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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 brings 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 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 a baby until being a boy. It stretches 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 publicly 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

Book 10

Despite banishment to outside Jerusalem, Vatican surrogates attack Prof. Rosenberg’s team again. A retired interrogator (a Hoshiyan) returns to the Mossad to turn a Palestinian terrorist into an alternative leader to the PLO. Iran and the Vatican join forces against Hoshiyans!

The saga of the chronicles continues with Judge Drori explain how ecology parallels justice. General Aluz’s grandson is accused of rape. Yossie defends Elizur. His dramatic evidence shocks the court. At the funeral of two schoolmates, Danny’s empathy forces him to face his demons. He eulogies them before thousands. This act cements Danny’s leadership of the entire school. Master spy, Leo Ledan devises an escape plan for a Hoshiyan-Iranian cryptologist. It ends in a fiery car crash. Leo and the Iranians watch in horror as the taxi burns. Have the Hoshiyan hopes of breaking the Iranian codes gone up in flames?

Book 11

Can a sixteen-year-old, with a strong moral education, crawl through the debauched sewer of espionage and sex and come out the end a better person? Does the Hoshiyan prophet have enough faith to send his young brother into the world of corruption? Does Prince Daniel Arieli have the fortitude to withstand the sexual tidal wave that will be released on him? Sucked into this deprived world, Judge Yossie Drori comes to his aid. He gives Danny the one tool that will see him through this demanding mission. If successful he will save tens of thousands of lives on both sides of the border. Can he trick a seasoned spy with his charm and naïve nature?

In the middle he meets the stunningly beautiful Hadassah Chorev. A girl of his own people as his age. Sophia, the jealous lover sends assassins to kill Hadassah. Can Danny with his great skills with a bow, save Hadassah with an impossible shot at night?

An extreme test of the concept of Pekuach Nefesh (saving souls). Will Danny succeed?

Book 12

Can Queen Nina convince Hadassah parents to approve of Danny as their future son-in-law? Yossie discovers Queen Nina’s secret. What will he do with it? King Yona tries to unify the country by bringing Muglar Tzurel into the government. The Free Thinkers continue their campaign of civil disobedience and mayhem. Prince Elisha debates the leaders of the Free Thinkers on the Freedom of Thought. Calamity befalls the Arielis and the nation, when Queen Nina dies. Who will take up her mantle? Out of the west bursts out a new threat, which unities the nations surrounding Hoshiya. Like locust they feast on the Lomarian Empire and Illia. 

Hezbollah rockets rain down on Israel. Avigdor Yaroni’s scouts are in the thick of the fighting. Missiles strike Choron. Can a crippled weight lifted save Hadassah’s parents trapped under rubble?

Book 13

Three men are faced similar challenges separated by over a millennium: Are they worthy of the women they love? 

In the past, Prince Daniel Arieli seeks to improve himself spiritually to make himself worthy in the eyes of his fiancé. In the present, Sasha Chrominsky wants to be worthy of the forbidden love of the scar-faced guardswoman, Hadassah Aharoni. He an Almiyan and she a Hoshiyan. Why does Prof. Yoshua Rosenberg resist the truth of the Hoshiyan Chronicles?

The amazing and beautiful Gila Chamadi, guardswomen is in love with the wheelchair-bound weightlifter, Pinchas Shamir. Intimidated by a guardswoman, Pinchas wonders if he is worthy of her.

These three men face similar trials, and find difficult solutions. Will they live happily ever after or will the real world impose upon them trials they never thought possible?

Follow the continuing saga of the gripping thriller novel series the Hoshiyan Chronicles.
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Susan stared out of the window as her heart started to pound. She could make out the shore line of Tel Aviv. For almost two thousand years her family has prayed to come home. Now she was about to fulfill a family dream. The stewardess disturbed her daydreaming.

“Ms. Robinson, we will be landing at Ben Gurion Airport in eight minutes. Please bring your seat upright and close the table,” the stewardess requested.

Susan complied, while thinking. 

“My God, the rich live a life completely different from the rest of us.”

She was the only one on the flight and the stewardess had waited on her hand and foot. The food had been fabulous. She told the stewardess that she was a vegetarian. The chef had made her fantastic salads. She didn’t want to let anyone know she was Jewish.

