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The moral right of the author has been asserted.

Because of the story being on different levels, I employed Times New Roman for the story of the archaeologists. Centabel book is for the parts of the story dealing with Hoshiya and Italics to signify people’s thoughts or non-English words.

Dedication:

I dedicate this book in to everyone who has

Ever loved another human with all

their heart and soul.

.

“All love that depends on sensual attraction, will pass away as soon as the sensual attraction disappears. Love, not dependent on sensual attraction, will never pass away. Which love depended on sensual attraction? The love of Amnon and Tamar. Which dependent on nothing selfish? The love of David and Jonathan.”

Perkie Avot 5:19
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Request of the Author

This book has many references from holy sources.

Please do not read it in the restroom and do not

place books of a lesser degree of holiness on top of it.
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Book 1:

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

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

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

Book 2

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

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

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

Book 3

Spain returns the artifacts, but, with a chaperon, Dr. Miguel Sarmiento. The Spaniard’s lust for treasure and the beautiful Dr. Berger bring strife to the excavation. The first book, opened, is the Community Ledger. It provides a wealth of information from which they discover hidden treasures. The second book introduces Aharon Dori and the Hoshiyan Chronicles. Aharon details how they came to Hoshiya. The Hoshiyans create a new society with their Oath of Peace. Terrorists strike again. They try to blow up the chapel with the team inside it. Everyone is wounded. How will Dr. Jamerson choose to save between the woman he loves (Aviva) and his duty to the prophecy (Yoshua)?

Book 4

The Spanish give the chapel area consulate status. The locals believe a miracle occurred during the bombing because of its selective damage. Continued readings reveal the moral legacy of the Arieli family. In a disrupted mission, Benyamin Arieli and David Rosenberg are separated from their unit. They are alone in Syria. Dr. Arieli approves of a secret Hoshiyan rescue mission to save the young princes. Can an attack helicopter and a squad of archers fulfill the mission? For the first time, Hoshiyan officers in the IDF face a problem of dual loyalty. Are they willing to pay the price? 

Book 5

A rogue papal agent hires a mobster hit man, who gets killed by Yoshua. The mob wants revenge. In the continuing saga of Hoshiya, Raphael Arieli has a prophecy at his son’s birth. He sees the future. A descendant will become the greatest king of Hoshiya, but at what cost? Raphael sees his son’s death. Can Raphael and Nina save their son, Elisha, by repentance?

Gila and Chelon begin a relationship. Raphael Arieli is elected king, but in a tragic accident becomes an invalid. While regent, Elisha faces two acts of treason by the Duke of Randar and his granddaughter. Will he execute a duke? 

The mob besieges the consulate. Death brings heartache to the consulate and the Hoshiyan people.

Book 6

“An attack on a consulate is a declaration of war,” the Israeli Foreign Ministry hissed at his Spanish counterpart. Violent conflict continues to follow the Israelis. Aviva withstands the ultimate test of proving her love for Simon. She loves Simon enough to walk away from him. Tragedy strikes with the fulfillment of King Raphael’s prophecy. His son, King Elisha, is killed protecting his wounded guardsmen. Queen Chana takes over the reins of the government. She initiates a number of reforms that anger the nobility and their allies the Free Thinkers. The pope’s surrogates attack Prof. Gavriel in his office at the university.

Book 7

The saga’s of the Hoshiyan Chronicle's pace accelerates. Despite the political solution to the incursion into Syria, the head of Israel's Internal Security forces considers Dr. Arieli the leader of a Jewish terrorist organization. The Vatican employs Hamas, who with Iranian help add unsolicited violence in Jerusalem. General Aharon Dori continues with the reign of Queen Chana and her family. A politically arranged marriage turns into two love affairs, linking the Arieli and Dori families platonically. Queen Chana’s first grandson, Elisha, is a genius. From a tender age, he’s revealed to be a prophet. Elisha prophecies the birth of his brothers Daniel and Yossie who share a special soul. Unknown mysteries shroud the miraculous pregnancies and births. Two boys are born at the same instant, who will teach the world about unity and brotherly love. Thus, the Light of Justice is born into the world. 

The Vatican slanders the young female Israeli members of the team to discredit them and therefore, their work. Provocateurs are hired, which results in violence and death.

Book 8

Laying the dead of Nido de Aguila to rest sparks an international controversy. Judge Dori demands protection for World Jewry against anti-Semitism. Yoshua publicly accused the Vatican of waging a secret war against him and the Chronicles. The Forging of a Spiritual Warrior regales the time from the bizarre circumcision through the extensive ethical and spiritual education that the Light of Justice receives as a child. The loving platonic relationship between Daniel Arieli and Yosef Drori symbolizes unity and selfless brotherly love. Elisha, the prophet, manipulates the people around him to fulfill the prophecies he receives. Death comes at the hands of an assassin. Yoshua demonstrates he is scarier than any monster in the night.

