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Dr. Eyal Yanay was waiting for the elevator in the building’s lobby when he noticed Nadav approaching him as he just returned from school. Eyal looked at him, noticed a swelling and some blue marks around one of his eyes, and suddenly pity overcame him.

“What happened to your eye?” he asked worriedly.

Nadav looked at the ground and shrugged off the doctor’s question with, “I fell down during sports class.”

“Look at me, now,” Eyal ordered as he carefully examined the boy’s face. “That doesn’t look like a bruise from a fall at all. You were attacked, weren’t you?”

Nadav just stood there quietly, saying nothing. The elevator finally arrived at the lobby. The doors opened, and the two entered.

“Those are some nasty kids. You should learn to defend yourself,” Eyal decreed.

The elevator reached the fourth floor, where Nadav left, and Eyal continued to the fifth floor, where he lived with his parents.

Nadav tried to hide the bruises on his face from his mother but to no avail. Every time she saw them, she grew furious. Moran even considered asking to transfer her son to another class. However, the school counselor denied that request, telling her that she’d need to wait until next year, as all classrooms were at full capacity.

Seeing no other option to prevent these events from reoccurring, Moran signed Nadav up for karate lessons at the local community center. Eventually, these helped Nadav’s sense of self-confidence.

The school year came to an end, and Nadav received the anticipated diploma. His grades, however, were quite lower than expected.

During the summer vacation, his mother decided to buy him a pet dog – a furry, little brown puppy. Nadav was very happy about his new pup and called him ‘Spike.’ Nadav played with him for the whole summer, feeding him, cleaning him up – and after him as well.

The pup had a central role in Nadav’s life and filled a great void in it. While Nadav loved his dog, he still felt the lack of any friends and the loneliness.

During those days, Nadav was mostly hanging out at home, watching TV, and looking for new games on the internet.

During the nights, he’d often lie in his bed and stare at the ceiling, remembering his father, who left him at the age of eight – after a long, loud argument with his mother. While the arguments occurred quite often – Nadav couldn’t even recall what they were all about. The only memory that was etched into his mind forever was that final argument, and how his father had packed his belongings and left to a far-off, foreign land.

Almost two years ago, Nadav’s father – Freddy – was fired from his job at a pharmaceutical production facility after having worked there for many years. Freddy would’ve probably continued working there for many more years to come, had the facility not been shut down due to faulty and inefficient management.

Freddy never recovered from that. He was frustrated and discouraged. All his attempts to return to work and honestly support his family had failed.

He sat at home doing nothing and would often criticize nearly everything his wife did and would argue with her on just about anything.

Nadav didn’t like those loud arguments, and every time he’d lock himself in his room, sit on his bed, and block his ears with the palms of his hands.

When his father left him, his parting words were, “Son, I love you. But I must go. One day, maybe you’ll understand.”

Tears would slide down Nadav’s cheeks every time he remembered his father’s words.

His mother never told him what the arguments were all about or why his father left, always brushing it away with the laconic phrase, “We just couldn’t get along.”

Nadav thought about how different his situation could have been if his father was around. Surely, he would have had a solution to these issues with his classmates and could give him some advice and guide him on his path. Alas, all he had left of his father were old photos in their family album and some distant childhood memories. Nadav remembered how his father would always encourage him: “Always remember – it doesn’t matter what other kids think about you; what matters is what you think of yourself.”

But Nadav hadn’t spoken with his father since he’d left the house. The bond between them had been severed, and he still missed him dearly.

Every time he thought about his father, the exhausting thoughts would eventually tire Nadav, and he’d shut his eyes and fall asleep. He often had nightmares, which caused his sleep to be troubled – often waking up and then falling asleep again from over-exhaustion.

The new school year began, and Moran managed to convince the principal to transfer her son to another class with different students from last year, and Nadav was happy about it.

The kids in his new class socialized and played with him and shared their experiences with him. He’d still occasionally run into kids from his old class while walking in the school’s hallway, who kept teasing him. But Nadav learned to ignore them.

Life, so it seemed, was getting better each day. Every day, Nadav would return home with new, pleasant experiences and hurry to tell his mother all about them. It warmed her heart greatly.

Nadav also started putting more effort into his studies. His grades improved and were much higher than they used to be, and he even got himself a new friend, whose name was Yuval.

But then came the bitter news – which singlehandedly ruined his world.

During the second half of the school year, Nadav began to suffer from ever-increasing fatigue and lack of appetite. At first, his mother thought that it was just insufficient vitamins or maybe other nutrients. She took Nadav to the doctor, who advised performing a comprehensive series of medical tests.

When the results arrived, they battered Moran mercilessly.

The doctor informed her that Nadav was suffering from a tough form of cancer called ‘leukemia.’

At first, she hoped that there had been a mistake and consulted another doctor. However, the latter gave her the same news – that the results were truly unambiguous.

Moran felt lost. Her only son, the epicenter of her world, was suffering from this terrible disease.

Tears poured from her eyes. She wiped them with her hand but just could not stop crying.

The doctor tried to comfort her, saying that there was still hope and that the disease may yet be treated.

But for Moran, that was the toughest day of her life. Her world was shattered, and she could not find any solace at all in her agonized state.

Later that evening, Moran sat down with her son and told him about the disease from which he suffers. She hugged him and promised that she would do everything she could to restore him to full health and that she would spare no effort and leave no stone unturned until he was well again.

“We will fight it together,” she promised as a tear slid down her cheek.

“Mom. Will I die?” Nadav asked, suddenly realizing the severity of the situation.

“No, you will not die,” the mother replied and stroked his head. However, deep inside her, she felt greatly concerned about her son’s fate.

One week after her son’s eleventh birthday, Moran took him to the barber to shave off the hair on his head. The next day, Nadav was taken to the Shaare Zedek hospital in Jerusalem for a series of chemotherapy treatments.

The hospital building looked like a huge block of stone, clumsy and shapeless, surrounded by a tall fence, which had green flaking paint. And in middle of that fence stood a large gate with a guard’s post beside it. To Nadav, the hospital’s gate looked like a gate to a haunted house from a horror movie.

The autumn sun was hidden away behind the clouds, and bird tweets sounded more like the horrid screeches of crows – and the memory of this was imprinted in his mind.

The hallways looked like one giant battlefield. People were running back and forth, doctors in white coats were rushing around and disappearing behind doors, the air was filled with the sound of countless muffled words, and patients were shuffling through it all, accompanied by their close ones. And so did Nadav and his mother, on their way to the emergency ward.