Her heart pounded in her chest. After nineteen centuries she was finally coming home. Her plan was to go directly to Choron. She had everything ready. All she had was a backpack with her laptop computer, toiletries, and three changes of underwear. An hour ago, she had gone into the executive bathroom and taken a shower. The towels were heaven. They were so soft and warm.

The landing was so smooth. They pulled up to a gate for private aircraft. Once stopped the stewardess opened the door and lowered the stairs.

“Ms. Robinson, we have orders to wait for you up to four days. If you find your stay will be longer, contact us. Here is the captain’s business card with his international phone number. I made you a bag of two small bottles of water, fruit and almonds,” the stewardess told her. 

“Please follow us to passport control and customs,” the co-pilot said.

Susan had to hold on to both sides of the stairs to remain steady. She understood now why people bend down and kiss the ground. No one in her family had meet or seen a king of Hoshiya in three generations. She could barely keep her hands steady. 

The flight crew shepherded through passport control and customs. She now stood in the greeting hall. She watched as relatives and friends met one and other with so much love. 

She walked over to the first kiosk. 

“Where can I get a taxi?” she asked in Hoshiyan accented halting Hebrew. The clerk stared at her.

“Where are you from with such a strange accent?”

“The United States.”

The clerk made a strange face. He pointed to his right. 

“At the end of the hall, you can get a taxi to anywhere in the country. You pay first, wait in line, and the first taxi free for you will take you where you want.”

“Toda (thank you).”

Susan found the taxi stand.

“Where to?” the man asked in English.

“Choron.”

“Oh.”

“Why, oh?”

“You are the first person to ask for that destination.”

“How much?”

“Two hundred and fifty New Israeli Shekels.”

Susan handed him her platinum American Express card.

When the man returned the card and receipt added a little help.

“Ms. Robinson, with your card you can take local currency from the ATM over there. There are instructions in English.”

“Thank you for the advice. How long is the wait?”

“Ten minutes. You have plenty of time to get some cash.”

Susan was gobsmacked when she found she could get five thousand NIS. She took the maximum. She had nothing and needed clothes and shoes.

*****
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TEN MINUTES LATER HER taxi was leaving the airport. 

“This your first visit to Israel?” the taxi driver asked.

After the reaction to her accent, she decided to stay with English.

“Yes.”

“Are you visiting relatives?”

“Yes, first time I will be meeting them.”

“I am sure you will have an enjoyable time. The news bad-mouths Choron, but I have found the few I have met the townsfolk to be honest and nice people.”

The taxi traveled up Highway One until the turn off to Modi’in. From there he took the 443 to Choron.

She was shocked to see the huge marquee and so many people milling about.

“What’s going on?”

“The paramedic, Micha Durzan, was murdered yesterday by Arab rioters. They set up the marquee here for all the visitors.”

“Thank you for your service,” Susan said as she handed the driver a twenty-shekel tip.

Susan meandered among the mourners. She saw someone who was familiar from photos on the Hoshiyan secure cloud.

The woman was carrying a box of disposable dishes and cutlery. 

“Princess Herut, I am Leah Shoshani from the US,” she said in her Hoshiyan accented Hebrew. 

Shocked, Herut dropped the box, creating a ruckus.

“Let me help you with that,” Leah offered.

“My grandson will take care of it. Come with me.”

Herut took Leah by the arm and led her through a guarded gate into a large structure that was part industrial, part commercial and part shuk. They head to the greengrocer. They bypassed the greengrocer. Herut opened the door to the cold room and led Leah inside.

“We can talk freely in here. You don’t know the problems we have with many agencies and countries spying on us. Outside the gates of the town, no one uses titles. I am simply Mrs. Herut Tzurel. I am sorry for such an abrupt welcome, but the stakes are high.”

“Oh, what is going on?”

“Now, let’s start over.”

“My name is Leah Shoshani. I am a descendant of Moshe Shoshani, the Barbarian. My great grandparents were Ariel and Yasmine, who left the fog of Hoshiya and ended up in East Texas. My grandparents were Elchanan and Dalia Shoshani and my parents are Avraham and Sivan. They live in Austin, Texas.”

My great grandfather was in contact with his brother, Baruch Shoshani. However, the contact got broken, and we never heard from them again.”

“We are in luck; you have a relative outside.”

Herut opened her phone and hit the speed dial twelve.

“Orly, Herut. Please come immediately to the cold room of the greengrocer.”