Book 9

Yoshua shocks the world by publically blaming the Vatican for the murder of Prof. Yaroni. The chronicles continue with births of major characters, Yerachmiel Tzioni, Prince Avigdor Yaroni, and Sarah Arieli. The saga follows Danny and Yossie growing up. Elisha exposes the hidden meanings and power of Daniel’s name. Elisha leaves the court to join the King’s Guard. Via a friend he meets his future wife, Yael Pasnari. Michal Ben Shimon, director of the NIA turns Alberto to help them with warnings of eminent Papal attacks. Muglar Tzurel sacrifices his son’s life to kill Elisha and his siblings. Sarah dies, burned to death in Danny’s arms. He takes her pain and lets her died with serenity. This is the source of his nightmares and being nicknamed the Haunted Prince. Queen Chana abdicates in favor of Yona. Despite the immorality, the pope orders a drone assault on Prof. Rosenberg and his team at their offices in the Hebrew University. 
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Banishment 


[image: image]


The University’s chancellor’s called Yoshua did not surprise Yoshua. 

“Professor Rosenberg, I am not here to judge you. You and your team have suffered terribly at the hands of terrorists. The terrorist attack was directed at your team. I have to consider the safety of my staff and students.”

“I understand your concerns.”

Our insurance company called. They won’t cover any damage from now on in which involves you,” the Chancellor stated.

“Chancellor, this call on speaker so my wife can hear what you are telling us. You are invoking a university bylaw that has never employed.”

“Not exactly, professor. We are transferring your base of operations to a piece of land the university owns near to Hadassah Ein Kerem. The land is on Route 386. There is a storage facility there with water, electricity, and internet. We will move your lab, studio, and offices there in the middle of the night. We will try to keep your location as secret as possible. I know that you have research funds outside of the university. Use them to fix the place up any way you want. We will pay for the water, electricity and internet.”

“What if I refuse?” Yoshua asked.

“The choice to go out to the plot on Route 386 or they fire you. The regents of the university made it clear, you are a persona non grate. Your presence on campus endangers everyone,” the rector replied.

“You talk as if I started this war,” Yoshua hissed at the Chancellor.

“Yoshua, Prof. Yaroni was a friend, and his murder shocked me.”

“There is another matter.”

“What is that?”

“When clearing away the rubble, we found two bodies buried outside your laboratory’s window.”

“What?”

“The police have sent them to Abu Kabir to be analyzed by forensic specialists.”

“Chancellor, Ruth Rosenberg, speaking.’

“Shalom, Ruth.”

“Do you suspect my husband of murder?”

“No, not whatsoever.”

“I’m saying that Yoshua is a magnet for violent trouble. Everyone is aware of his service to this country as a successful officer in the army’s anti-terrorist unit. We are proud to have him on our staff. I have no reason to suspect him of murder,” the chancellor replied defensively.

Yoshua smirked, and Ruth punched him in the shoulder as she shook her head at him. Yoshua didn’t keep secrets from his wife. He had told her what he and Avigdor Yaroni had done after Prof. Yaroni was murdered. 

“It doesn’t matter who started what. We have assigned you and your wife’s classes to other professors. If after two years no more acts of terrorism befall you, you can return to Mt. Scopus.” 

Ruth took her husband’s hand and squeezed it as she lifted her right index finger to her lips. 

“I’ll get back to you,” Yoshua replied and hung up the phone, not allowing the rector to answer his comment.

“Love, what are we going to do?” Ruth asked.

“Call Yeshayahu at Seven Ltd. Let’s get security for that facility. We still have the blueprints from the consulate in Nido de Aguila. We can use that as a basis to protect the facility,” Yoshua informed his wife.

“Yoshua, the facility isn’t far from Ysrael’s firing range and training camp. We should hook up with them,” Ruth proposed.

“I’ll call my brother and you call Seven Ltd.,” Yoshua stated. 

“Yoshua, I recorded the conversation. I will send it to the other members of the team,” Ruth told her husband. She sent copies to Dr. Arieli, General Har Zahav, Rav Shimshon Tzurel, and Prince Chaim Yaroni.

Thirty minutes later Sasha Chrominsky arrived. He wasn’t looking well. He hadn’t put back the weight he had lost.

“Boss, you won’t fight this decision by the university?”

“No, Sasha, they are correct. We are a danger to others. Chaim joined them.

“Aba, I have used google maps to inspect the site they want to give to us. According to the university, a single building of two hundred square meters, with five meters tall walls. We will build a second floor inside the structure. The building has two enormous sliding doors on the north end that open to six meters wide. We could get fixed up containers. It shouldn’t take over two weeks to get this place up and running,” Chaim informed them. 

“I will not ask how you found out this information. Good job, son.

The next day, Simon Jamerson and his father, Avihu, made arrangements to meet with Prefab Structures Ltd. They sell Turkish prefab construction units. Simon and his father sat with the company’s engineers to design the layout of the structures. Two days of meeting yielded a plan of two hundred square meters of building space stacked into two floors. 

David, Gefen, and Gila organized an antenna, satellite discs, and the other telecommunication equipment, including their own air-gapped server.

Ysrael, Yeshayahu, and Chaim worked on the security systems. They had back-hoes come and dig a three meter deep trench around the facility. The dirt and stone they used to build a three meters high embankment around the facility. 

Ysrael organized for four ten square meter prefab bomb shelters inside the building. They positioned two on the ground floor. One on each end of their storage, labs, changing room (with showers, lockers and toilets for the security staff) and recording studio. On top of them, two on the new second floor. The second floor was devoted to offices, a conference room and rest rooms. At night, they constructed four bunker within the dirt, stone embankment. 

