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Preparation to Escape 
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“Escape from this grungy prison is my only option if I’m to survive,” Yoshua thought. He feared for Sasha and Aviva’s lives. He did not understand what went on in the women’s wing, but imagination produced scenarios that scared him. Sasha wouldn’t be able to survive more beatings by the guards. The prison governor had given orders to reduce their food to one meal a day. His reserve food will run out soon. He will be too weak from starvation to resist. It was now or never. 

His tiny two-by-three cell in solitary confinement was more like an outhouse. The walls appeared to have leprosy. Their paint having flaked off from numerous sections over the years. The rare times water ran in the pipes, it came out rusty with an awful smell. He had been there a week already, but still hadn’t received a sheet and a blanket for the platform they called a bed. 

Yoshua accepted the fact that he must stop being passive. He needed to use his accumulated skills to prepare himself for the slightest opportunity that might arise to escape. In addition, the professor endeavored to create his own opportunities to escape. His total recall allowed him to recall every step he took in the prison. Employing this ability, he remembered every surveillance camera he had passed. He worked out in his head where the blind spots were. Yoshua calculated how much time he needed to disarm his captors.

The professor considered his options. Confined to isolation, he had no one to talk to, so he would have to conduct the conversations with himself. Professor Yoshua Rosenberg spoke aloud to himself, outlining his plan, such as it was, to be certain he had overlooked nothing.

“I need to fake a sickness to get my jailers into the cell. Once inside the cell, I will have to neutralize them. The years spent in attaining a black belt in three martial arts should make that a certainty.”

Picking up the pencil the guards had given him earlier, he said to himself.

“It’s surprising how an innocent appearing object such as this can become a lethal weapon if you are familiar with how to use it.” 

“Hey, shut up in there,” one guard called out in Spanish. 

“Stop with that foreign gibberish. If you're trying to talk again, I’m coming in there to beat you black and blue.”

The professor smiled. He now had a simple way of getting the guard into his cell. Suddenly, Yoshua had a thought; one that seldom came to him during combat. 

“During an escape, any guard left functional could strike back, either by direct actions or indirectly by calling for help. The only solution will be to ensure they cannot communicate in any manner. Under these conditions, such a guard falls under the law of rodef—pursuer. It becomes a question of pekuach nefesh, saving a life, which would give me the right to kill them.” 

Yoshua smiled again. How proud of him his friend Elisha would be, how he had deliberated on these questions before acting. He elected not only to knock the guards out but also to make them incapable of communicating with their radios. The solution, short of killing them, was to break every bone in their hands, so they couldn’t handle their radios or weapons and impinge on his escape.

Once he neutralized the guards, there would be only a few minutes until reinforcements arrived. In that time, he would need to release the other prisoners in the solitary unit. That will cause the initial confusion, allowing him to proceed with his plans. He would have to change clothes with a guard. When reinforcements arrived, he could slip out with Sasha as his ‘prisoner’. Once out in the corridor, he needed to create even more confusion. To do that, he needed to get access to the guards’ control room. 

His Spanish was proficient enough to trick any guard. He could pretend he needed to leave Sasha with them so he could return to capture more escapees. When the guards opened the door for him, he would overpower them with Sasha’s help. Next, they would release the other prisoners in solitary confinement. Last to add to the confusion he’d set off the fire alarms. Yoshua hoped there would be sufficient chaos for them to escape as dressed as injured prison guards.

Yoshua understood his chances were slim. It caused him employing a ‘scorched earth policy’. No captured guards left behind capable of attacking him or calling in reinforcements. Together with Sasha, they could locate Aviva via the surveillance cameras that fed into the control room. The more prisoners he could release, the more chaos he could cause. This increased their chances of rescuing Aviva and afterwards escaping. Yoshua counted on the confusion to allow the three of them to escape.
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YOSHUA WAS UNAWARE of actions transpiring outside solitary confinement. The Lord had heard his prayers Ysrael and ten other Hoshiyans arrived in Madrid to plan their rescue. Ysrael put his idea to the team for consideration. 

