This book is based upon a strange series of events that happened to me, what now seems to be, a very long time ago. So, why am I telling this story today? I really don’t know where to begin. Let’s just say that this story is so unusual, you probably won’t believe it.  You’ll possibly think that I am fantasizing, confusing dreams with reality … and maybe I am. Have a read and see where my story takes you.  

	— Yossi Soika 

	 

	 

	When I was young I loved to read adventure books. Somehow, as a child, these adventures were seen as a promise — that the world has unity in it of excitement and wakefulness. I grew up to work with all kinds of texts. I believe that the adventures of Dan and Sue in Yossi Soika's book bring us back to such an exciting and awakening promise.   

	— Naama Miron Asher 

	Translator from the original Hebrew


 

	The world will build grace;

	A land without grace will not reap a harvest.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 1

	 

	The Promise

	 

	First, let me introduce myself. My name is Dan. I live in a small town called Larchmont in New York State. I like candy, interesting books, and clever girls. I hate harsh winter days, boring teachers, and evil, arrogant people. My story begins on the 23rd of April 1968, which was my sixteenth birthday. Late April days in Larchmont are wonderful. The snow melts slowly and the trees open their first buds of new life, releasing intoxicating scents into the air. The scents make me feel more alive, reminding me that the cold, snowy winter is about to disappear and that I can now enjoy spending more time outdoors. 

	On that day I went with my father to the nearby town of Mamaroneck, where we bought some things that we needed for our trip to Israel. My father works at a large commercial company searching for new energy sources to replace our rapidly diminishing oil reserves. Dad is an expert on solar energy, and in Israel, the Weizmann Institute of Science was about to host a very important conference in this area. This is why my father was going to Israel. You are probably wondering why I was going with him … well, it was thanks to my academic achievements in high school. “If you achieve a high average on your report card, I will take you on a trip overseas,” Dad had promised me at the start of the school year. When I heard that Dad was going to Israel, I asked him to keep his promise.

	“But you haven’t completed this school year yet.”

	“I know, but I don’t think I’ll have any problem making up for the missed days.”

	After a short discussion, Dad acquiesced. After he gave me the nod I was overwhelmed with joy. “I am going on a trip overseas! I am going to Israel!” I screamed, jumping around like a goat, and my delight filled the room to the brim. After calming down, I rushed to call Sue, my best friend.  

	“Sue, I’m going to Israel!”

	“What … what do you mean you are going overseas, why?” she asked very excitedly.

	I told her briefly. “And now I am getting ready for my trip to the promised land,” I concluded happily. “Hey there, Sue, are you listening to me? Why don’t you say something? Why are you being so quiet?”

	“Okay, fine … have a good trip … goodbye!” she said and hung up.

	What was going on? Why was she so angry? I remained silent all the way to Mamaroneck.

	“Dan, why are you so quiet?” my father asked. “At home, you were dancing with joy and now you are dead silent. What happened? Do you want to tell me something?”

	“I want to very much but …” I told Dad about Sue’s strange reaction.

	“Oh, now I understand,” Dad said with amusement. “The lady disagrees. What do you want to do, give up?”

	“Dad, I was thinking … can we take Sue with us?” I asked hesitatingly. “You know I have some money saved up and I’m ready to cover her expenses.”

	“I don’t think you can afford that!” my father responded with laughter.

	I was convinced that Dad would respond with a firm, clear “NO!”, but instead, I was in for another surprise. “I am willing to take Sue with us, and to cover the costs,” Dad said quietly. “But only with her parents' consent. If you can convince them to give their written consent, I would be happy to have her join us.”

	✡  ✡  ✡

	At first, Sue’s parents refused to even listen to me, but after an entire week of begging and pleading, they agreed. A week later we were in a cab on our way to the airport. Soon the plane took off and we could see the Statue of Liberty receding further and further away from us until we could see it no longer.

	My knowledge of the country we were headed to was limited to what I had seen on TV and read in newspapers. Only when we arrived in Israel would I realize how little I knew. By the end of this wonderful trip, I understood that Israel and its people were different from anything that I had ever imagined. 

	No, Israelis were not just a nation of soldiers. The cultivated lands showed that their knowledge of agriculture was excellent. The various industrial plants reflected a lively, prosperous, and modern country. The Holy Land did not seem to be the desert with caravans of camels all across it that I had expected to find.

	Who are the Jewish people? Where did they find the courage to fight against so many enemies? What is the secret of their strength? I was sure many others had wondered the same things. These and other similar thoughts went through my mind as our airplane approached the Holy Land. I felt tired and dizzy. I gently placed my arm on Sue’s shoulders and entered a world of dreams.