They first set up the recording studio. Similar to Mt. Scopus, wired each room with speakers and a cutoff switch. Sasha arranged for Wi-Fi reception in bunkers and guard rooms.

Yoni directed Gefen once again, after eighteen days of not broadcasting the Chronicles. Her melodious voice drifted over the ether. 

Everyone worked while they listen to Gefen over loud speakers. 

Work inside the building went on around the clock. Tradespeople and materials showed up at every hour of the day. 

“Boss, I have an idea,” Sasha announced.

“What?”

“The entire plot is twenty dunam. Let’s put up a two hundred and fifty square meter screen house near the entrance. We could use the nursery as camouflage for the real purpose of the location,” Sasha proposed.

“That is an excellent idea,” Ruth shouted from the second floor.

Elana jumped at the idea. 

“We could sell plants cheap. That will attract lots of traffic here to make the place less suspicious. We can buy large trees in giant bags. They can be placed along the inside of the embankment to block the view of the plot from Route 386.”

“Who taught you to be so devious?” Yoshua said as he grabbed his youngest daughter. He kissed her softly on the head. 

*****
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“OUR CONTACT IN SYRIAN intelligence has sent us an interesting report,” General Farzad Jamshidi, head of Iranian Intelligence said to the Minister of Defense.

“What is the topic?”

“Minister, the report is a forensics account on the Hezbollah fighters killed in Syria. In half of the cases, the cause of death wasn’t from bullets or shrapnel,” the general read.

“What caused their deaths,” the Minister asked.

“Four independent pathologists reviewed the bodies of the dead troops on both sides. Their only explanation for the type of wound created are arrows.”

“How did the pathologists conclude this?” The archery wound defects have very discreet abrasion rings as compared to the often prominent abrasion rings of gunshot wounds. Second, the actual central defect in the archery wounds was more likely to be oblong or slit-like compared to the gunshot wound defects, which were mostly round,” the general informed his boss.

“Are you saying the Israeli’s were involved? They killed both Hezbollah and Sunni fighters?”

“Minister, I don’t think it was the Israelis.”

“Wasn’t an Israeli helicopter involved?”

“Yes, sir. It was stolen. The helicopter didn’t’ fire arrows. The only logical conclusion is that the helicopter supported ground troops with bows and arrows.”

“Bows and arrows are the new low tech solution. The Israelis’ think this is a new silent weapon?” the minister scoffed at the report.

“The evidence shows we now have a new intelligence player in the Middle East.”

“The modus operandi, of these new players, doesn’t fit any of the Middle Eastern countries. It also doesn’t fit the modus operandi any of the big international players, like the US, China, Russia, Britain or France.”

“Who are they? You imply that there is a shadow government in Israel capable of fielding ground units and stealing helicopters?”

“The four men who led the attack were arrested and convicted of treason.”

“The Israelis are bad enough. Now you are saying there are vigilante Israelis wandering around?”

“Let me explain, sir. Three months ago, an unknown sheik hired Hezbollah to find genetic evidence of a fictional people,” the general enlightened the minister.

“General, you are babbling nonsense.”

“No, sir, let me explain. The Hoshiyan Chronicles were books discovered in Spain by Israeli archaeologists. They broadcasted over the internet in several languages. There is a controversy over whether they are fiction or the history of an unknown nation. They are translating the original Hebrew into fifteen languages. A Jewish NGO called Or LeGoyim supports the broadcasts.”

“What is Or LeGoyim mean?”

“It means light upon the nations. Fourteen million people listen to the broadcasts.”

The minister’s bushy eyebrows rose, showing the surprise in his eyes.

“What does this have to do with anything?” the minister inquired.

“Do you remember the embargo against Spain?”

“Yes, it was a great distraction to get the Americans off our backs.”

“A team of Israeli archaeologists discovered the chronicles in a sealed room. In the room were forty-six mummies over five hundred years-old. They were Jews murdered by the Catholic infidels.”

“How did they die?”

“Asphyxia.”

“After the Catholics expelled the Jews, they did the same to the Moslems. What we call today ethnic cleansing,” the general explained.

“What is your point, general?”

“The forensic anthropologists ran DNA sequences on all the mummies. In the meantime, Professor Rosenberg’s team found the community’s register of births, deaths, and marriages. With the ledger and the DNA sequences they identified the mummies.”

“Now, for the important part. The forensic anthropologists found that the writer of the Chronicles and his male descendants had a unique micro-satellite on their Y chromosome. The genetic analysis showed the genetic sequence of the Jew who chronicles had lived separated from the rest of the Jewish population for over sixty generations.”

“Why is this important?”

“The Vatican has been waging a secret war against these Israelis. Example, the bombing in Jerusalem. We provided the design for the bombs. The attack was against a Hoshiyan target!”

“The Catholics have always been sick, murdering lunatics for over two thousand years. Why does the Vatican care about this tiny fringe group?” the minister inquired.

“We don’t know, Mr. Minister. Should I contact the Vatican? If, these Hoshiyans exist, maybe they are the new players in the region.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why bows and arrows? Isn’t that ridiculous in a modern world of drones and remote control warfare,” the minister asked.