“Orly will be here in two minutes.”

“In the meantime, tell me what brought you here.”

Susan removed a printed photo of Gila and handed it to her. 

Princess Herut’s eyes dilated twice their normal size.

“I work for the film company MGM. I was sent to find this guardswoman. I recognized what she was from her dress. My CEO wants to sign her to an acting contract.”

As Herut began to laugh, Orly walked into the cold room.

“What’s so funny?”

“Orly meet, Leah, a distant cousin of yours from the US.”

“Welcome to Israel,” Orly said as she took the photo from Herut.

“Oh my God. What do you want with Gila Chamadi?”

“Chamadi, like Sivan Chamadi that help create the Seventh Company of the Queen’s Guard?” Leah asked.

Leah could believe her luck; she now had a name. Leah removed a business card and handed it to Orly.

Orly began laughing.

“What’s so funny?”

“Cousin, we don’t know you. The first thing is we will take a blood test to see if you are who you say you are. In the meantime, we will run a background check on you.”

They left the cold room together. Orly went over to the greengrocer’s sink and took a glass. She handed the glass upside down to Leah. 

“Hold it tight for ten seconds.”

Orly put her fingers inside the glass and placed it on the marble top next to the sink. She photographed the glass.

“Please hand over your passport,” Orly requested.

Leah complied.

“Herut take Leah to the clinic and get a blood sample. I’ll have it rushed over to Prof. Yair Aluz, the geneticist at Hebrew University. He has a DNA sequencer. It will take about twelve hours to get results.”

While Herut took a bewildered Leah to the clinic, Orly called Jose Mendez at the NSA.

“Jose, Orly.”

“I am sending you photos of fingerprints on a glass and a US passport made out to Susan Robinson. I want to know if she is clean and legitimate.”

Orly hung up. She sent the photos to a secure cloud from which Jose had access. 

As Herut and Leah approached the clinic, down the street came two huge men, one in a wheelchair and the other running next to him.

They came to a stop, huffing and puffing. They saluted Princess Herut.

“Who is the pretty girl?” Zvi Chevroni asked, staring at her. 

Leah stared at Zvi. She had never seen a man with Down syndrome so well built.

“Please excuse my friend’s manners. May I introduce my coach, Zvi Chevroni. I am Pinchas Shamir.”

Leah put out her hand. Zvi stared at it. 

“Don’t embarrass her, take her hand.”

Zvi’s hand dwarfed hers, yet it was firm and warm.

“You will have to excuse us. We don’t shake the hands of women who aren’t direct first level relatives, especially if it’s a married woman,” Pinchas replied.

“I am sorry, I didn’t know. Zvi, I didn’t intent to embarrass you. I am Leah Shoshani from Los Angeles, California.”

She took out a card and handed one to everyone.

“God works in mysterious ways,” Herut intoned. 

Zvi was smiling. 

“You smell nice.”

“Thank you.”

“Hey, you are getting personal,” Pinchas warned him.

“MGM. Do you know the entertainment lawyer Nathan Levi?” Pinchas asked.

“I met him at a party once. He gave me his business card. Why?”

“He is our lawyer.”

“What do you need him for?”

“Pinchas, go finish your workout. After a shower, find me.”

“Can I come?” Zvi asked.

Herut smiled. 

“Of course, you can come, Zvi.”

“She’s nice,” Zvi said with a big smile.

“Go on, you two smell bad.” Herut turned around and led Leah into the clinic.

After taking a blood sample, one of Herut’s grandsons took the sample to Prof. Yair Aluz.

“Let’s sit down and you can tell me your story.”

Twenty minutes into the story, Jose called.

“She’s clean as a whistle. Who is she?”

“She claims to be a Shoshani.”

“Oh, one of the Shoshanis from Texas?”

“You know about them?”

“Yes, Susan’s parents put out a notice that they were looking for a Hoshiyan spouse for their daughter. I now remember seeing her photo. She’s a pretty lady.”

“Thanks Jose. Regards to the family.”

*****
[image: image]


ZVI CONTINUED TO PUSH Pinchas through grueling workouts. Zvi demanded that Pinchas roll ten kilometers a day. Zvi changed the route and headed for the steepest slope in town.

“Are you crazy? After a full morning of working out, you think I can go up that hill? Even without working out I can’t make it.”

“Ha, big baby is crying,” Zvi laughed. 