	“Fasten your seat belts, please. We are about to land!” the pilot announced through the loudspeakers. The noise awoke me from my deep sleep. We landed safely, grabbed our bags, and made our way out of the airplane. On the tarmac, the sun’s warm rays welcomed me. A land blessed with sun, I thought happily.

	After a short security check, we left the airport and followed Dad’s energetic pace. Then suddenly we heard a voice yelling at us in broken English. “Hey, sir! Need a taxi? I have an excellent service, something from the movies! I have air conditioning, ’tereo system with great American singers, Krank Sinatra, Julie Iglesias, Kirk Douglas, and many more. You are going to have a wonderful ride!”

	We could hardly stop laughing at his supposed knowledge of American singers. But even if we had wanted to find another driver, we would have had a hard time getting away from this one. The driver was a huge man — about seven feet tall and perhaps 350 pounds. No other driver would dare to take us from this Big Bear.

	Before Dad could say a word, Big Bear grabbed our two largest suitcases, raising them high. Soon we found ourselves hurrying up trying to follow the amicable driver who was galloping with our luggage towards his cab. People let the huge man — who growled at them, “Give way! Give way!” — by until we arrived at his taxicab parked at the entrance to the airport.

	“Sir, listen to me, I want to help you … see? I think you need a good experience, ya? Ye should count on me, is going to make you great visit in Israel. You have a big head … with a lot of brains … I see you is smart. Ye come children too; ye gonna have a lot of fun.”

	After a brief moment, Dad gathered some courage and said, “My dear sir, we would be happy to travel with you, but I have a meeting at the hotel in Jerusalem in two hours and I need to prepare. Here is the address. Please go straight to this place.”

	“What you say, I do. Now we go to the hotel, but after … you go with me to Tiberias? You know Tiberias? Water … a lot of water in Tiberias. Or you want Jaffa? … Acre? Town is big … touristicus … with walls, big walls. You know the little Frenchman … the French king Goldman Bonaparte … he was strong … took over all of Europe. But not Acre … Acre was not good to him. Please we travel to see all of the cannons of the little man on the wall there.” 

	However, Dad was already fast asleep in the cab’s front seat and heard nothing of it. 

	Shortly afterward, we reached the hotel. Dad paid the fare, adding a tip for the timely service. When we reached the revolving door, our local art and history expert was still calling hoarsely, “Maybe you come with me like to see Caesarea, the town of Pharaohs' daughter … Pleopatra or Platforma?”

	We didn’t want to hear any more. To our great relief, the hotel door swiveled, and we rushed in. At last, we were protected from the wonderful offers of our history expert. 

	✡  ✡  ✡

	After an expedient and welcoming check-in, we went to our rooms on the fifth floor, took a long shower, and … I fell sound asleep again.

	Not long after I could hear Dad knocking on the door. “Dan,” I heard Dad's voice, “I have that business meeting. I will be back in three hours. See you later.”

	A few minutes later, I didn't feel like sleeping anymore. I went through the door to the adjoining room and sat on the edge of Sue’s bed. She looked like a sleeping princess. Her skin was as white as snow and her curly black hair made the contrast even sharper, adding beauty and charm. 

	We had first met at the school library, and since then, not a day had gone by without a phone conversation or a quick meeting. Sue was very charming. She knew how to listen, and, even if she didn’t always agree with me, she expressed her objections quietly and gently. In Sue, I had found a true friend who could keep a secret and an intelligent friend who could give good advice. I was frequently amazed at her maturity. As far as I was concerned, Sue had opened up an unfamiliar and exciting world for me.

	“Good morning, Sue,” I whispered in her ear. “Good morning. It’s time to consider our schedule again.”

	Sue opened her eyes, smiled, and said something in a somewhat sleepy voice.

	“Sue, Dad went out to a meeting for a few hours, and I think this is our chance to go out and see the town without a police escort,” I said half-jokingly.

	“Great idea,” said Sue. “But where are we going to go? We don’t know this town.”

	“Let’s go to the reception desk and ask. The hotel staff must know the town.”

	A good-looking receptionist welcomed us politely and answered all our questions about Jerusalem. Loaded with brochures, we sat in the lobby examining our options. What should we do? Where should we start our tour?

	“Let’s go to the Old City,” Sue suggested. “I love old places.”

	So we caught a cab to the Old City. While riding I read one of the brochures:

	 

	The City of Jerusalem is Unique.