“Minister, we don’t understand the situation yet. We have our best people studying the Hoshiyan Chronicles. We hope to gain information from their survey,” the general replied.

“Is there anything else concerning Hoshiyans?”

“Yes, minister. Our Israel desk reported there was a massive Palestinian drone attack against the Hebrew University of Jerusalem’s Archaeology Institute. That is where the Israeli professor’s team had their offices and recording studio. The police captured one of the terrorists. He was a Jesuit priest with a Vatican diplomatic passport.”

“Where did you get the information?”

“Minister, as you we sell a large amount of pistachio to Crete. Far beyond their ability to consume it. The wholesaler in Crete is a front for an Israeli company. The buy was bragging the last time he took a shipment. We were able to verify the information via Hezbollah in south Lebanon.”

“I want you to set up a meeting with these Jesuits. Can you do that?”

“There are twenty-one thousand Catholics in our country. They have a church here in the capital called St. Paul’s. Their spiritual leader has a rank of a bishop. He could make contact for us to the Vatican,” the general suggested.

“Make it happen.” 

*****
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THE BISHOP OF ST. PAUL’S almost had a heart attack when General Farzad Jamshidi walked into his church. 

“My God, they are here to arrest me. My time to have my faith tested has come,” the Bishop thought as he crossed himself.

“Bishop, do you know who I am?” General Jamshidi asked.

“Yes, general, I know who you are and what you do.”

“Good, so I will make this short. My minister wants to speak with a high level Vatican official. It has become apparent to us we have mutual enemies.”

The bishop stood there and stared dumbfounded by what the most feared man in Iran had requested.

“Bishop, did you hear me? Are you okay?” the General asked.

“I am sorry, general, your request caught me off guard. Yes, I have a method over the internet of communicating with Rome. Please come with me to my office and you can dictate the message you want sent.”

“What language will you send the message?”

“What language do you speak besides Farsi?” the Bishop asked.

“English.”

“No problem.”

The bishop sat at his computer with the general looking over his shoulder.

“Do you have any keywords that you need to type in so they know you weren’t under duress?” the general asked.

“Yes, general, I have to type the word BLESSING in capitals.”

The bishop sent the message with the word URGENT twice on the bottom.

Two minutes later came the first response. 

“Bishop, Cardinal Visconti, speaking. Please tell General Jamshidi I sent his request to the Pope himself. The pope is in an important economic meeting with his advisors. I have sent my personal assistant interrupt the meeting. Please be patient.”

“Good, I will leave three of my men here until you receive an answer,” the general replied.

“I am happy to assist you, General.”

“Let’s hope for everyone’s sake that the Vatican takes this as a serious message.”

“General, I understand the consequences of failure,” the bishop replied as sweat broke out on his forehead.

The general smiled at the bishop and patted him on the cheek three times, each time increase the power behind his blow.

“It warms my heart that we are one mind in this manner.” The general turned to leave when everyone heard the beep of the computer. A message has arrived.

“General Jamshidi, this is the Superior General of the Jesuits. The pope authorized me to negotiate with you to deal with our mutual problem,” the bishop read to the general.

A malicious smile broke over the general’s face.

“Bishop, type what I tell you.”

“Recent intelligence has changed our viewpoint on several international incidents, which occurred during the past year. I am referring to incidents that we attributed to the Israelis in Syria and Lebanon. These Hoshiyans probably perpetrated those acts of war.”

Within seconds, they could see the other side was typing a new message. Seventy seconds later it arrived.

“General, these Hoshiyans, if they exist, represent a major threat to our religions. Even if the book is fiction, it propagates dangerous ideas for both of us. We must not only defeated them, but wiped them from the memory of history,” the Superior General replied.

“How can we work together?” General Jamshidi told the bishop to type.

“I suggest we meet as soon as possible. We have thousands of Catholics in Israel that can collect information for us and tens that can be field agents. We believe Professor Rosenberg murdered several of our field operatives in Israel. We must stop him and his team.”

“When can you meet me in Beirut?” the general asked.

“Tomorrow, I will bring my temporary head of black ops, Marco.”

“Good.”
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Thirteen
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On the other side of the Middle East, life continued without knowledge of the coming danger. Gefen walked into the new studio. She was eager to be reading again after such a long break. 

“Good morning, Gefen,” Yoni chimed.

“A delightful morning, Yoni. Is everything ready?” 

“Yes. I did a trial run thirty minutes ago. Ready when you are.”

Gefen arrange her papers and hit the recording button. Once again the Hoshiya Chronicles came alive by her voice.

*****
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RADICAL CHANGES OCCURRED at the palace after Sarah’s murder. Danny’s episodes of nightmares affected everyone’s sleep. No one, whose room was within one thirty feet of Danny, slept through the night. The queen spent many nights with her tortured son, helping Yossie to deal with Danny’s pain.

Elisha and Tal played soothing music to help Danny fall asleep. Exhaustion forced them to discontinue after an hour of playing. Danny fell asleep for three hours. As if by the clock, Danny popped up as a scream from the bowels of hell erupted from his mouth. 

Queen Rivka often slept in a bed next to her son. Yossie slept next to Danny. The queen leaped from her bed and wrap her arms around her son. She learned after the first time to sleep with cotton wool in her ears to deaden her son’s screams. 