“The first thing we need to do is kidnap the prison doctor’s family. Afterwards, threaten to kill them if he doesn’t cooperate. With this leverage, we can force the doctor to inject our comrades with a compound that fakes their deaths. The doctor writes out death certificates. They sent the ‘bodies’ back to Israel. Once in the air, we administer a second injection which revives them.”

“Ysrael, are you willing to carry out a threat to kill the doctor’s family, if he doesn’t agree?” Itzhak Chorev asked. The face Ysrael made in response was self-explanatory.

“The other idea is to kidnap the prison governor’s family. Afterwards, using them as leverage, force the governor to move Yoshua, Sasha and Aviva to another prison. Along the route, we will ambush the convoy and rescue Yoshua and his team.

“These scenarios are problematic,” said Elad the Panther. He had received his nickname because he could move in the dark. Elad is silent, fast, and lethal. It’s as if he’s wearing night-vision goggles. The Panther is a dangerous adversary. 

“First, are we willing to carry out the threats against the families?”

Everyone understood they couldn’t shoot an innocent person.

“From the expressions on your faces,” Elad said, “these scenarios are a waste of time.”

“The other problem is that the Spanish government upon discovering of our exploits probably will destroy the bodies and the books,” Ysrael pointed out.

“Ysrael surmised he needed to reason like his brother. What cunning, devious plan would Yoshua devise?” Ysrael and Yoshua smiled because they both came up with the same idea at the same time. Best method—to create a huge diversion by a massive jailbreak. While the authorities are busy rounding up their escaping convicts, Yoshua could escape. His job was to ensure a massive breakout and maximum confusion. Using this plan, Yoshua would not be the center of attention. Ysrael and his team had to be ready at the prison escape began, so they could extract Yoshua, Aviva, and Sasha from the general chaos. Once the prison authorities face eighteen hundred escapees, they will find it difficult to concentrate on three foreign prisoners. The best plans were always the simplest. 

The plan crystallized in Ysrael’s mind. 

“Our first step is to buy three uniforms of the city’s maintenance department. That team’s job is to fake road repairs on the road to the prison. In reality, they will lay numerous roadside explosives to keep reinforcements from getting to the prison,” Ysrael explained.  

Itzhak Chorev, the explosives expert, continued. 

“The next phase of the operation will have to be a silent nighttime infiltration of the walls of the prison at three separate locations. We will lay explosives and retreat. It is essential that we lay one charge close to the women’s wing. Once Yoshua and Sasha get out of their wing, they will search for Aviva. Elad’s team will penetrate the prison. They will make their way to the women’s wing first. Once they have Aviva, they will find Yoshua and Sasha. 

Pinchas Aluz, Ysrael’s second cousin and a sniper, added his idea.

“Ysrael and Yossie, Aviad and I, are snipers. We will each take a separate side of the prison. We will initiate the plan by wounding the guards in the watch towers. Once the siren goes off warning of the attack, we will detonate the explosives from a distance. They will blow several holes in the prison walls. From that point on, our job will be to pin down the prison guards. We will provide the cover for Elad’s team. The men disguised as city workers will be our backup. They will drive the getaway vehicles. We have selected off-road vehicles, which will allow us to escape cross-country. Last, we will cover the vehicles from above with thermal reflectors, so we cannot be detected by the heat of the engines or our bodies.”
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Economic Disaster
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Panic seized Spain’s financial institutions as it teetered on the verge of financial collapse. After ten days of worldwide boycotts and protests. Spanish officials closed trading on the stock market after plummeting nine percent for two straight days. The Spanish king called his prime minister.

“We have to put an end to boycotts. I’m issuing pardons for the Israelis.” 

“Your Majesty, this goes against the desperate urgings of the pope,” the prime minister reminded him,

“If the current economic damage continues, it will ruin the country in a short time. We cannot allow that to happen.”

That afternoon, in a press conference, the Spanish king reminded the world.

“In December 1968, the Spanish government rescinded the Alhambra Decree. This was the decree which expelled the Jews from Spain. The Spanish Parliament passed a law allowing descendants of Spanish Jews to become naturalized citizens, if they desire.”