Finally, after reaching the room in which he would be hospitalized in the oncology ward, Nadav noticed five other kids in the other beds in the room. They, too, had all their hair shaven off. They all wore white coats and were looking at him with great curiosity.

The nurse led him to his bed and told him to lie down.

His mother stayed with him until the doctor came, who had to do a series of tests.

They waited for the doctor for more than an hour, which, at that time, seemed like an eternity.

Dr. Eyal Yanay, a medical intern, had been working at the Shaare Zedek hospital for his second year now. He was a tall, slim, and bald man. As he was just beginning his shift, the nurse gave him the registry book of the new patients arriving in the ward, along with a summary of each patient’s condition. Eyal was shocked to discover that Nadav was among them. He was his neighbor from downstairs, who he’d occasionally meet, usually when entering or leaving the elevator in their apartment building as he was going or returning from work. They didn’t form any special bonds until that day. As he entered the room, the surprise was great. Moran knew Eyal but didn’t expect that he’d be working at the oncology ward where her son was hospitalized.

She felt somewhat rejoiced and knew that now her son was certain to receive personal treatment. She exchanged some words of courtesy with the doctor. The conversation proceeded with an optimistic and friendly tone. The doctor reassured her that Nadav was now in good hands and that he would do everything in his power to ease her son’s pain and restore him to full health.

During the early evening, after his mother said goodbye to him, promising to come and visit tomorrow as well, Nadav began feeling the overwhelming loneliness, and silent tears began sliding down his pale cheeks.

The kid in the bed next to him noticed and tried to comfort him. “Hi, I’m Ido,” he said. Nadav just looked at him silently.

“You know, it’s not so bad here. There’s a game room, TV, and computers. Once a day, a teacher comes to visit us for an hour. She teaches us stuff and helps with homework. You’ll have plenty of time between the treatments, for drawing, or maybe even writing a diary. And besides, you’ve got us, too.”

Nadav looked around him and saw several pairs of eyes, giving him an understanding look and found some comfort in that.

​
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Dr. Eyal Yanay was making his way to the hospital for another morning shift. The hospital seemed to be still awakening, as the hallways were still mostly vacant. He slowly walked towards the oncology ward, passing by a few cleaners who’d arrived early, until he eventually reached a closed door with a sign that read ‘EMPLOYEES ONLY.’

Eyal typed the code into the keypad beside the door, and the door opened. After a few more steps, he reached the reception office, where he met with Dr. Hasson, who was just finishing his shift. He informed Eyal about the changes and updates in some of the patients’ conditions and the treatments they had received and then left for home.

Eyal quickly donned his doctor’s uniform, and then began his routine rounds among the patients, accompanied by the head nurse.

He inspected the medical sheets attached to each patient’s bed and gave the nurse instructions on any necessary treatments they required.

Nearing the end of his morning rounds, Eyal approached the room where Nadav was hospitalized. Most of the kids were asleep, but not Nadav. Nadav sat in his bed and was drawing something with colored pencils in a sketchbook that his mother had given him to make his stay a bit more pleasant.

“What are you drawing?” Eyal asked him heartily.

Nadav offered him the sketchbook, saying nothing.

“Hey, that’s quite a big tree there – nice,” Eyal said, giving him back the sketchbook.

“I had a dream last night, where I saw myself with my parents having a picnic below a tree just like this. But then the tree withered and died. The sun was scorching over me, and I was suddenly alone in a desert.”

Eyal thought about this strange dream for a moment but couldn’t find a satisfying answer to it. He then suddenly remembered that he hadn’t seen Nadav’s father in the hospital yet.

“By the way, where is your father?” he asked.

“He left the country two years ago. Mom says that he now lives in Italy, but we’re not really in touch with him,” Nadav replied, looking despondent.

Eyal was sorry to hear that Nadav’s father wasn’t there to support his son during these tough times. He then told Nadav that he would get his first chemotherapy session around noon and that he’ll come back after it to check up on him.

Eyal offered to hang Nadav’s drawing above his bed, to which Nadav agreed.

Around noon, Dr. Noga Barnea was sitting on a bench on the hospital’s back lawn, waiting.

Every day, she and some of her colleagues – close friends who had studied medicine with her – would meet up for lunch and exchange news on recent events between them.

Dr. Barnea looked at her watch. It was a quarter past two. She took a sip from her bottle of cold water and looked around.

There were patients sitting and conversing with their families beneath the trees. The weather looked ideal for a short break from the intensive work at the hospital. Noga had straight, red hair, which she tied back, a round face, and blue eyes. She was looking at the exit door when she saw from a distance that Eyal was walking towards her along the paved path.

Noga knew Eyal back from high-school. They were good friends, even back then, but there had never been any significant relationships between them.

During their time in the university, Eyal had a girlfriend named Karen, who was his love from the days of youth. Just about a year ago, Karen died in a horrible car crash while walking across a pedestrian crossing towards her home. A speeding car appeared from the junction. It hit Karen and knocked her a long distance away, killing her on the spot. The driver tried to escape the scene but was caught shortly after and brought to trial. However, in the end, the driver that killed Karen got away with the relatively-easy sentence of two years in prison.

Eyal was going through a tough period at the time, and it took him a lot of time to recover from this tragedy. To this day, he doesn’t often leave his house, devoting most of his time to his work to ease his pain and get on with life.

As he reached Noga, he apologized for his lateness, claiming he was at a staff meeting that went longer than expected.

Eyal sat down beside her, took the sandwich he had brought with him from his bag, and began eating.

Shortly after, Shlomi and Yoav followed and joined them around the table. They studied medicine along with Eyal and Noga too; however, each member of the group interned in a different field of medicine.

Noga worried about Eyal and thought that it was high time he changed the atmosphere a bit and go hang out sometimes like he used to do before his girlfriend’s accident. She thought that a change might help to heal some of Eyal’s pain; she also knew that this was going to be a long process, and much time would pass before Eyal would fully recover from his loss.

“What do you say we go out to a pub after the shift’s over?” She asked the group.

“That sounds great,” Yoav said.

“I can’t, I’m busy,” Eyal replied as he curiously inspected the passers-by.

Noga was used to hearing Eyal’s excuses over the last year but tried to press him further gently.

“Come on; you could use some time off. And besides, you’ll have a good time, I promise.”

“I can’t; I’m attending a lecture on Israeli heritage at the Hebrew University.”

Noga was startled for a moment. She hadn’t expected, but she also quickly realized that this was a sort of change for the better too. And any such change, as small as it may seem, was blessed.

“You’d rather listen to someone going on about Israeli heritage than hang out with your friends?” Shlomi asked in a moody tone.

Eyal was silent. Noga had noticed this and replied in his stead, “Ah well, maybe next time.”