“I’ll jog behind you. I’ll catch you if you fail. If you fail, we will be back here after lunch.”

“You’re worse than a Shinarian slave driver!”

“Come on wuss. Let’s see what you are made of.”

When Pinchas started up the hill, everyone stopped. People called to their neighbors. Everyone came out on their patios to watch wheelchair vs hill.

Elderly people avoided the hill. They preferred to go around on Shabbat or not visit anyone living on top.

Pinchas started up the hill. At once, he felt the gravity pulling on him. After the first twenty meters, each spin of his wheels got more difficult.

“Come on, you can do it, Pinchas,” Zvi called out.

Sweat broke out from every pore of his body. Zvi was ready with a towel. He wiped Pinchas’s face. The wheelchair slowed down markedly. Then someone shouted out.

“Come on Pinchas.” Everyone took up the chant. Every muscle in his arms and shoulders ached. Pinchas passed sixty meters. Now he was creeping along at a snail’s pace.

Amit Chevroni came out of an apartment building on their left. Amit was a first cousin to Zvi. Their fathers were brothers.

Amit ran into the street while he shouted at Zvi.

“Zvi, stop! Don’t let him continue.” Zvi saw the concern on his cousin’s face and grabbed the handles to Pinchas’s wheelchair.

“Zvi, this hill is not a place to work out. No matter how much you want to conquer this hill, it’s not worth the effort. Look at him, he could have a stroke, God forbid.”

“Amit, you told me years ago. If I put my mind to it, I can do anything. Pinchas is strong, but he needs more strength to win the competition.”

Amit wrapped his arms around his big, sweaty cousin. 

“I love you, and conceptionally you are correct. Take it a little at a time.”

“Pinchas was too exhausted to speak. Amit took the handles. Together, they headed for Pinchas’s home. In front of Pinchas’s home, Amit crouched down to be at eye level with Pinchas.

“Pinchas, you know better than that. Don’t injure yourself before a competition.”

“Zvi, Pinchas is your athlete. You have to watch over him like a mother hen.

*****
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AFTER TAKING THE BLOOD sample Herut gave Leah a chocolate-covered wafer.

“I am going to make an herbal tea. Would you like one?” Herut asked.

“Please. Can you tell me who the man in the wheelchair is?”

For the next ten minutes Herut talked about Pinchas the soldier, athlete, literary agent, and special friend of Gila Chamadi.

“I understand now why he said God works in mysterious ways.”

“Can I see a copy of the screenplay?”

“I believe so. I will send Pinchas a SMS to ask for permission.”

“Forgive me, but with so much happening, I forgot to ask who died,” Leah inquired.

“My brother-in-law, Micha Durzan. My younger sister’s husband was murdered by Arab rioters.”

“Oh, I am so sorry I took you away. Please, go back to the mourners. Your sister needs you.”

“My parents and her parents are with Chana along with all their children and grandchildren.”

The door of the clinic opened and Rav Shimshon walked in with a sad face and heavy heart. 

“Leah Shoshani, may I introduce my husband, Prince Judge Shimshon Tzurel.”

Leah rose and saluted him in her heavily accented Hebrew. 

“Herut, Aba needs you. I’ll switch with you.”

“Leah is in Israel for the first time. I’ll let her tell you the story. You know what? Let’s say time and take her to meet Aba. It will distract him from his pain,” Herut suggested.

“Excellent idea. Come.” Rav Shimshon took his wife’s hand and led them out of the clinic. They turned left and headed for the town gate.

They exited the town and entered the marquee. Rav Shimshon threaded his way between the people coming to show their support. In front of Dr. Durzan and Dr. Arieli stood a group of people. Rav Shimshon stopped short. 

“Naomi,” he called softly. Naomi turned around. She stared at the woman next to the Tzurels. Naomi walked over. 

“How can I be of service?”

“Naomi, I want to introduce you to a distant cousin from the United States.”

“Easy to see the family resemblance.” Naomi stuck out her hand.

“I am Naomi. The daughter of Orly and the late Yosef Shoshani.”

“Oh, I didn’t know. How long ago did your father die?” Leah inquired.

“Six years ago. He got pneumonia and didn’t recover.”

Gila heard the thick Hoshiyan accent and turned around. When Leah saw Gila, her jaw dropped.