Each scream stabbed her in the heart twice. The first because her son suffered so much. The second reason was because she understood that the source of the pain had come from her murdered daughter. Rivka never imagined motherhood could be so difficult.

At the beginning Danny tried to rip off his clothes while he screamed, “It burns, get it off me.”

It took sixty minutes to get Danny back to sleep. Exhausted, the queen returned to her own room to the waiting arms of the king. King Yona wasn’t insensitive to his son’s pain. He, Natanel, Tal and Elisha studied every evening for two hours, searching for ways to help Danny.

King Yona requested from his guardsman to awaken him at 5:15 am. He entered Danny’s room and sat next to Danny’s bed. Danny woke every morning at 5:30 am. 

The king never tired from watching his son wake up in the morning. He shook his son’s shoulder. Danny opened his eyes to see his father. A huge smile broke out across his face. His eyes shone with excitement. 

“Boker Tov Aba (Good morning, father),” Danny greeted his father as if nothing had happened the previous night. Yossie got up, rubbing his eyes. 

“Boker Tov Aba Yona,” Yossie greeted the king with his face scrunched up and grumpy.

“Come on, sourpuss, we are going to have a wonderful day,” Danny said with enthusiasm. He showed no signs of what had happened in the night.

The duality of the state of affairs was one of the principal subjects that the fathers and sons studied. 

Two weeks later, Elisha began their evening of study with a statement.

“The dichotomy of Danny’s life left me puzzled at first. At night, he is a tortured soul. From the first time he opens his eyes, Danny is a happy young teenager waiting to discover new things in the world.”

“What do you think causes these two separated personas?” Tal asked.

“Together, we have explored many explanations. None of them provided satisfactory answers. A solution that answers every one our questions isn’t something we associate with a thirteen-year-old boy,” Elisha replied.

“Elisha, are you saying that Danny’s response to his suffering is what a well-adjusted adult would do?” Aba Natanel asked.

“Not only had an adult, but an adult with highly trained instincts! Danny is compartmentalizing his pain separate from the rest of his life. The hours he suffers is a persona different from the persona of the rest of the day.”

“Let me explain the idea. Compartmentalization is a psychological defense mechanism. Our subconscious employs it to protect us. Danny has a natural ability to compartmentalize the different events in his life. He uses the mechanism to avoid mental conflict, or discomfort and anxiety caused by a person’s conflicting problems.”

“Compartmentalization allows his contradictory personalities to co-exist. He does this by inhibiting the mixing of one persona with the other. So, his suffering persona has little or nothing with his other persona. They are separate compartmentalized self-states,” Elisha explained.

“Are you saying that Danny’s subconscious protects him from the pain by negating it during his waking hours?” Tal inquired.

“Yes, Tal. Danny has innate abilities one associates only with a well-trained professional mind. He has inherent capabilities that we are only now discovering,” Elisha informed them.

“Elisha, are you saying we see Danny as a young man, but his mind similarly to Yossie’s is far advanced beyond his physical years?” Aba Natan asked. 

To everyone’s disbelief, the king answered his friend. 

“It makes sense, when we consider Yossie’s abilities. Danny and Yossie share the same soul. It only makes sense that their soul not only gives them immeasurable knowledge, it must give them other capabilities. We have recently learned one of them,” the king enlightened them.

Silence followed the king’s comment. After sixty seconds of meditation, Elisha responded to his father.

“That is most insightful, Aba. It makes total sense.”

“If that is the case, that explains Danny’s archery,” Tal added. Natanel smiled at his son and caressed his face.

“What you are saying his nickname fits him, the Haunted Prince?” the king asked.

“Yes, father, at the times the pain comes he is the Haunted Prince. The rest of the time, he continues to be Danny from before the assassination,” Elisha replied.

Tears came to the king’s eyes. Elisha hugged his father and kissed him on the cheeks. 

“Be happy father, we have Danny three quarters of the time. We could have lost him. I wish Eliahu HaNavi would have explained this to me, but maybe he wanted us to learn it on our own,” Elisha theorized. 

*****
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“DANNY, I AM HAPPY WITH rate of your physical recovery,” Danny’s uncle commented.

“The physiotherapist gave me a workout, but it wasn’t getting me back into my previous form.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Uncle Micki, I can tell by my archery skills. Mother told me she met a veteran of the Queen’s Guard that lost both of his arms in combat. He is the handicap champion for archery. He uses his feet, where I would use my hands.” 

“That is impressive.”

“Yes, so I visit him and the other vets twice a week and work out with them.”

“Are you doing archery with your feet?” Dr. Micki inquired.

“No, sir. I am not that talented. I am currently only learning how to use the muscles in my feet and legs that I have never used before,” Danny replied.

“I am impressed.”

“Don’t be uncle. I am a baby compared to the veterans of the Queen’s Guard. Every one of them have learned to use the remaining parts of their bodies to do things we take for example.”

“Such as?”

“They teach vets to paint by holding the paint brush with their mouths. Others have specialize wheelchairs in which they race each other. They have incredible upper body strength. When I go there, I do a one mile trip with their special wheel chairs. I come in last each time, but my times are improving.

“I am so proud of you.”

“Uncle, I am like the dust floating in the wind compared to those valiant giants.”