Suddenly, Eyal received a message to his pager, saying that he had to return to his ward immediately, as Nadav had returned from his treatment.

“I have to go,” he told his friends and rushed back to the hospital.

By the elevator, there was a group of people huddled together, waiting for it to reach the lobby floor. Once it did, Eyal quickly squeezed in and went up to the third floor.

The elevator’s door opened, and Eyal hastened his steps along a narrow, long corridor illuminated by bright, white light.

At the end of the corridor, in the oncology ward was a counter, behind which two secretaries and a nurse sat and talked.

Eyal approached the nurse and asked about Nadav’s condition after the treatment.

The nurse told him that the treatment went well and that Nadav was a bit weak.

Eyal then quickly went to room no. 358. As he stood in the doorway, he saw that a medical clown was entertaining the children who were lying in their beds.

The clown had makeup in shades of black and white, with a nose as red as a tomato. He was inflating balloons, making animal shapes out of them, and then giving them to the children.

The clown came to the hospital twice a week and visited all the wards where children were hospitalized, doing his best to make them laugh and improve their mood.

Eyal approached Nadav’s bed and examined the patient card that hung on it. He then turned to Nadav and asked, “How are you today, Nadav?”

Nadav was lying in his bed, a needle with a tube was in his arm. The tube was connected to an infusion bag with analgesics. Nadav could barely speak, so he just nodded, but it was clear on his face that he was in great pain.

“Don’t worry, you will be healthy again,” Eyal said with an optimistic smile, trying to dissolve the child’s fears and instill hope in him.

Eyal then approached the clown, whom he knew, and asked him to make a blue, dog-shaped balloon for Nadav.

Shortly after, he returned to Nadav with the balloon-dog. He then stroked his head and smiled at him.

“You should rest now. I’ll come to see you again tomorrow.”

Nadav did not reply. He held the balloon, closed his eyes and fell asleep as the analgesics began to affect him.

The ward’s patients liked Eyal. He was a good listener and knew how to encourage and inspire hope.

He knew how to say the right words at the right time. He gave personal attention to each patient, and they, in turn, gave him their full trust, knowing that he truly cared.

By evening, Nadav’s mother came to visit him. She came straight from her workplace to the hospital. She first went to the nurses to ask about her son’s condition and then went to his room. She found him there, lying on his bed, pale and devoid of any joy of life.

“I bought you a new book, so you could spend some time reading,” she said.

Nadav looked at the book and thanked his mother.

Moran stroked Nadav’s head and kissed him. Tears began gathering in her black-pupil eyes. Fear for her son’s life still lingered in her heart, and she did her best to instill optimism in her son.

“I love you,” she said, “you will recover from this horrible disease. I promise.”

Eyal’s shift was ending, and he waited for his replacement. Time went by quickly, although the day was long and exhausting.

Eyal looked at his watch to make sure that he would not be late to his lecture. He still had some time left, but that time was quickly slipping away. He was sitting in the hospital’s dining hall and took another sip from his cup of coffee. He’d already lost count of how many cups of coffee he needed for a shift this long. His eyes were red and bleary from lack of sleep, showing his growing weariness.

A nurse dressed in white suddenly appeared in the dining room. “Dr. Yanay!” she called.

“Yes, Anat?” he replied and looked straight at her.

“Your replacement has arrived,” she said and disappeared as quickly as she came.

Eyal got up without finishing his coffee and went to the dressing room to change his clothes. He quickly informed the doctor who replaced him about the patients’ condition and then hurried to leave for the Hebrew University.

Eyal arrived exactly at eight o’clock. Careful not to be late, he hastened his steps towards the Department of Archeology.

Breathing heavily, he opened the lecture hall’s door and examined the interior. The hall was full of students, but the lecture had not yet begun.

Eyal quickly sat down in one of the free seats beside one of the students and proceeded to await the lecture whilst trying to catch his breath.

Dr. Ronen Kaduri was an esteemed lecturer at the Hebrew University’s Institute of Archeology. He was a tall and slim man, dressed in a tailored grey suit. Kaduri opened the wooden doors and entered the auditorium, which was full of students, who were waiting patiently for the lecture to begin.

Kaduri quickened his steps down the staircase that led towards the stage. He placed his briefcase on a small table that was placed in the middle of the stage and turned the projector on.

“Today, we will discuss the Great Lamp of the Temple, which is called the Menorah, which, as you know, is also our country’s symbol.

A picture of the Menorah appeared on the screen with the following sentence written below it: “And thou shalt make a candlestick of pure gold: of beaten work shall the candlestick be made, even its base, and its shaft; its cups, its knops, and its flowers, shall be of one piece with it.”

Kaduri aimed the pointer at the board and said, “The Menorah is an ancient Jewish symbol, found upon mosaic tile floors of ancient synagogues as well as coins. It is based on the Menorah that stood at the Temple. According to the Book of Exodus and the Babylonian Talmud, the Menorah was made of solid gold with one central shaft and a three-legged base – just like it is depicted in the mosaic that’s found in an ancient synagogue in Beit-Shaan. From the central shaft, three additional shafts stemmed out to each side. Each stem was decorated in three places with a knob and a cup that look much like an almond bloom.”

“The shape of the Menorah appears to resemble a tree trunk, from which branch-like shafts stem forth, with cups that resemble almond flowers. The meaning of this is that the Menorah was designed to look like an almond tree blooming in full glory during springtime. In Jewish tradition, almond blossom symbolizes the Godly power, the Force of Life. In other words, the almond tree represents the Tree of Life.”

Kaduri paused for a moment and sipped thirstily from his water bottle.

“Last week, our colleagues uncovered a seal in Acre, upon which the symbol of the Temple’s Seven-Stemmed Menorah was imprinted. The tiny seal was used on baked goods, and it is likely that it once belonged to a bakery that provided Acre’s Jewish population with kosher bread during the Byzantine period.”

“But today, I want to discuss something else – the greatest mystery of all,” Kaduri said as he put down the pointer on the table and turned to face the audience. For a moment, the entire hall went completely silent.

“And that is – what was the fate of the Temple’s Menorah?”

“In 71 A.D., one year after the destruction of the Second Temple, the Roman general Titus took the Menorah to Rome, along with other relics from The Temple, to display during the victory parade. The parade, during which Jewish prisoners of war carried the Menorah, has been commemorated in relief etched upon the Arch of Titus. The Menorah depicted in this relief, just like the Temple’s Menorah, has seven branches too. However, an examination of the finer details shows that it is, in fact, not identical, as the base of the Menorah is different. Some say that the original base was broken during the voyage across the sea and that the Romans had replaced it with a new one.”