“Gila Chamadi,” her eyes were as big as saucers.

“Yes, who are you?”

“I work for MGM film makers. They sent me to Israel to find you. Your video standing up to the police excited them to no end. They want to make you into a superstar,” Leah blurted out.

Everyone turned to see who was talking. Yoshua and Ruth Rosenberg stared at the unfamiliar young lady. Leah opened her bag and took out business cards and handed them out. Yoshua took one and turn one hundred and eight degrees and handed it to Dr. Michael Arieli who sat next to his daughter Chana.

Dr. Arieli rose and the several hundred people under the marquee fell silent. 

“Herut, please stay with Ima and your sister. Elisha come with me. You too Shimshon,” Dr. Arieli commanded.

“A pleasure to meet you.” Dr. Arieli stopped his sentence and waited for her to give her name. She stared at him for a full forty seconds before she gathered her wits. 

“Leah, Leah Shoshani. In America, I go by the name Susan Robinson.”

“Come with us, Leah Shoshani. Yoshua I am taking Naomi with me. Don’t leave until she is free.”

Together, everyone walked into the open market and out the other side into Choron. There were electric carts parked there. Dr. Arieli took the first one and started out in the direction of the Yeshiva. Everyone followed. 

“Where are we going? Leah asked Naomi.

“Dr. Arieli, Rav Arieli and Rav Tzurel are judges.

They will form a court and hear your story,” Naomi informed her.

“Why do you need a court case?” 

“If the court finds what you present true, then everyone will accept it without reservation.” Leah’s cart followed Dr. Arieli’s into a tunnel in the side of the hill. Dr. Arieli, his son- and son-in-law stopped and got off. They entered the school auditorium. Someone had called ahead and three people were setting up tables and chairs.

Orly was already there with Michal. A large screen came down from the ceiling. Projected on it was a file with Leah’s name on it.

The judges found judicial sashes waiting for them on the table. They waited for everyone to enter. The last two were Zvi and Pinchas.

“Bailiff, please close the door.”

“Court is in session, with the honorable judges, Michael Arieli, Elisha Arieli and Shimshon Tzurel.”

“Michal who is the first witness?”

“Orly Shoshani.”

“I request that this part be closed to the public. I would like to come forward and present my findings.”

Judge Tzurel waved her forward. Orly whispered to the judges. She informed the court of her encounter with Leah, the information she provided and the results of Jose Mendez’s search at the NSA.”

“Okay, Orly please ask Tzela to call the US and confirm that Ms. Shoshani, i.e., Susan Robinson works at MGM.”

“Miss Leah Shoshani, alias Susan Robinson, please stand before the court and tell us your story.”

“May I present something to the court as evidence?”

“Naomi, please take the items from Ms. Robinson.” 

Leah grabbed the chain around her neck and lifted. At the end was a gold coin. She handed it to Naomi.

“That is one of the four gold Hoshiyan Shekels that my great grandparents received before leaving Hoshiya. She opened her bag and removed a leather-bound book.

“This is one of Queen Chana’s prayer books issued by the army to new recruits.”

Judge Elisha stood.

“Is there an archivist in the audience?”

A woman stood. 

“Sima Artzi, please come forward and authenticate this book?”

“My pleasure.” Sima came forward. She took a pair of sterile latex gloves out of her bag and put them on.

Sima took the book and turned to the inside of the back cover. There was a faded royal blue stamp. It was stamped Mem Gimel 23690. A huge smile grew across Sima’s face. She clutched it to her breast.

“God has shown us a miracle this day. Blessed is your family, Leah Shoshani, for protecting this invaluable book and coin.”

“Anyone else wants to be a character witness. Zvi stood up.

“Mr. Chevroni please step forward to the microphone so we can hear you clearly,” Dr. Arieli requested.

“Honored judges of our people. I met Miss Shoshani today when she came along with Pinchas Shamir. We talked with her for a short time. We were hot and smelly from working out and running. I found her open and honest. She looked me straight in the eye and didn’t look away. Few strangers do that.”

“Zvi, how do you know she isn’t a con artist? Elisha asked.

“Many people aren’t nice to me. They say the right things, but their body language says something else. Leah’s body language was the same as her words, honest.”

“Pinchas, do you confirm, Zvi’s testimony?” Pinchas rolled forward.