*****
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IN ANOTHER PART OF the city, a mother and daughter spoke about the state of affairs in the palace.

“The poor king and queen have to relive their daughter’s murder every night with her brother’s screams,” she commented, as she brushed her daughter’s long, lush brown hair. 

“How can we as concerned citizens help the king and queen?” her daughter asked.

“An excellent question. The queen needs to comprehend that the mothers of Hoshiya stand with her. We should write a public letter and have people sign it.

That day after school, mother and daughter sat and wrote a letter of support to the queen. The daughter took the letter to her neighbors. Each enthusiastically signed the letter. Both neighbors copied the letter and brought to others. The copies of the letter spread across the country. They amassed tens of thousands of signatures. Everyone who had signed letters send them to the originators of the letter. After a month, it took a large wagon to deliver the letters to the queen. 

When they approached the gates of the palace, the guards waited for them with open gates. The king and queen stood on the steps leading to the Palace. Accompanying the wagon were two hundred women.

When they pulled up in front of the king and queen. Everyone stopped and together they saluted the royal couple.

The royals returned their salutations. The woman and daughter on the wagon climbed into the back and handed the boxes of letters to the woman waiting. In pairs, they brought the boxes to the king and queen. The queen opened the first box and removed a letter, which she read with her husband. Hundred boxes of letters of condolence arrived at the palace. Tears fell from the royal couple’s eyes. The king waved to Natanel and Shoshi to join them. The queen handed Shoshi the letter she was holding. She couldn’t believe the outpouring of support for the king and queen. 

The four parents were incapable of speaking from the emotions evoked by the letters. Elisha joined his parents. When the women saw the prophet, everyone stopped what they were doing.

Elisha read several letters. The letters of support touched his heart. He raised his eyes to the righteous women of Hoshiya. 

“Mothers of our people, you have humbled us by your outpouring of support for us in our time in need. You are an example to the entire nation of the genuine meaning of the Brit Shalom (Oath of Peace). Your emotional and spiritual support in our time of sorrow has overwhelmed my parents. Never has this nation been so blessed with so many righteous women.”

“You are the heart and soul of this nation. I don’t have the words to praise you properly. Please form a circle and join hands. The circle came together at the front of the Palace with Elisha at the center, his fathers on either side. His mothers stood between the women and their husbands.

Everyone sensed the spiritual power of this combined two hundred righteous women. 

“Blessed be these virtuous women and their descendants. They show us the true heart of Hoshiya. Each one graced with a heart of empathy, kindness, and generosity,” Elisha praised the women of the capital.

Vered Chorev stood out in any crowd, especially since she was on top of the wagon with her daughter. Elisha stared at Hadassah Chorev. He felt something, but didn’t understand what it was. Was there to be a future connection to Hadassah Chorev? Even at twelve, she was blossoming into a good-looking woman. 

Elisha wondered at their possible connection. The prophet Eliahu always gave him only the minimum quantity of information. Often he didn’t see the complete picture. Sometimes he felt like a pond in a chess game. 
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YOSSIE PASSED HIS RABBINIC exams with a score of one hundred percent. Two months later, a week before the holiday of Chanukah, Yossie passed his tests to be a judge. The family had a big party, the entire extended family of the Arielis and Droris came. Elisha stood to the side with his sister.

“I have a sense of Déjà vu,” Miriam commented.

Elisha smile and nudged his sister with his shoulder.

“I am so proud of Yossie. He has done so well. Judge Daniel Meir has agreed to have Yossie for three months as the seventh member of his appeals court. Judge Meir is an excellent mentor. He is thorough and strict follower of the law,” Elisha informed Miriam. 

“Will Yossie leave home at a young age, like you?” Miriam asked.

“No, Yossie is essential to Danny’s well-being. They can’t be apart. Next year Danny will go to yeshiva. Father and I are looking for solutions for Yossie to be there, but not be a waste of time.”

“Couldn’t Yossie be a teacher at the Yeshiva?” Miriam inquired.

“Yes, he could, but he will find it difficult to be teaching young men two to three years older than him. The yeshiva is in a rural region. They have a circuit judge that travels from village to village. He will retire in Elul. Father wants to appoint Yossie to the job, so he can be close to Danny,” Elisha explained.

“Miriam, have you been looking for a spouse?”

“That’s a big change in topics.”

“Please don’t avoid the question.”

“You know endless young men approach mother and father, but I haven’t found one with which I have any chemistry. They are nice young men, but not what I am looking for.”

Elisha smiled at his sister.

“Miriam is a good-looking young woman. She inherited our mother’s good looks. Like every one of Savta Nina’s great grandchildren, Miriam follows her great grandmother’s ethical teachings. She will make a lucky man a splendid partner,” Elisha thought.

“Elisha, have you had a prophecy concerning me and my prospects of marriage?”

“No, Miriam. I am simply an older brother concern about his sister.” Brother and sister smiled at each other. They both felt the deep feeling of kinship.
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ELISHA HAD ASKED ELIAHU the prophet concerning his siblings’ future. 

“Elisha never bring that topic up again. That knowledge has potential to alter the path the Holy One Blessed be He chose for you,” Eliahu replied.

“Will I have more siblings?” Elisha inquired.

Eliahu’s face turned hard. His eyes bore into Elisha’s. Elisha broke eye contact and lower his head. 