“However, I wouldn’t be quick to trust this assertion,” Kaduri said with a contemptuous smile.

“Another relief of the Seven-Stemmed Menorah exists on a wall in Ancient Caesarea, in which appears a base that is identical to the one found on the Arch of Titus in Rome.”

“In 75 A.D., Emperor Vespasian completed the construction of the Temple of Peace in Rome and stores there, among other things, the relics taken from the Jewish Temple by his son Titus.”

“During the 5th century, North Africa had been conquered by the Vandals, which are a Germanic tribe. In 439 A.D., The Vandal king Gaiseric took Carthage without a siege and made it his capital. He banished the incumbent Catholic bishop and introduced Arianism as the state religion, albeit allowing freedom of belief and worship. For the first time in nearly six centuries, Carthage was once again a threat to the Roman hegemony, and in 455 A.D., the Vandals invaded and pillaged Rome. They looted the Temple of Peace and took the relics of the Jewish Temple with them back to Carthage, which is known as modern-day Tunis, Tunisia.”

“In 533 A.D., the Byzantine emperor Justinian conquers the Vandal kingdom of Carthage in North Africa, captures the relics of the Jewish Temple once more, among them The Menorah, and sends them to Constantinople, the Byzantine capital – which is modern-day Istanbul, Turkey.

Legend has it that one respectable Jewish man had warned Justinian about the ruin of Constantinople, as did happen to Rome and Carthage if he left the Menorah inside the city. Justinian feared that the relics of the Jewish Temple might bring about a bad omen, and so, he decided to transfer them to the Christian churches in Jerusalem.”

“In 614 A.D., King Khosrow II sent the Persian army to conquer Jerusalem. The army stood at the gates of the city, and after 20 days of siege, during which the Persian general had called for the people to open the gates before him, Jerusalem had finally fallen to the Persians. The Persians had massacred the people of the city, destroying and burning many churches, leaving not a single church undamaged.

Following these events, Abbot Modestus was appointed by the Vatican to restore holy Christian sites in Jerusalem. He was successful in this endeavor and later was appointed as Patriarch of Jerusalem.”

“Beyond this point, we have yet to uncover any additional evidence that may indicate the fate of the Menorah.”

Kaduri quickly glanced at his watch and realized that the time for his lecture had run out. He then looked at the audience one last time, gauging the number of people present.

“Well, the lecture is over,” he informed them and turned to the table to collect his belongings. The students rushed to leave the hall one after the other, and quickly found themselves huddled around the exit.

Kaduri had just finished collecting his belongings and packing them back in his briefcase and was just about to leave the stage. From the angle of his eye, he could see that all the seats were empty, and all the students had left the hall – all but one. On the left side of the middle row, one student remained, watching him in silence.

Kaduri looked at her but couldn’t recognize her from such a distance. As he made his way from the stage towards the exit and came close to that student, he could recognize a familiar persona. It was Yonit – a beautiful young lass, with emerald-green eyes that pierced as deep as the soul, and her brownish hair slid down her shoulders. She looked at him with a playful smile.

Kaduri remembered her. To him, she was one of the last remnants of a family with a glorious past, heir to the Ben Shami dynasty, the leaders of Qumran.

Just one year ago, he’d helped her find an ancient book that had been passed down in her family for generations – ‘The Wisdom of The Ancients.’ In exchange, she helped him revive his good friend Professor Zitouni – who’d laid in a coma for three months – using her abilities to heal in the most uncommon of ways.

“Kaduri, your lectures always fascinated me,” Yonit said with a casual smile.

Kaduri stood before her, leaning against the wall, and replied, “Well, you’re always welcome to leave the Faculty of International Relations and join mine.”

Secretly, he wouldn’t mind the opportunity to learn about her a little more than during random run-ins once every few months. Still, he was happy to see her even under these circumstances.

“I appreciate the offer, but I’m happy with my choice,” she said decisively.

“I feel like you have some reservations about my lecture,” Kaduri said and looked straight at her.

“Well, it just occurred to me that the Persian army had probably looted all the churches before destroying them and took the Temple’s relics with them – including the Menorah.”

“That’s unlikely, as Khosrow II had already declared war on the Byzantine Empire back in 611 A.D. – about three years before besieging Jerusalem. That would’ve allowed more than enough time to hide the Menorah in a safe place,” Kaduri replied.

“Then perhaps they sent it back to Rome, to The Vatican,” Yonit suggested.

“That, too, is unlikely, in my opinion.”

“What do you mean?” Yonit asked with surprise.

“The Byzantine emperor Justinian feared that Rome might fall once again because of the Menorah, and it is unlikely that he would’ve been willing to put Rome in danger.”

“What are you suggesting?” Yonit asked in astonishment.

“Abbot Modestus was promoted by The Vatican, not because he managed to restore all the ruined churches, but because he managed to hide the Menorah from the Persian conquerors,” Kaduri replied, pleased with Yonit’s curiosity.

“So, you’re saying that the Menorah is probably still somewhere in Jerusalem, hidden away in one of the ancient monasteries from the Byzantine Era,” Yonit said.

“If it still exists, regardless of where, The Vatican would probably know of it. They document everything,” Kaduri replied.

“The Vatican won’t tell a thing,” Yonit said with evident disappointment.

“You’re right about that. The day The Vatican admits the Menorah’s existence, Israel will ask for it back. And that – they don’t want,” Kaduri replied, pondering on what he just said for a moment.

“But you didn’t come here to talk about my lecture, did you?”

“Actually, I brought something that may interest you,” Yonit said as she pulled out an ancient coin out of her bag. She then added, “I bought this coin from a dealer of antiquities in Acre during a school trip in the north.”

Yonit offered the coin to Kaduri, who examined it with curiosity. It was made of copper and had turned a greenish color over the years. On one side of the coin, a figure of a man in battle armor had been etched, wielding a spear in one hand and with a falcon resting on his other hand, and below him was an inscription in Latin. On the other side, there was an imprint of a large building with eight rounded niches, below which was also an inscription in ancient Latin.

“That’s a coin from the Byzantine period,” Kaduri exclaimed and promised her to check the meaning of the inscriptions.

Kaduri looked at his watch – it was half-past nine in the evening.

“Would you like to join me at the cafeteria? I still have some time.”

Yonit was hesitant at first, but finally, she agreed, and the two left the auditorium.

Kaduri opened the cafeteria door and glanced in. He noticed that there were only a few students sitting there, browsing through some reading materials.

The came in and sat down by a table near the room’s northern wall, which was decorated with photos from the snowy mountains of Nepal.