“Zvi was captivated by a beautiful woman treating him like a human being. You might say he was biased. However, I agree with him. Her body language was the same as her words. I am sure she has been telling the truth.”

“Thank you, witnesses. The court will wait to hear from the US. The judges conferred together. Two minutes later, Rav Elisha’s phone range. He listened carefully to the person on the other side of the line. Rav Elisha said goodbye. He revealed the information from the call to his fellow judges.

The king stood with a smile on his face. 

“The court is pleased to inform that Leah Shoshani alias Susan Robinson is exactly who she says she is. Mazal Tov and welcome to your ancestral home. Please excuse us. We are returning to be with the mourners,” the king stated. Everyone stood, and the judges exited the auditorium. 

Zvi turned to Pinchas with a big smile on his face.

“You were right, Zvi. Your intuition, proved correct,” Pinchas congratulated him. Zvi smiled from ear to ear.

“We should invite her to dinner,” Zvi gushed.

“Hold on. She is a Shoshani and has family. Let Leah be with them first. I am sure Orly has much to teach her, especially about the prince of the tribe of Asher.”

“I like her,” Zvi said, smiling.

Orly and Naomi took Leah home. The first discussion was about family. Orly brought out photos, and Leah fired up her laptop. She had digitized over two hundred photos of the family from 1939 until the present. After a half hour, Orly explained about the prophecy concerning Professor Yoshua Rosenberg (Aluz).

“The key to the prophecy is that Yoshua has to accept us by his own free will. Nothing can be said to influence him.” Orly and Naomi answered Leah’s numerous questions. 

The doorbell rang. Naomi rose to answer the door. She opened the door and wrapped her arms around her partner.

They came into the living room with their arms around each other’s shoulders. Gila’s dazzling smile lit up the room.

Gila took a seat opposite Leah.

“Okay, I am here. Please explain why you came looking for me.”

For the next five minutes, Leah explained how the video from the Battle of the Ambulances had gone viral. Her bosses were impressed by her. 

“They sent me here to find you. Lawyers will be contacting you about an acting contract,” Leah explained.

Gila laughed.

“What’s funny?”

“Not so much funny as sad. We laugh as a release. Have you ever killed anyone?”

“No,” Leah replied, stunned by the question.

“Even though my profession is being a bodyguard, taking another’s life is a serious action. Humans were created in the image of God. I killed to protect Micha, Dr. Chana and Pinchas. It weighs heavily on my soul. You want me to perform the act that is breaking my heart? I won’t do it.”

Leah stared at Gila. She had never met anyone with such high moral standards.

“Do you know the story of the King and his stopping a battle because he feared for his men’s souls?”

“No.”

“Well, Yocheved won’t be reading that section for months. Aharon Dori was at the battle. The men of his generation vowed to avenge their parents and grandparents for the horrors the Malogoths visited upon them during the occupation. The King demanded that we ask the enemy to surrender if the situation was hopeless for them.”

“They didn’t follow the King’s commands. They slaughtered the captured Malogoths to the last man. The King stopped the battle and allowed a surrounded enemy to escape. For three days the King made his men repent on the bloody battlefield.”

“He let the enemy escape?” Leah asked, astounded.

“Yes, because he felt that their mental health and souls were more important that a military victory. As the single greatest archer ever, King Daniel Arieli had killed thousands of enemy troops, rebels, Malogoths, Shinarians, Kupelians, Lormarians, Palmarians and Navians. He got no pleasure from his feats on the field of battle. God fights beside us when we keep his mitzvot. But their souls were corrupted by hatred and anger. The King understood he needed to heal the people before they were worthy of God’s love and protection.” 

The doorbell rang again and in hobbled Michal Ben Yosef. Behind her rolled in Pinchas and Zvi with a gigantic smile.

Orly stood.

“Leah, let me introduce you to my real boss, Michal Ben Yosef, Director of the National Intelligence Agency.” 

Leah rose and saluted her.

“I am humbled to meet you Madame Director.”

“You’ve already met Pinchas and Zvi,” Orly added. Zvi stepped forward and handed her a three-centimeter-thick folder. 

Zvi smiled, and Leah smiled back at him. Zvi blushed. 

He extended his arm with the folder. Leah took it from him.

“I printed out this copy of the screenplay of the Hoshiyan Chronicles for you.”

“Thank you, Zvi. I will read it as soon as possible.”