“Spain is trying to do everything to correct the mistakes of our ancestors. We acknowledge the importance of the Jewish community that lived in Spain. Being part of a continuum over the centuries, we must take responsibility for the acts of cruelty by our ancestors. No penitence has ever been taken,” the Spanish king announced to the press. Since the story of the massacre at Nido de Aguila by the Inquisition, broke, the international press praised the king’s actions.

The Spanish prime minister’s adviser reminded him, “You understand we must meet the international demands at least in word if not by deed.”

Unhappy, the prime minister nodded his head.

“Release the Israelis from prison and honor the government issued permits to excavate the site in Nido de Aguila,” he said.

Defeated, the prime minister nodded his head. His personal adviser continued his analysis.

“The Israelis must continue their work at the little chapel. This includes their right to be present during any research conducted on any artifact found, so far, on the site. The only silver lining is that we can declare everything national treasure, and its contents remain in Spain.”

“Will we have to recognize the sale of the former chapel as legal?”

“Yes, Prime Minister, we can declare the building a national monument. That way the Israelis can’t dismantle it and transfer it to Israel.”

The prime minister complained about the international situation.

“In a normal world everyone would have recognized that this was exclusively an internal Spanish affair. International involvement should never had taken place.”

When the US president called two hours later, the Spanish prime minister couldn’t hold his tongue.

“Mr. President, when the US government violated treaties signed with its native residents of former Spanish territories. Spain didn’t protest over the violations. Your history is one of continuous violated treaties with sovereign Native American nations. That is not an internal affair, but an international one. Your treaties were between sovereign nations. Yet we didn’t interfere,” the Spanish prime minister threw in the president’s face.  

That set off another storm of diplomatic activity between Spain and the US. The Israeli prime minister talked with his foreign minister.

“Please reframe from taking sides in the fight between the Americans and Spain. Also, inform our ambassador in Spain to reassure the Spanish about our long-term joint interests. Our only demand is the release of our citizens from prison. They have violated no Spanish laws. Your government arrested them on false charges.”

The Spanish prime minister delayed as long as possible, issuing orders to the minister of the interior. Minister Ortiz was flying home from three days of meetings in France. Since the minister was away, the pardons went instead to his deputy.

The king demanded immediate action, and the Israelis released. Deputy Minister Palmario ignored the king’s orders. A delay was to his advantage.

The Spanish government collapsed to international pressure. The Spanish kin, the politicians, and the pope had no recourse. They had to call the Israeli prime minister to salvage the diplomatic crisis. 

“Mr. Prime Minister, in over two hundred years, the church hasn’t come under such an attack. A huge rift existed within the church between those who felt it was time to beg for forgiveness for the horrors of the Inquisition, and those who opposed. They wanted to keep the official church position,” the pope explained.

The Israeli prime minister replied.

“We are familiar with the church’s position.”

“After decades of delays, salt is being heaped upon our wounds. The Israeli courts have reopened long-standing cases with other Christian sects over ownership of properties in the Holy Land. Their church’s problems increased when Israeli court decisions concerning land disputes went against us. The risk of losing many important properties is too great for the church to bear. So, I have removed my objection to the release of your fellow countrymen. I hope that will cause your courts to reconsider, Mr. Prime Minister,” the pope concluded.

“Holy Father, I will have my minister of justice take decisive action regarding these matters at once. I will have the minister of justice contact the Vatican.”

“Let’s hope we can reestablish our relationship of peaceful coexistence,” the pope finished his conversation.

“I agree with you. Till next time.” the Israel prime minister signed off. The cardinal sat next to the Pope during the discussion with the Israel prime minister.

“Holy Father, we have no choice,” Cardinal Rossini whispered. 

“Let the Israelis expose the data from the excavation at Nido de Aguila without preempting the information, will be a total media and diplomatic disaster.

“With our black ops team captured, and the potential embarrassing material the Israelis have against you, they could force you to resign.”

“If that was their intention, wouldn’t we have observed them do something by now?” the Pope asked.