“Do you want anything?” Kaduri asked.

“No, thanks,” Yonit said at first, but then changed her mind and said: “Actually, I’ll have some orange juice.”

Kaduri ordered the same for himself, and after a while, out of curiosity, he asked Yonit: “Pardon my question, but I just never could understand why you chose international relations over medicine. Medicine would’ve suited you better, I think – just consider the opportunity you would’ve had to help so many people in various ways.

Yonit took a sip from her drink and then answered, “Medicine is a very demanding profession, which requires working around the clock. I wouldn’t be able to have a normal life.”

Kaduri finished his drink and looked at her for a moment. “But think of the contribution and the satisfaction that would come with this work.”

Yonit gave a Kaduri a quizzical look and smiled apologetically. “I give my dues to society on occasion by volunteering at soup kitchens and hospitals.”

“I have no intention of getting publicly known as a healer if this is where you were going with this,” she added with a critical tone.

“Oh well, too bad,” Kaduri said as he hurriedly looked at his watch to check how much time he had left.

Yonit understood that Kaduri’s time was limited, and her facial expression disclosed a certain amount of discomfort she felt due to the invasion of her privacy. In a final attempt to explain her position, she said, “Sometimes, good intentions are abused by parties with an ill interest. Add large sums of money to that, and you’ll easily find those who would be willing to abuse these intentions out of greed and corruption. I have no interest in taking part in this and ruining my values.”

Kaduri pondered on her words for a moment and saw a certain logic to them. He then quickly glanced at his watch again and said, “Well, I should go. It was good seeing you” and got up from his seat quickly.

Yonit got up too and joined him, and they left the cafeteria together. After some parting words, each went their own way.
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The Theft
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It was a Friday morning. Yonit was making her way to the central bus station in Jerusalem, where she was waiting for the 161 bus, which should arrive at the town of Efrat by nine-twenty.

An old, smutty, armored bus came to the station. Yonit got on board and sat on one of the back seats by the window.

The bus drove through a narrow, winding road. Occasionally, the driver would move to the side of the road to allow cars approaching from the opposite direction to pass.

Here and there, IDF checkpoints, unmanned guard posts, and stern-looking soldiers would be seen.

After a long, bumpy ride, the bus arrived at the town’s gate and stopped. Yonit picked up her back and a bag of groceries she had bought earlier and got off the bus.

She passed by a soldier guarding the gate and went inside.

Once inside the town, she turned towards a distant group of houses on the northern edge of town. Not too far away from the edge of the pathway stood a lone house with a red-tiled roof and wind chimes hanging at its front. The door was locked, the windows shuttered, and the plaster was peeling away. Yonit rang the doorbell, and after a few moments, the door was opened. An elderly woman with greying hair and a face as pale as chalk glanced out with a frightened look.

The woman opened the door slowly and signaled Yonit to approach. “Did anyone follow you? Does anyone know you’re here?”

“No, mother. No one knows I’m here. Erez asked, so I told him I’m visiting an old friend,” Yonit replied.

“Good, good. Come inside,” said the mother and locked the door behind her.

“Caution is necessary, danger lurks everywhere,” she hissed into the air.

As Yonit went further in, she saw that the house was a mess. Items were thrown around on the floor, the chairs were broken, and the table was upside-down. “What happened?” she asked in shock.

“Someone broke in while I was visiting family, probably a thief.”

“Did he take anything?” Yonit asked curiously.

“I don’t know,” the mother replied, somewhat confused.

“What about the sacred scroll, the one that was found in the tomb of Zedekiah in Qumran?” Yonit asked.

“You mean the book, ‘The Wisdom of the Elders’,” the mother replied, and Yonit nodded.

“It is hidden away inside a memorial we built in honor of our ancestor Zedekiah Ben Shami, in our backyard.”

“You should call the police,” Yonit said, but the mother refused, claiming that police wouldn’t bother looking for the thief.

Yonit offered to help clean up and reorganize the house. Maybe then they’d be able to find out if anything had been stolen.

As they tidied up the house, the mother asked her daughter if she would visit her brother living abroad during her next semester break, as she had asked her before.

Yonit said she would but couldn’t promise that she’d be able to convince him to return to Israel with his family, as life seemed to be quite good for them where they were now.

When they reached the mother’s bedroom, they found clothes thrown around the floor everywhere, and the whole closet was in complete chaos.

While restacking all the clothes, the mother noticed that something, in fact, had been stolen, and she was horrified.

“What happened, Mom?” Yonit asked, having noticed that as well.

“The bag. The old leather bag. It has been stolen.”

“The one grandpa Nissim brought with him from Syria when he made aliya?” Yonit asked, suddenly realizing the magnitude of the loss.

“Yes, that very same bag,” the mother replied, appearing withdrawn for a moment.

Yonit suggested they look for the bag somewhere outside the house as the thief might have only been interested in gold and silver jewelry. He might have been disappointed by the bag’s contents and thrown the bag away, along with its contents.

After wandering through the entire town, scraping for every bit of information, Yonit returned after about an hour with absolutely no results.

She then concluded that someone probably knew about the bag and had a specific goal in mind. She suggested to her mother to start a private investigation on the subject, but she had absolutely no clue where to start.

The bag had been passed down through generations in her mother’s family, and to her mother, it was precious beyond any value. However, she asked the daughter to leave the matter be for now and just focus on bringing her brother and his family back home.

Towards evening, after the sun had set, Yonit began preparing to go back home. Her mother rushed her, so she wouldn’t miss the last bus, which was due to arrive in fifteen minutes.

“Keep yourself safe,” her mother told her as she accompanied Yonit to the door.

Yonit went down the pathway between the houses, exited through the town’s gate, and shortly after, the bus for Jerusalem arrived.

After Yonit arrived home, her mother called to make sure she’d arrived safely and sounded relieved after hearing her daughter’s voice over the phone.

***
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THE NEXT DAY, KADURI was rushing through the campus hallway on the second floor, his briefcase in his hand.

He reached the secretary’s office and went inside. “Any messages for me, Rachel?” he asked while looking at his watch, hoping he was not late to his lecture.

“It is customary to say, ‘good morning’ first,” remarked Rachel – a secretary in her fifties, giving him a stern look.

“I’m sorry. Good morning,” Kaduri said to appease her.

“Actually, you’ve received an invitation to a conference for archeologists in Rome.”

Rachel reached out to one of the drawers beside her, pulled out the invitation, and offered it to Kaduri.

Kaduri examined the invitation, saying nothing.

“Will you be attending?” Rachel asked curiously.