Michal spent the next ten minutes outlining their plan to continue the dig in Nido de Aguila with Dr. Bhushan Deshpande as the chief archaeologist.

“The production of the film is a cover to search for the blood samples that Gen. Aharon Dori mentioned. That would be exclusive evidence the Chronicles are real.”

“Who is financing the mini-series?” Leah asked.

“Hoshiyans.”

“Who will produce the mini-series?”

“We haven’t gotten that far yet. We are depending on Attorney Nathan Levi for that,” Michal replied.

“If this screenplay is good, I’ll talk to my bosses about them making the mini-series.”

“Why would they do that?” Naomi inquired.

“If Gila would sign the contract. They believe she is worth hundreds of millions of dollars in revenue.”

Every eye turned to Gila, expect Pinchas’s. His heart fell. He understood he had lost the woman he loved.

Pinchas started to turn his wheelchair.

“Don’t you go anywhere, mister,” Gila called out to him. Pinchas turned his head and stared at her.

“Gila, you are a national asset. MGM will make the mini-series, conditional on you.”

No one had notice Orly in the kitchen on the phone. She hung up and came back into the living room.

“Before anyone does anything they will regret by word or action, we need to hear from an expert.”

“What expert?” Michal asked.

“Ronit Chorev?”

“Ronit Chorev, the missing supermodel is here?” Leah said, with her mouth open in shock.

Two minutes later, Ronit entered the Shoshani’s home. She winked at Zvi, who blushed.

She stopped and saluted Michal and Orly.

“I asked Ronit here, because of her extensive experience with productions, advertisements, and modeling.”

Susan stared at Ronit slack-jawed. She couldn’t believe how beautiful she was, with no make-up or fancy clothes. There was a special glow about her.

“Girl, close your mouth before you catch flies,” Naomi whispered, to her cousin.

“The world of fashion is looking for you everywhere,” Susan blurted out.

“If the Director of the NIA trusts you, I should have no problem trusting you.”

“You put so much faith in Michal Ben Yosef?”

“The lives of the Hoshiyan people are in her capable hands.”

“I will keep every secret I learned here.”

Ronit flashed Susan her famous smile. She expression changed as turned to Gila.

“The world they want you to enter is worse that an open sewer in Calcutta. The executives are men of tremendous power. They are arrogant, self-centered and snobbish. They think if they pay your salary, they also own your body.”

“What do you suggest, if a contract to make the mini-series depends on Gila’s signing an acting contract?”

“We are faced with many ifs, but if that is the condition, she shouldn’t go alone. No one is going to like what I am going to say. It will also embarrass several people, but I feel strongly about this.”

“What do you suggest, Ronit?” Michal asked.

“If I had a man like Pinchas Shamir at my side all those years, my life would have been a lot easier.”

“You want us to send Pinchas as a bodyguard. The king would never allow a single female and male to be in such close quarters. He would rather not make the mini-series.”

“I didn’t say anything about being a bodyguard. He should be her agent and husband!” Everyone stared at Ronit like she was insane. Pinchas and Gila blushed bright red.

The situation bewildered Zvi. Everyone was acting crazy. He clapped his huge hands three times to get people’s attention. 

“My aba says when I am confused to step back and try to clarify the situation.”

Everyone settled down.

“We are getting ahead of ourselves. Leah hasn’t read the screenplay. MGM doesn’t know about our idea about a mini-series. Last, guardswomen don’t get married so fast. They need the queen’s permission. Guardswomen swear their allegiance to the queen,” Michal pointed out.

“Time for everyone to go home. We have to let Leah do her job,” Orly stated.

*****
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OUTSIDE GILA SEND NAOMI back to the Rosenbergs and she stayed to talk to Pinchas.

“Why were you going to leave?”

“You are going to be a superstar. Not that you want to, but you will feel it is your duty to help make the prophecy come true,” Pinchas replied.

“What about Ronit’s advice?”

“What about it?”

“Do you love me?”

“More than my own life. Sasha walked away from Hadassah because he loved her. He gave her up because it was the best thing for her.”

“You are an idiot! How can you compare a relationship between an Almiyan and a Hoshiyan to two Hoshiyans?”

“Did the King give up on Hadassah? He married her, knowing she could die any second. The King understood even one second was enough to call her his wife. The Malogoths made her hideous on purpose. Judge Drori’s sketches of her were after all the surgeries. Hard to image how bad it was before.”