“Why do you believe I have the strength to bear the fate of these people on my shoulders?” 

“Elisha, not only can you bear the fate of the nation, you will do much more. The Holy One Blessed be He has specific plans for you and these people. No matter how repressive times come, always remember Hakodesh Baruchu guides your hands,” Eliahu answered.

“I am humbled by your faith in me.”

“Don’t let specific times make you too despondent or euphoric. There are tens of years of work you will need to undertake with your brother,” Eliahu replied.
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DANNY STRUGGLED WITH his recuperation. The burns healed and physiotherapy helped him recover the use of his left leg. Yet, the dreams tore new holes in his soul every night. Reliving his sister’s death every night refreshed his trauma each time he closed his eyes. 

Danny and Yossie had an hour session on morals with Savta Nina every Shabbat morning at 10:30 am. 

After greeting and kissing their great grandmother, the boys sat in their chairs. As customary, Yossie quoted from memory the passages that they would study. 

Savta smiled at Yossie and when he finished, she gave him a big kiss on the forehead and stroked his cheek. 

“Word perfect, Judge Drori,” she announced. Everyone’s eyebrows rose. Savta had addressed Yossie by his title. Yossie blushed and stared at Savta Nina.

“The honor you bestow upon me is beyond my ability to cope. Here I will always be your student and you our teacher,” Yossie replied to her praise.

Savta turned to Danny and stared into his troubled eyes.

“Daniel, you have something to say?”

“Savta, every night I relive Sarah’s death. I also received burns that day. I am familiar with the pain associated with it. If I suffer because of her pain from the burns, it should have decreased by now. Yet, it hasn’t. Therefore, what I suffer from is something else,” Danny explained.

“Your conclusion is a grown up consideration of the problem. You now understand that your original concept of why you suffer was incorrect. What do you believe is the problem?” Savta Nina asked.

“If pain is finite, my suffering must have an infinite basis. The only thing left is Sarah’s actual death. I don’t understand what that means,” Danny theorized.

“Danny, the pain you feel isn’t her actual death. You experience each time anew the acute loss to you.”

“Your grief hurts because the pain is so personal.

“There are people who say they know what you are feeling. They don’t. Everyone loss is individual. You and not they, lost your sister. This makes grief a lonely journey. Grief is personal, but in your case you have Yossie to share everything,” Savta Nina explained. 

“This grief has turned my world upside down. 

“Everything in my life has changed. I believe that the life I knew before is over,” Danny commented. 

“Your world is upside down. Do you feel others go about their lives unaffected?” 

“Yes, it appears as if people don’t care that Sarah’s dead. That hurts me,” Danny answered.

“Grief confuses us. At one moment your life appears to on a particular track. Someone close dies and nothing makes sense. Confusion and fear lead to suffering. Danny, do you have a deep ache in your heart?” Savta Nina inquired.

Before the tears even formed, Yossie took Danny into his arms. How Yossie stopped the first shivers of uncontrolled emotions in Danny amazed Savta Nina. 

“Danny,” Savta Nina called to get his attention.

“People don’t like change, especially the removal of someone dear to us in our lives. Grief hurts because it changes us. We’re not the same as before the death. Change often comes with people we are friends with. Sometimes people we depend upon vanish from our lives while other we barely know, step forward to help.”

“Savta are you saying that before Saba raba died you were a wife and afterward people looked at you as a widow?” Yossie asked.

“That is my point.” 

“I find people unintentionally cause me pain. They don’t understand what I suffer. People try to help but end up doing the opposite by saying things hurtful to me, though that wasn’t their intention,” Danny stated.

“Your grief is genuine. It stabs you in the heart. Grief squeezes and smashes your heart. The only solution is to be healed from our suffering. Our sages have given a recipe of how to rebuild our lives, and live with the loss,” Savta Nina enlightened them.

Savta opened her arms to the boys. They hugged her while she kissed them on the cheeks.

Being in Savta Nina’s arms gave Danny a sense of security. It surprised him at the strength in her arms as she squeezed him. Danny smiled to himself. All those years of archery had kept her in shape.
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SCHOOL BECAME AN AWKWARD place. Both Danny and his fellow students didn’t know how to act. Often, this lack of knowledge ended in people’s suffering, mostly Danny. His fellow students put cotton wool in their ears and slept with their pillow over their heads. Danny’s nightly howling made the hair on their arms stand. One evening, two months after the murder, the students of his class creep toward the palace. They waited until midnight when the air split with a sound that penetrated their souls. 

Hair stood on end and many of the boys shock in fear. The second blast sent them screaming and running home. The Haunted Prince didn’t exist. A monster had slithered out of the bowels of the earth and occupied their classmate’s body.

After the incident, Danny’s classmate’s interactions became awkward towards him. The other boys feared him. No one wanted to partner with him during school activities. Unintentionally, the boys of his class, made Danny’s situation worse. 

To make the state of affairs worse, Danny’s innate abilities with a bow increased tenfold. The gap between him and his classmates grew. Last year Danny had won the national junior championship for archery in three categories: accuracy standing and on horseback and endurance. He had surpassed every one of last year’s champions five years old than him. His classmates didn’t know how to interact with his unique abilities and the monster that lurked underneath his surface. 
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A MONTH LATER, DANNY’S class had a teacher-parent meeting in the evening. Shoshi showed up, because Rivka and Yona had to be at a State function.