“The Israeli prime minister is a shrewd man. He is aware we owe him. He will save this debt for some future time,” the Cardinal said.

“I need immediate action to avoid this disaster.”

*****
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“I APOLOGIZE TO THE Jewish people for the torture, murders, robberies, and destruction of countless communities throughout the past eighteen hundred years. We can’t condone these actions as a religion that professes to have a moral code. If one justifies their goal to use immoral means, your goal, no matter how holy, becomes profane,” the pontiff apologized. His international television broadcast watched by of hundreds of millions, gaining him much kudos in the public eye. The entire affair soon disappearing from public interest. 
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AFTER SEVEN DAYS OF staying in a five-star hotel in Jerusalem, and being wined and dined, Alberto’s teams returned to Rome. This upset and surprised the pope to find out that the Israelis hadn’t even tried to either debrief his black ops team. They weren’t interested in any of their other activities. However, they had confiscated their equipment and weapons. Now the Pope understood he owed the Israelis big time, and they will ask for favors concerning the discoveries in Southern Spain.

In reaction to this, the pope called the king and prime minister of Spain in a conference video call and pleaded with the king.

“Your majesty I have directives from a previous pope to beware of works written by Aharon Dori and, in particular, the Hoshiyan Chronicles. The evidence indicates the books found in the sealed room are the Hoshiyan Chronicles Pope Alexander VI ordered every copy destroyed. From the evidence at the site, the Jews of Nido de Aguila must have hidden a copy in the chapel’s wall. We cannot allow these books to become public knowledge.”

“Holy Father,” the king replied, “I’m sorry, but we will have to make concessions, even though they are against our wills. The local police have cooperated with our papal agents. If the Israelis release any of the information they hold, it will cause the minister of the interior to resign. That would cause the collapse of the entire government.”

“I don’t understand. How did a tiny country of eight million citizens, bring mighty Spain, a nation of forty-six million people, to its knees, in a brief span of time. I don’t understand. What is so important regarding forty-six dead people from over five-hundred- years ago? At some point, we will have to release the bodies for burial,” the king reminded the Pope.

“Maybe your prime minister can use some delay tactics that will allow me time to work out the best plan of action for the church?” the Pope requested.

“Your Eminence, I will investigate the situation at once.”

Unbeknown to the government, their biggest problem wasn’t the Israeli scientists. Their biggest problem was the deputy minister of the interior, Ernest Palmerio. He directed the Basque terrorists in Spain. In addition, he acted as a conduit for Al Qaida operatives and explosives into Europe. 
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Sasha wrote—in Russian—what had transpired from the time he had landed in Spain. His interrogators thought Sasha sat there writing his confession. He sat in his cell, writing hour after hour. At the end of the first day, when he handed them the ‘confession’, they screamed at him in Spanish, which he didn’t understand. “The foul-mouthed Russian has written his confession in Russian and is demanding more paper,” the interrogator told the prison governor. 

The prison had no one on the staff who could translate. Sasha flooded them day after day with paper. He had detailed everything, and after four days, still hadn’t gotten to the part regarding how they cut into the sealed room. Sasha smiled the entire time. This was excellent practice for when he wrote up his thesis.

Yoshua woke up every morning and recited his morning prayers by heart. He did a set of light stretching exercises. Unlike Sasha, Yoshua used the paper he had to do origami. The guards destroyed every day, often setting them on fire in front of him. The rest of the time they found him sitting on his bed, his legs crossed, and his eyes closed as he meditated. By reducing his heartbeat, he conserved energy, a necessity as they were giving him a single meal a day. 

*****
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IN JERUSALEM, GEFEN’S mother, worried, spoke to her daughter.

“Gefen, dear, we understand your worries about Aviva and the other members of your team’s fate. You haven’t been eating or sleeping enough. You need your strength,” Ora Nimrodi told her daughter. 

“Mom, I got to call Dr. Jamerson,” Gefen replied. 

“You call Dr. Jamerson at least five times a day. What did he tell you last time?”

“He told me the same thing as the time before. Gefen, we are trying as many avenues as possible to get Aviva, the professor and Sasha released or at least visitation rights.” 