“I haven’t yet made up my mind; I’ll have to think about it,” he said.

Kaduri took the invitation and placed it in his briefcase. He then thanked Rachel and continued to his office, which was further down the hall.

When he reached his office, he opened the door, turned the lights on, and placed his briefcase on the chair. He then turned on the laptop that was on his desk and checked his email, but there were no important or interesting messages there. He checked his clock again to make sure that he was not running late for his lecture, grabbed a few documents, which were hastily piled on his desk, shoved them in his briefcase, and hurried towards the auditorium for his lecture on worship practices at the Temple.

After a long day of work, Kaduri sat down in his office at the faculty. It was late afternoon.

The fluorescent lights illuminated all the dark corners of his office. On the side of his desk was a messy pile of old, dusty, yellowing documents, stacked in absolutely random order.

Kaduri placed his briefcase on the desk, pulled out several students’ papers, and began checking them.

An hour passed quickly, and weariness began showing on his pale face. Finally, he finished examining his students’ papers and was about to put them back in his briefcase when he suddenly noticed the coin Yonit had given him at the bottom of it. Retrieving it carefully, he examined the coin with fascination and then reached for the drawer cabinet behind him, grabbing a magnifying glass from one of the drawers.

Kaduri placed the copper coin on the table and brought the magnifying glass closer to inspect the coin.

Someone knocked on the door, and a familiar feminine voice called him from the other side. “Kaduri, are you here?”

“Yes,” he replied shortly.

It was the faculty secretary, Rachel. She slowly opened the door and carefully peeked inside. “I need to lock all the office doors before I leave. Are you staying?”

Kaduri looked away from the coin and then straight at Rachel. “No, I’m leaving too,” he said, hoping that Rachel would leave him alone, but she remained there, waiting.

Since she left him no choice, he took the coin and the magnifying glass, put them in the drawer, grabbed his briefcase, and hurried out.

Kaduri said goodbye to Rachel and hurried home, pacing quickly through the hall, listening to the sound of doors being locked.

A week later, a pumped and thrilled Kaduri called Yonit while she was sitting in her bedroom at her rented apartment in the Nahalat-HaShiva neighborhood in Jerusalem, studying one of her textbooks.

The sound of the phone ringing interrupted her thoughts. She picked up the phone and asked, ‘who is it?’ while browsing through the book’s pages.

Kaduri quickly replied from the other end.

Yonit asked him to hold the line for a moment while she turned down the radio, which was playing calm music.

“Yes, I’m with you now,” she said, awaiting his words.

Kaduri began with the question, “Remember the coin you gave me last week?”

“Yes,” Yonit replied, her curiosity growing.

“On one side of the coin is the image of the Byzantine emperor Heraclius. It is dated roughly 620 A.D. On the other side, where the round structure appears is a sentence made up of three words. I couldn’t figure out what they meant, so I called you, hoping you could help.”

Yonit waited for a moment and then asked, “Did you manage to translate the sentence?”

“Yes”, Kaduri replied and went on: “It says – ‘Seven Luminaries at Ascension.’ Do you have any idea what that could mean?”

Yonit wrote the phrase down on a piece of paper and examined it. “Perhaps the order of the words should be different or the meaning is – it’s a kind of word puzzle, she said while reexamining the options.

Kaduri flipped the order of the words. Still, the phrase made no sense.

“I’m getting, ‘Ascension at Luminaries Seven.’ It still doesn’t sound like it has any meaning,” he replied, feeling frustrated.

The conversation was beginning to take longer than expected, so Yonit decided to cut it short. She still had a lot of material to study for her test tomorrow, and any delays would only hinder her goals for success.

“I’m sorry I can’t help you right now, as I’m studying for a test I have tomorrow.”

Kaduri felt slightly offended and replied apologetically: “Sorry, I didn’t want to interrupt. I just needed another opinion and was hoping that you might have an answer.”

Try linking the structure to one of the words,” Yonit said. She then politely said goodbye to Kaduri and went back to studying for her test.

***
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IT HAD BEEN TWO WEEKS since Nadav has been hospitalized, and there had been no improvement in his condition. He was pale and appeared to be exhausted.

During his stays at the hospital, he befriended some of the other kids in his ward and especially became good friends with Ido, who was in the bed right next to him.

Between treatments, they found some time to play games on the computer in the games room and talked about various subjects of mutual interest.

By then, Nadav already knew all the staff members that treated him and was liked by some of them.

Nadav’s teacher had called his mother several times to check on his condition, but none of the other students ever called or came to visit.

Nadav’s mother would visit him every evening. The lack of improvement in her son’s condition only increased her worries. She would occasionally consult with the medical staff, especially with Eyal, on her son’s condition and any necessary treatment methods.

One sunny summer day, Eyal went out for his lunch break. He sat down on a bench by a table in the hospital’s back lawn and patiently waited for his colleagues to come.

He slowly sipped his coffee, glancing at the exit door occasionally with anticipation, until he finally noticed his three friends approaching one after the other and taking their places around the table.

As his peers were peeling the nylon bags off their sandwiches, Eyal began, “I’m flying to Rome in two weeks; I’ve already received approval for the vacation.”

Noga gave him an astonished look. It had been a long time since he had gone out, and now he’d signed up for an academic course and was also traveling abroad. The change was surprising but truly a blessing.

“And how long are you going there?” Yoav asked.

“Not too long, a week maybe, no more than that.”

“What are you going to do in Rome all by yourself?” Noga asked with increasing curiosity. She wouldn’t mind tagging along – should Eyal suggest it, that is.

“Not much, really. There’s a conference on anti-aging, and there’s a fascinating lecture I’d like to attend there – or a boring one, depends on how you look at it. And then, maybe visit a few historical sites.”

“Tell us – why is this lecture so important to you?” Noga asked, trying to understand the meaning of this sudden decision.

“Anti-aging is a field of medicine that deals with slowing down the aging process, and I find the subject fascinating.”

“You can’t stop the aging process, don’t you know, it’s all nonsense?” Shlomi burst in angrily.

“Why are you so angry?” Yoav remarked.

“Because one’s lifespan is mostly determined by genetics, a healthy diet, physical activity, and environmental factors,” Shlomi replied in a short-tempered tone.

“I read about it in a book; it’s called ‘compression of morbidity.’ In other words, lifespan, in terms of time, does not change. Each person’s body is built for a certain lifespan. The question is, how will you spend the last twenty years of your life? Will you be a healthy person until your last breath, or will you, God forbid, suffer from chronic diseases, and your health will decline until the very end?” Yoav said, and then returned to eat his sandwich.