	It is referred to by Israelis as “Jerusalem of Gold.” Jerusalem has served as the capital of the Jewish nation for three thousand years, since King David, and all of its buildings are made of stone. 

	Today’s homes are built the same. This building style adds beauty and charm to the city, which cannot be found anywhere else in the world. The well-known Temple was in Jerusalem. The Temple was destroyed twice and has never been rebuilt. Only a small part of the Western Wall is still there, reminding us of its past glory and opulence.

	This city has known invaders and looters from all over the world: Assyrians, Babylonians, Persians, Greeks, Romans, Byzantines, Moslems, Turks, British, and many more. The conquerors of this city built memorials and buildings in memory of their triumph on the foundations of the Old City and the Temple. These memorials are still there.

	 

	The brochure filled my heart with a train of thoughts about the enchanting tour ahead of us and I felt very pleased that Sue had joined us. I knew we were about to have many marvelous experiences. I was still deeply absorbed in my thoughts as we reached the Old City. 

	 


Chapter 2

   

A Book or a Trap?

	 

	We got out of the cab and walked, hand in hand, along the long narrow alleys. Old stone houses surrounded by tall stone walls made it impossible for anybody to go through. We walked for a long time under the shadows of the tall walls. The sun could not penetrate into the long, narrow alleys. A mild wind spread a splendid scent. After a short while, we discovered the source of the scent: a stall at the entrance to a bakery.

	We purchased some pita bread covered with a local herb-blend called za’atar and wondered about the slightly sour but also wonderfully gentle taste of the condiment. A few minutes later we continued through the narrow alleys, occasionally alarmed by calls of donkey riders whose warning to give way caused us to throw ourselves against the alley walls as they rushed past. Vehicles cannot pass through the narrow alleys, so all heavy loads must be carried by donkeys. We saw donkeys that could barely carry the loads on their backs, but their young riders would hit them with twigs, and the donkeys just jumped and kept walking with great effort.

	“Sir … lady … please … this is a bargain!” A group of young peddlers seemed to appear out of nowhere and began following us. Within a few moments, they had us surrounded, telling us in broken English about their excellent goods: soaps, shoelaces, razor blades, hairbrushes, and pictures of saints that could bring luck, wealth, happiness, and success — everything for little money, on a special sale. We continued through the alleys in this manner, surrounded by a chorus of youngsters shouting loudly, jumping around us, and presenting their goods.

	At first, it was amusing to see how hard they tried to convince us that we had an unusual opportunity to buy exceptional goods at very low prices. However, after a while, the noisy group started to bother us. We pretended not to see them, but they would not leave us. We pretended to be deaf, but that didn’t work either.

	“There is nothing we can do,” I told Sue. “We should walk faster and try to avoid them.” So we started to walk fast, but the youngsters were just as fast as we were.

	Eventually, we tried to lose them. We entered one of the stores as if looking to make a purchase and then we walked up and down the aisles, but our escorts did not give up.

	We made one final attempt to elude the young boys hounding us by stopping at a small coffee shop just around the corner from the alley. We were already very tired, so we quickly sat down on two small stools. We drank our cold drinks, ate the honey-dipped cakes, and went back into the alley with our energy levels restored. After walking for a few minutes, we looked back and felt relieved. The young peddlers were no longer following us.

	“Congratulations,” said Sue, jumping around me like a chicken that has just laid her first egg.

	But before she stopped jumping, another peddler suddenly appeared, following us like a shadow.

	“Oh, to hell with him!” I exclaimed with disappointment, and we rushed ahead. But the peddler’s voice could still be heard. “Holy water from the Jordan River. Holy water from the Jordan River … sacred books, sacred books …” We finally understood that we had no choice. We had to purchase something, or otherwise, we would never get rid of him. The moment we stood still, the peddler was already standing next to us with a mischievous smile on his face. He rapidly opened up a folding stall and took several volumes of the scriptures and a few bottles of water out of his bag for us to look at. 

	“Sir, everything is sacred!” he said with a serious expression. “Each of these items will bring you luck!”

	Among his books, I saw a small book that looked quite worthless. This is it! I thought to myself. I am going to buy this one book, and then I will get rid of this guy.

	I bought the book for two dollars without even examining it. As we walked away I said to Sue, “Throw it out into the first trash can you see. It can’t be a holy book; it must be some silly rubbish.”

	We walked on for a while longer before deciding to head back to our hotel.