“The more I talk with Dr. Jamerson, the fonder I have grown of the Englishman,” Gefen said.

“Mom, don’t worry. I am going over to the Rosenbergs to be with Yasmine. I promise to eat breakfast over there.

Gefen arrived at the Rosenbergs as Ruth was leaving for the University.

Ruth hugged Gefen.

“Thank you for coming and spending time with Yasmine. She is anxious regarding her father’s welfare. Why don’t you join her and the others for breakfast?” Ruth said.

“Thank you, I will. I pray every day that your husband, Aviva and Sasha will come home safe and sound.”

After breakfast, the girls went into Yasmine’s room. 

“When I first met Dr. Jamerson in Nido, I didn’t like him,” Gefen told Yasmine.

“Maybe it was your jealousy for Aviva’s attentions that caused you to dislike Dr. Jamerson,” Yasmine replied.

“I have to admit, Dr. Jamerson has done everything possible to free Aviva. I guess he without a doubt loves her,” Gefen said.

“He would move heaven and earth to get her released,” Yasmine added. 

The next day, when Gefen called; Simon answered at once. Gefen noticed his excited state. 

“My lawyer has arranged for a visit to Aviva in prison. The prison authorities are only allowing him to visit, and no one else.”

“Oh, Dr. Jamerson. That is inspiring news. Have you told anyone else?” Gefen asked. 

“I talked to Professor Yaroni two minutes ago, and he said he’d take responsibility for informing everyone,” Simon said.

“Oh, I can’t thank you enough. God bless you, Dr. Jamerson,” Gefen said.

“Gefen, after what we’ve been through together, we are family now. Please call me Simon.”

“Thank you, Simon that means a lot to me,” Gefen replied.

During these strenuous days, Gefen displayed dramatic changes, often ending up at the Rosenbergs to seek solace. Her own parents didn’t understand what Gefen had experienced in Spain, though they tried to help. The Rosenbergs understood what she suffered. Yasmine and Gefen grew close during the time the professor, Sasha and Aviva sat in prison. Ruthie found the girls comforting each other and providing each other moral support between their tears. 

In the Rosenberg’s living room, Gefen sat and cried in Yasmine’s arms. They were tears of joy. Word came that the lawyer. He had found Aviva in reasonable condition. 

*****
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AFTER TEN DAYS OF WORLDWIDE boycotts and protests, Spain teetered on the verge of financial collapse. The Spanish king, with a heavy heart, called his prime minister.

“I can’t let this economic disaster continue. I will issue a pardon for the Israelis at once.”

“Your Majesty, how do we deal with the pope’s dire urgings to destroy the artifacts and keep the Israeli in prison?” the prime minister asked. 

“I will call the pope myself and explain the problems involved. In the meantime, you make sure that your minister of the interior takes care of this problem,” the king commanded. 

“If the current economic damage continues, it will ruin the country in a short time.” 

That afternoon, in a press conference, the king reminded the world. “On December sixteen, 1968, the Spanish government, under my predecessor’s reign, rescinded the Alhambra Decree that expelled the Jews from Spain. In fact, we passed a law allowing Sephardic Jews to become naturalized citizens if they so desired. Spain is trying to do everything to correct the mistakes of our ancestors. We understand we are part of a continuum over the centuries of our history. We, therefore, bear indirect responsibility for the acts of cruelty of our ancestors, for which no one has yet repented.”

For the first time since the story broke, the international press gave the Spanish King favorable reports on his actions.

*****
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THE INTERNATIONAL TEAM of forensic anthropologists found it difficult to comprehend the level of brutality of the tortures. Torquemada legitimatized the Inquisitions actions by doing it in the name of the crown and church.

The obvious hatred expressed through the torture of the small Jewish community boggled everyone’s mind. After the first examination of the bodies, the Israeli medical examiner called home to deliver his initial report with the minister of internal security.

“The Spanish government didn’t provide the proper conditions to preserve the bodies. There are many signs of mold, however, we should be able to repair most of the damage.”

“I’m sorry that the Spanish government’s treatment of the bodies has caused damage,” the minister replied. “Do you have any conclusions yet?”