“I’ve heard of an island called ‘Okinawa’ in south-west Japan. The locals there often live up to a hundred years, sometimes even more. They live far away from any environmental hazards, and they are rarely ill.

Most of them are farmers or water pumpers. And if they need to get around, they walk many kilometers through mountainous terrain.

They are very calm people and have a healthy sense of humor, so they laugh a lot. Their diet is mostly vegetarian, and they do not eat any animal products. They don’t eat any processed food either. They are slim, healthy, and energetic.

And most importantly – they don’t leave any family members behind. They care for their relatives until their final days. For them, old age represents wisdom, something to be proud of,” Shlomi said. “Maybe one day, I’ll fly there to see and examine it myself, although more talented researchers have already been there before me.”

Eyal began feeling uncomfortable. He moved about in his seat and constantly looked around as if trying to find shelter. Secretly, he knew that if he said anything more, this discussion would only get more heated and not end anytime soon. All he wanted was just have a peaceful lunch, eat his sandwich, and enjoy a moment of peace – and perhaps even one of sanity.

Yoav took a sip from his bottle of grape juice, looked at Shlomi, and said, “Last year, I went to Peru. Let me tell you; it’s an amazingly beautiful land.

The Amazon rainforests are the greatest natural phenomenon on earth and are also the largest natural food source on earth. More than half of all species of plants, animals, and bugs that exist on the planet live in those jungles.

These forests grow high in the Andes region under extreme climate conditions. And so, the plants that grow there have developed some unique characteristics over time to resist their tough environment.

The flora there contains extremely high concentrations of vitamins, minerals, and amino acids.

Many scientists believe that the answers to health problems caused by modern lifestyle are hidden there. Be it flu epidemics or incurable diseases; the Amazonians offer natural solutions.

There’s a special tree that grows there, which the locals call ‘Uña de Gato.’ For centuries, Peruvians have been using both the tree’s inner bark and its roots for making a tea infusion, which they drink several times a day to cure different diseases. The medical properties of the ‘Uña de Gato’ are nearly limitless. It revives the immune system and grants a wonderful feeling of strength, wellness, energy, and good health.”

“Not in the sky... and not over the sea... for in your proximity lies that which you seek,” said Noga and added, “why bother looking for ancient trees overseas? Our medicine is advanced enough to provide a solution for most medical problems.”

“What’s certain is that without modern medicine, the average lifespan would definitely plummet,” Yoav said.

“The reason for all aging problems is genetic. We’re virtually all genetically flawed, and these flaws are what ruins the body over time – in the process that is called aging. Therefore, if we could identify these flawed genes and modify or correct them via genetic engineering, we would be able to significantly increase our lifespans,” Noga replied.

Eyal felt uncomfortable from this discussion, a sort of invasion of privacy. Deep in his heart, he regretted bringing up the subject.

Noga had noticed that. She gave him a conciliatory look and said, “You know, we didn’t want to make you uncomfortable; it’s all in good spirit. We truly wish you a good time during your travels to Rome, and that you’ll learn something new during the lecture and come back to tell us about it.

Shlomi insisted on emphasizing that lifespan can’t be expanded and that aging can’t be slowed either – at least not with current technology. He said that one should learn to accept the aging process and the challenges that come with it. And most importantly – one should keep a healthy mind in a healthy body for as much as possible for the entirety of their life. Yoav suddenly felt his pager vibrate. He examined the message carefully and looked quite astonished. “My brother, Akiva, has come to visit me. It must be important; I should go.”

Noga tried suggesting once more that they all go hang out at the pub, but Yoav and Shlomi said that they would be busy tonight.

She turned to face Eyal, waiting for his answer. He considered his answer and then finally said he’d rather go somewhere quieter. Noga didn’t mind.

Eyal asked her to pick her up since his car was broken and was being serviced. Noga, of course, agreed, and so, they agreed to meet around ten o’clock later that night.

***
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AKIVA WAS WAITING FOR his brother inside the hospital’s lobby. He sat on a chair by the reception desk, patiently waiting.

Dr. Yoav Nave moved quickly through the lobby until he reached his brother. “Has something happened?” he asked anxiously.

Akiva stood up before him and smiled to ease the tension. “No, I was just passing by and thought it’d be a good idea to invite you over to Shabbat dinner with us. My wife, Talia, will be happy about that.”

Yoav was hesitant. He didn’t think that it was a good idea. Ever since Akiva had repented and become more religious, their disagreements increased, until finally reaching a point which had torn their relationship apart.

Just a few years ago, Akiva was a member of the Temple Mount Faithful movement and had dedicated most of his time to study Gemara in a seminary situated in the Jewish quarter of Old Jerusalem.

Every week, Akiva and his fellow Temple Mount Faithful would come to the Temple Mount to try and come in to pray, or to protest that the authorities wouldn’t let most Jews come in and pray.

Among the goals of that movement was the fulfillment of the messianic idea that is the construction of the Third Temple upon Temple Mount and the restoration of Jewish sovereignty over all historical territories of Israel.

Akiva was a slim fellow and wore a knitted white kippah on his head. Two long curly brown sidelocks were hanging above his two ears, and a thick beard covered his white face.

Since the birth of his children, he had left the movement and began doing various odd jobs for his living. However, he remained faithful to his ideals.

Akiva patted his brother’s shoulder. “I promise not to mention my opinions,” he said, trying to reassure Yoav.

Yoav finally agreed and promised to come and visit his brother for Shabbat. He then bid him farewell and returned to his work.

***
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LATER THAT EVENING, Eyal felt unusually exhausted after a long day at work and considered canceling his date with Noga at ten o’clock. Guilt had filled him as he recalled the tragic death of his girlfriend last year. He pondered whether this was the right time to move on with the memory being so fresh in his mind.

Finally, it was loneliness that prevailed. And so, Eyal went to prepare – he went to shower, put on some jeans and a black shirt, and then waited for Noga to come and pick him up.

With a slight delay of about ten minutes, the intercom rang. It was Noga, calling Eyal to come down to the lobby.

As they got into the car, Noga suggested going to a restaurant called “Sinatra” at the Midrahov – Jerusalem’s pedestrian mall. She said that at this hour, there are usually only a few people there. Eyal, who knew the place well, agreed.

When they arrived, the hostess seated them close to an interior wall that was decorated with photos of famous singers from the seventies. They both ordered a cappuccino and exchanged affectionate looks.

Noga recalled all those shared experiences they had when they were in high school, the yearly school trips, and the Saturday nights out with their friends. She told him about those, and Eyal enjoyed listening.

He, in turn, brought up the memories from their time in med school, the crazy Purim parties, some of the strange lecturers that they had, and how groups of friends used to study for tests until the late hours of the night.