	✡  ✡  ✡

	When we got back to our rooms, I noticed that the book was still in her bag. “Sue, you forgot to throw the book away!” I laughed. “But you know what? Since you still have it, leave it so that I can see what we’ve bought.” 

	After Sue retired to her room, I opened the book. To my surprise, I found that it was not a book. Instead, I saw a notebook or a diary written in handwriting that was totally unfamiliar to me. Strange drawings appeared on its last pages, something like a child’s drawings. The pages at the end of the diary were empty.

	“The young peddler sold us a used diary in a book cover!” I shouted angrily. “Mind, I can still use the empty ones for drawing.” I pulled out my pocketknife and very carefully I tried to cut them out, but I couldn’t do it.  I tried again but the empty pages wouldn’t tear off. Eventually, I checked the blade of my pocketknife. It was as sharp as a razor but against the booklet’s pages, it didn’t work. I pressed the knife against the pages, but it did not leave even the smallest mark on them.

	“Hmm … I have bought a magic notebook!” I muttered to myself. “If I can’t cut the pages, then maybe I should just tear them off.” I placed my foot over the diary and pulled the pages forcefully. Still, I could not tear them out.

	I rushed into Sue’s room to tell her about my sensational discovery.

	“Dan, don’t tell me ridiculous stories. I know you like teasing me, but please, I need to rest.”

	“But I am telling you the truth, in the name of all the white mice in the world.”

	“Oh, you really are funny,” Sue mumbled sleepily.

	“Usually I am funny, but this time I’m serious. Please come with me for just a moment!”

	“Let's see what kind of a trick you have for me this time,” Sue chuckled as she followed me through to my room.

	There Sue took the diary and opened it. “It really looks like a diary to me. So what? You wanted to throw it out, so do it now. What's the problem?”

	“Sue, it is impossible to cut this diary or tear it up.”

	“So what are you all excited about? It is probably just made of very strong stuff.”

	“What kind of stuff do you know that is similar to paper but cannot be cut?”

	“I am not an expert in materials, but you can ask your father. He must know what it is. I have an idea — try burning this diary and then you’ll see that it is nothing but paper.”

	“It’s a great idea. Let’s try to burn it in the shower.”

	“It is dangerous to burn it in the shower. It could start a fire.”

	“Don't worry. I will hold the showerhead ready.”

	I placed the notebook in the center of the bathtub and lit a match from the book of matches that I found next to the hotel stationary on the bedside table. For a moment it seemed that the match was about to start a flame, but it went out and the diary did not catch fire. 

	“These matches are not good enough to set the diary on fire,” I said. “I will burn some of the hotel notepad sheets. That will get the fire going nicely.”

	“I think we should do it outside the hotel. I am afraid of fire.”

	“If you are afraid, then why not go back to your room and I will do it by myself?” I said tersely. Sue said nothing.; she just stayed there next to me.

	I lit the papers and placed the diary on them. I was convinced that this time the diary would burn. But it didn’t. Instead, I saw an amazing sight; the diary glowed white-hot, yet it did not burn. We had seen nothing like this before. Sue, appearing shocked, said nothing for a while. Then she spoke up, “Dan, it really looks like somebody put us on. Maybe we should continue with this experiment outside the hotel.”

	“No, nothing will happen to us. Let's see how this diary ends up.”

	“I don't want to see. I am going to get some rest and I would appreciate it if you would stop this until your father returns.” Sue departed, leaving me alone.

	What should I do? I asked myself. I examined the diary further from all angles, but couldn’t find anything special that could explain this mystery. All I knew was that I had to solve it! This time I gathered a lot more paper. I placed the diary on top and set the paper alight. 

	“I am sure that a larger fire will finish you off,” I whispered to the flames that were rising upwards.

	I looked at the diary and couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It changed colors quickly, filling the bathroom with vibrant colors. Suddenly a thin, blue light beam came out of the diary and started to brighten the room. I stood there confused, feeling that something unusual was about to happen.

	I have to put out the fire before there is any damage! I have to get a fire extinguisher! I quickly headed toward the door, and then — BOOM! A strong explosion made me fly toward the door, which was blown off its hinges, and we both sank onto the hallway floor. Circles of light and stars were moving in front of my eyes. I felt intense pain as if I had been hit by a baseball bat covered in nails.

	The fifth floor was totally silent. Suddenly the doors of adjacent rooms opened and the faces of fearful people emerged.

	“What happened? What is going on? What happened to the child? Call for help immediately!”

	I could barely raise my head. My clothes were torn and covered in soot. My nose
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