The teacher gave a glowing report on his student’s academic accomplishments.

“This class is the best group of students I have ever taught until a month ago. It coincided with the animosity towards Daniel Arieli.”

A mother stood in the back. 

“The entire class is scared of Prince Daniel. My house is close to the palace and we can hear his screams in the middle of the night. We sleep with the windows closed and cotton wool in our ears.’

Shoshi wipe the tears from her eyes.

“My son suffered a most traumatic loss, when my daughter died in his arms. Danny doesn’t need anyone’s pity. He also doesn’t need the animosity of his entire class.
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WHILE DANNY STRUGGLED in school, Yossie worked hard to learn how the judicial system worked. Judge Daniel Meir took Yossie under his wing. The judge quickly learned he never had to repeat anything to Yossie. Yossie could always repeat his instructions verbatim. Judge Meir initially gave Yossie research jobs. The first time he came into the court library to find Yossie drawing sketches of the previous day’s court case. 

“Judge Drori, you are supposed to be doing research not making drawings.”

Yossie handed him the research. 

“I finished it thirty minutes ago.”

“I gave you enough work for three days. You couldn’t even physical have gathered all the references you need in this short time,” he reprimanded him.

“Judge Meir, you may be correct for other junior judges. However, I have read every book in the library. I do not need to go physically and look for references. I just pull the correct ones from my memory,” Yossie responded.

Judge Meir sat down and began reading Yossie’s research. He was astounded. Yossie had quoted everything word-perfect. 

“Forgive me, I was mistaken. Apparently, you can do the work of three judges. So, instead of wasting your time drawing, come sit with us on the bench and hear cases,” Judge Meir requested of Yossie

“Thank you Judge Meir, it would be my pleasure.”

No one was ready for what Yossie would do on the bench. Like his elder brother, Yossie was strict about the law and any infractions on the Brit Shalom. Multiple fines taught lawyers to clean up how they spoke in court.

One Free Thinker lawyer tried to embarrass Yossie.

“Members of the court, I have appeared in front of this court for thirty years. Since when do you allow children to sit with you?” Attorney Yotam Ben Kalev challenged.

“Attorney Ben Kalev, who may wear the robes of a judge?” Yossie asked.

“Only someone who has passed his exams to be a dayan.”

“Yes, that is correct. So let’s follow the logic. If I am wearing the robes of a judge and sitting with these other six judges, therefore...?”

“I don’t care about the logic. You are a child and don’t belong here. What do you know about the law?”

“Bailiff, Attorney Ben Kalev has three reference books on his table. Pick one up and hand it to him at random. Open at random. Tell me the name of the book and its page,” Yossie commanded.

The bailiff followed his orders and handed Yotam one of his references. 

“Judge the book is Rav Nachliel ben Eliahu’s book on property law. The page is 103.”

Yossie smiled. 

“Attorney Ben Kalev, please feel free to interrupt me if I make a mistake.” Yossie began to quote Rav Nachliel’s book word for word. After five minutes the frustrated attorney slammed the book close.

“Did I make a mistake?” Yossie asked with a smile on his face.

“No,” the dejected lawyer replied with a grimace.

“Now that we have established that I am qualified to be a judge, I will make a judgment. Since your intention was clearly to embarrass me, I am fining you two hundred hours of public service for contempt of court.”

“I have been silent up to now about what you presented to the court. You are an excellent liar. Ninety-nine percent of what you said is true. The one percent shows it was your intention to try to trick the court. During deliberations I will point out to my colleagues your falsehoods. I congratulate you an almost perfect con job.”

Yotam’s face turned bright red. His client was tugging on his sleeve. “You told me this would work.”

The deliberations only took thirty minutes. Judge Meir delivered the court’s decision. 

“Yotam Ben Kalev,” Judge Meir called to him. Everyone noticed he didn’t call him attorney. 

“You have purposely lied to the court. You have embarrassed a judge on this court. Your client’s petition for reparations is denied. We will be sending a letter to the Bar to have your license to practice law revoked. This decision was unanimous. You are a stain on your past profession. The disciplinary court of the Bar will take it from here.”

The court’s decision was a bombshell on the entire country. The entire family awaited Yossie at the gates of the palace and the staff, guards and family welcomed him home like victorious general after battle.   

This year Danny competed in the adults’ category. These men were experts. Such as the archery instructor for the Guards Division. There were men much older, stronger, and with greater experience than Danny. While his competitors took their turns, Danny studied and meditated. 

Fifteen minutes later, the judges called out.

“Next to shoot, Daniel Arieli,” the judge called out. Danny walked up to the line from which to fire. He removed five arrows with his left hand. He notched one arrow. Danny lowered his head and prayed. After two minutes, the judge asked.

“Prince Daniel, are you okay?”

“Yes, sir, I am ready to shoot.”

“The fire five arrows. Wait for the score and after they will change the target. I will let you know when to fire that last five arrows. You have two minutes to fire the first five arrows and three for the second batch of arrows.”

The judge nodded, and Danny opened fire. Arrow after arrow sprang from his bow in rapid sequence. He finished his five arrows in
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