Noga tried not to mention Eyal’s late girlfriend to avoid invoking feelings of guilt and shame in him.

They left the restaurant and slowly walked through the Midrahov, examining the passers-by and the shops’ display windows.

After the night was over, Noga drove Eyal back home. When they arrived, she parked her car by the entrance to his apartment building.

Eyal looked Noga deep in her blue eyes. He stroked her hair, gently kissed her lips, and said, “I really enjoyed this evening, thank you.”

She smiled at him and said, “I could stay if you want me to.”

Eyal smiled back and said he was tired. Noga understood his feelings and said goodbye.

​
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A loaded meeting
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It was half an hour before Shabbat. Yoav arrived at his brother’s house in the Jewish quarter of Old Jerusalem. He stood by the door with a bottle of red wine in one hand, a bag with some spare clothes in the other, and a heart full of anxiety.

The last time he had visited his brother, some rather bitter political arguments broke out between the two. Yoav tried to explain to him that messianic views could be dangerous, while Akiva attacked his views on the Jewish-Arabic conflict – which Akiva considered feeble and weak.

Yoav knocked on the door, which was opened by a smiling Akiva, who urged him to come in.

Yoav sat down on the couch and played around with his two nephews, while Akiva prepared for Shabbat.

Just before Shabbat began, Akiva went to pray at the Hurva Synagogue, while Yoav remained at the house. Yoav wasn’t a religious person by any means. However, he respected each person’s beliefs and was against forcefully imposing opinions – regardless of what those opinions may be.

The streetlights were on and illuminated the gloomy alleys of the old city. After the prayer, Akiva left the synagogue. He was dressed in a long, black coat and was making his way back home.

On his way, he went down a narrow staircase and crossed through the alleys of the old city at a fast pace.

Among the old stone houses, he saw candles lit on the sill of one of the windows. He stood there for a moment, observing this sight, and the light that emanated from this house warmed his heart.

Shortly after, he continued on his way until he reached a street full of people – where he took a left turn into a side street. Just a few paces away, he saw a menorah with seven stems, colored gold, placed behind glass, illuminated by streetlights.

Akiva stopped by this menorah, and many thoughts filled his mind. He despised the idea of placing a bronze, fake menorah in the Jewish quarter, not far from the Western Wall’s plaza. To him, it appeared a poor, cheap copy of the true, golden Menorah of the Temple.

Akiva imagined the moment when he would discover the true Seven-Stemmed Menorah, hidden away in the cellars of the Vatican, covered by millennia-old dust. He could nearly feel that historical moment when he would be able to announce publicly with honor about the greatest discovery of all. There would be no greater gift in the world than being permitted to be the honored guest to light the wicks of the Menorah’s seven branches – the True Menorah, made of one piece of solid gold, at the plaza of the Western Wall, before the eyes of the entire Nation of Israel, and the whole world as well.

After a few more moments, he went down the staircase and turned right. After a short walk through the alleyways paved with cracked stones, he reached his home. He opened the door and declared, “Shabbat Shalom.”

The Shabbat dinner was full of the best food they had to offer. The household members gathered around the table, and Akiva said the Kiddush. At that moment, Yoav noticed for the first time the picture of the Temple hanging in the dining room.

After the meal, the family sat down in the living room. Akiva kindly told Yoav that he was sorry if he had offended him during their last argument.

Yoav was doubtful in his heart, as he knew his brother well. However, with good faith, he cooperated and said that he was sorry as well if he had hurt his brother in any way.

The weekend was quite calm, without any unusual incidents. Yoav allowed himself the joy of reading a good book, as well as some conversation with his brother’s family. At the end of the Shabbat, on Saturday night, he bid his brother and his family farewell, letting out a slight sigh of relief, and went back home.

***
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ON MONDAY, SHLOMI CAME for the usual lunch get-together at the hospital’s backyard, all thrilled. His colleagues couldn’t help but ask what had happened.

Shlomi told them that he had bought a ring, and that night, he planned to propose to his girlfriend, Sivan, whom he had been dating for two years now. Shlomi met Sivan during his first few weeks at the hospital when he began working in the intensive care unit.

Sivan and her family used to visit her father, Professor Isaac Zitouni, an expert on ancient texts from the Israel Museum when he was in a coma for several months.

Professor Zitouni had since awakened from his coma, and the first memory he could recollect after waking up was a pretty young lass in her twenties, with light-brown hair and green eyes, sitting beside him and smiling at him, and shortly after that, quickly leaving the room, never to be seen again.

The doctors who came in about an hour later could only say that this was a medical miracle, which they could not explain.

Shlomi began dating Sivan shortly after Prof. Zitouni had been discharged from the hospital.

Eyal, Noga, and Yoav all wished Shlomi good luck on his ‘mission’ tonight.

In the early evening of that day, Shlomi arrived, dressed elegantly at Sivan’s house and knocked on the door. Her mother opened the door and invited him in, asking him to wait in the living room while his girlfriend was getting ready.

Shlomi seated himself on the living room couch, and waited intently alone, staring around the house. Soon enough, his eyes landed on a journal that laid on the coffee table before him, and his curiosity intensified.

The journal belonged to Prof. Zitouni; he’d documented the process of deciphering an ancient scroll, which had been found in a cavern in the Qumran region, near the Darga river.

The cavern was discovered by pure accident, as a result of landslides and erosion that occurred during a flood.

It also said that the scroll described the lives of the people that lived there.

Shlomi wanted to read further but hesitated. Suddenly, he heard Sivan’s footsteps leaving her room and coming towards him.

He quickly closed the journal and placed it back where he found it. As soon as he saw Sivan, he quickly stood up.

Sivan was wearing a red dress that highlighted her figure, and he was amazed at her beauty. His love for her only grew.

Sivan joined Shlomi, and the two left the house. When they sat down in the car, she asked where they were going, and Shlomi said it was a surprise.

They drove to the southern part of town and parked near a lone building upon which hung a sign that read Spa.” They came in and received a pampering massage. Later on, they bathed in the jacuzzi and sat in a Turkish hammam.

From there, they continued to a restaurant in the Armon HaNatziv promenade and sat by a small table just outside the restaurant.

Shlomi focused on Sivan, pondering if she would say ‘yes.’ He then pulled out a small box and offered it to Sivan.

She opened it excitedly and found a golden ring on it. Shlomi asked, “Will you marry me?”

Indeed, Sivan said yes, she would love to marry him. Shlomi leaned towards her and kissed her lips, feeling the warmth of her body. He radiated with bliss.
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