“Our first examination of the bodies shocked me. The assortment of tortures the Spanish Inquisition inflicted upon these people is mind numbing,” the Israeli medical examiner said. 

“My conclusion is we find no difference between those past Catholic religious fanatics, and the current Islamic religious fanatics. The difference is a matter of semantics. These inhuman actions are the same. The lack of humility, tolerance, and harmony with the world is crystal clear in both cases,” the Israeli ME concluded. 

*****
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WHEN THE FIRST OFFICIAL forensic report reached the Israeli government, a copy made its way to Dr. Arieli in Jerusalem. He and his righteous wife locked the door and read the report. Both of them wept for the tortured souls. When they finished, they prayed for the souls of their deceased brethren for the next two hours. Afterward, Rivka photocopied the section concerning the Dori family and turned to her secretary, Vere Aluz.

“Please deliver this letter to Judge Dori, the living relative of General Aharon Dori,” the Rebbetzin requested. 

Vered, asked a poignant question.

“Why did the Holy One, Blessed be He, not allow our forefathers to come to the aid of our fellow Jews in their time of need?”  

Rivka gathered Vered into her arms and kissed her on the forehead. 

“The prophet, Crown Prince Elisha, delved into the question and devoted a significant portion of his spare time trying to find answers to your question. We don’t understand everything he found. Many of the secrets he revealed only to the chief justice who followed him. Each chief justice has handed on these secrets, and new ones, to the judge who followed him. We knew that the separation between our forefathers and the Almiyah—this world—was ninety-nine percent complete. Until the end of our world, General Dori was the only every Hoshiyan to come to Almiyah. General Dori took with him several of the crown prince’s piutim—religious poetry. His commentaries and books on ethics must wait until the two parts of the Jewish nation reunited.”

Rivka Arieli smiled at Vered, radiating her love to her. She continued to explain.

“The sins of Jewish people living in the land of Israel caused the destruction of the second temple. Out of the devastation, our people weren’t only saved, God brought them to a place where they could flourish. Not until Muglar Tzurel did Hoshiyan raise a hand in a war against his brothers. We failed as a people to maintain the harmony of our lives.”

“Before any great spurt of spiritual growth, there always exists a major challenge to our people. In that case, it was the revolt led by Muglar and his invitation to the Malogoths to invade. This, however, resulted in Light of Justice becoming king, and wondrous and great things that happened under his reign.”

“If a division of Hoshiyan troops had marched into battle in Almiyah, they would have saved our brethren from a pogroms, crusades, and expulsions. The people would have considered our troops as a prelude to the Meshiach. History teaches us that every false Messiah caused great physical and spiritual harm to the people,” Rivka said.

Moved, Rivka repeated the words of the prayer:

“Our brothers, the entire house of Israel,

Who are in distress and captivity.

Who wander over sea and land,

May God have mercy on them, and bring them from distress to comfort, from darkness to light, from slavery to redemption, now, swiftly, and soon.” (This is said on Monday and Thursday mornings after reading the Torah).

Vered hugged Rebbetzin Rivka. 

“Why are we waiting?” she asked.

Vered wiped the tears from Rivka’s eyes, and she replied.

“We are waiting for the prince of the tribe of Asher, to fulfill the prophecy of the Prophet Elisha Arieli, brother of the Light of Justice,” Rivka explained.

“Yes, we learned that in school,” Vered replied.

“We await the day he accepts his heritage and raises the banner of the house of Aluz. Afterwards, every Hoshiyan will follow him to Jerusalem. There he and the king will declare themselves. They will lay the story of our people before the entire nation of the sons of Yaacov and the world.”

“Why can’t we go to him,” Vered asked, “and tell him he has a family and that we are awaiting him?” 

“Because he needs to come to this conclusion by his own free will. Without free will, he will never believe with a whole heart, and it will not fulfill the prophecy,” Rivka answered.

“My father told me he served with the prince in the army. He told me how difficult it was not to tell him they were cousins. The professor never understood how many people protected him,” Vered said. 

“The army drafted my younger brother, Micha, and your grandson, Benyamin, together,” Vered explained.

“They accepted both of them into the Ranger Unit of the General Staff, along with six other Hoshiyan boys.”

Rivka knew the boy well. For years, Micha’s father had brought him to the shiurim on Parshat HaShavua (the weekly Torah reading). The Arielis gave lesson every Shabbat for children between the ages of five and twelve. She worried that if there were so many Hoshiyan boys in the same unit, a disaster could devastate their people. She worried that the heir apparent of Hoshiya and Aluz served together in a unit that came into constant danger.

These young men were the future. She worried because one of them was her grandson, named after her own fallen son. Rivka understood the time had come to change the leadership. They needed to do it during their lifetime and not wait until it was too late. She thought how different their lives may have been if Benyamin, her eldest son, had lived. Benyamin died serving with the paratroopers at the Chinese Farm in 1973, during the Yom Kippur War. 

Her second son, Chaim, has an empty grave on Mt. Herzl in the national military cemetery. The enemy had murdered her son. He was on a mission so secret that the Army refused to tell them in which country he had died. Tears came to her eyes as she recalled her beloved sons. The Holy One, Blessed be He, had given their souls to her to care for while they were in this world. “They had been swifter than eagles and stronger than lions to do HaKodesh Baruchu’s will.” Elisha had named his sons in honor of his fallen brothers. Soon, the weight of the leadership of the Hoshiyan community would fall on the shoulders of Rivka’s youngest son, Elisha.
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Worldwide political pressure, coupled with a team of top-notched European lawyers, forced the Spanish government to retract several charges against Professor Rosenberg. Deputy Minister of the interior Ernesto Palmario opposed the release of the Israelis. 

“Professor Rosenberg is a dangerous terrorist,” he told everyone. 

Alfonso-Jorge Delgado-Mendoza at the district court in Madrid addressed the judge. 

“Your honor, we can clear this entire episode up if the court requires the police to release the original incident report concerning the explosion at the Registry Office in Cordoba.”

“I am submitting fifteen affidavits from eyewitnesses to the bombing in Cordova. They name the professor as the individual who saved people by warning them of a suspicious briefcase.” 

Alfonso had his assistant bring the affidavits to the judge. He watched as the judge took a few minutes to read excerpts from the documents submitted. When Alfonso saw the judge lay the documents on his desk, he continued.

“I have here in my hand affidavits from the directors of four separate European intelligence agencies,” Alfonso waved in his hand. 

“They state they are familiar with Prof. Yoshua Rosenberg. He is a famous officer in the Israeli army’s anti-terrorist unit. Every affidavit provides testimony to his integrity as a law-abiding, loyal office.” Alfonso said, waving them in his hand.

Alfonso watched the judge squirm in his seat. He understood from the judge’s delaying tactics he must have received oral orders. Deputy Minister of the Interior Palmario probably ordered him to delay or dismiss evidence in favor of the plaintiff. 

Alfonso had been waiting for this moment to drive the knife into the heart of the government’s flimsy charges. “You cannot delay your own decisions, and must abide by your own laws of evidence. The law requires the prosecution to provide the defense attorney with the pertinent information gathered by the police.” Alfonso had used the law to force the court into a position where they had no choice. 

“The police commissioner in Cordoba must release the incident report of the bombing at the registry office at once,” the judge ordered. With great reluctance, the judge signed the court order. The judge pointed his gavel at the government’s representative.

“Without delay, the commander of the Cordoba police must submit the original police reports to this court.” The court secretary picked up his phone. He called the police commander to relate the court’s decision.

The police tried to delay, and after four hours, the defense lawyer reminded the judge of his own decision. Alfonso smiled, having manipulated the government where he wanted them. 

“Your honor, you ordered the immediate release of the police incident report of the Cordova bombing. Four hours have passed and still no report,” Alfonso reminded him.

The judge had no possibility to wriggle out of this predicament. Alfonso had put the judge between the anvil and the hammer. The government wanted him to delay, but he had to uphold the law.

With great reluctance, the judge ordered.

“The commander
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