“I am not so arrogant that I can compare myself to King Daniel and his ability to love. I am a flawed human.”

Gila crouched next to Pinchas so their faces would be opposite each other.

“Pinchas, I lived with the King and Queen. I learned what love is all about. Patience, flexibility, caring, communication and humor. When Simon met Aviva, the first-time sparks flew in every direction. David learned from his father. He and Gefen are so happy together.”

“Pinchas, we aren’t eighteen-year-olds. Let’s not let this chance for happiness slip by us.”

Tears fell from Pincha’s eyes against his will. 

“You big oaf, you haven’t lost me. Maybe Ronit is smarter than both of us.”

“Your photo is plastered all over the internet. That video from the riot has had over five million views.”

Gila smiled.

“That’s all a guardswoman is worth five million views?”

All at once, Gila realized what it meant. That means Hadassah had seen it. Tears poured from her eyes.

Concerned, Pinchas pulled out a handkerchief and handed it to Gila.

“What’s wrong?”

“That means Hadassah and Gila have seen the video. Those idiots have the wrong subject and time. The real superstars are Sasha and Gila.”

“Gila, don’t mention it. The two of them have suffered enough. He is worthy of her. Don’t try to sell Hadassah to Leah Shoshani. She doesn’t want the attention.”

*****
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THE NEXT EVENING, ORLY received a phone call from Prof. Yair Aluz.

“Orly, I sequenced Leah’s sample. I have a data base of every Hoshiyan in Israel and many from the rest of the world. She is definitely a Shoshani. Mazal Tov, Orly, you found a new relative.”

“Thank you, Professor. You have been a great help.
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Rav Elazar
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Ronit left the Shoshani’s home. She needed time to reflect. Ronit headed for the park in the middle of town. The municipality had built the park on the side of a hill. They designed a small waterfall that dropped into a pond filled with large gold fish. She found the sound of the water relaxed her.

Night had fallen. A number of couples were walking in the cool evening air. Forty meters to her left was a workout center. Five young men were working out. After ten minutes a slight man with a full beard approached the workout center. He was wearing running shoes, shorts, and a polo shirt.

He leaped up and grabbed the parallel bar. He pulled himself up till his chin was above the bar. His body dropped, and he was already pulling himself up. After the twentieth time, the others stopped what they were doing and watched. 

After twenty-five pull-ups, he dropped lightly to the ground. He took off running as if he hadn’t exerted himself. The man ran five meters from her. Ronit was shocked to see that it was Rav Elazar HaCohen.

Ronit was confused. From his demeanor, she thought he was only feeble scholar. Because she was watching Rav Elazar, she didn’t pay attention to who came walking up to her. 

“Ronit.” There was no response. The next time it was louder.

“Ronit.”

Startled, Ronit turned to find Hadassah Aharoni standing there with a gym bag on her shoulder.

“Ah, sorry, Hadassah. I was distracted.”

“I see that,” Hadassah said, pointing to the fading shape of Rav Elazar.

Hadassah sat on the bench next to her. 

“Are you okay?”

“No.”

“What’s wrong?” Hadassah asked, concerned.

“First, I stuck my foot in my mouth at a meeting at Orly Shoshani’s house.”

“You mean the meeting about Leah Shoshani?”

“Yes. MGM wants to hire Gila as their new superhero.”

“Oh!”

“Orly called me to come over to give my opinion what Gila should do if she signs a contract with MGM.”

“Did your foot taste good?” Hadassah kidded her.

“I said if I had a man like Pinchas Shamir with me when I started out as a model, life would have been easier.”

“So, they said the King wouldn’t permit him to be her bodyguard. It’s a problem ‘echud’.

“I don’t understand what the problem was?”

“Well, I shoved both feet in when I said, not her bodyguard, but her agent and husband!”

“Oh.” Hadassah shocked Ronit. She leaned over and Hadassah hugged and kissed her on the cheek.

“I love you, Ronit. Those two are made for each other. Pinchas has to adjust that she doesn’t need him to protect her.”

“I hope Gila knows you are the best friend in the world.”

“She had better, or I’ll kick her rear.”

Both ladies laughed.

“Ronit, I saw you watching Rav Elazar HaCohen. You need to be careful.”

“Why?”

“Our sages teach us that once a man and woman are married, they are one. Rav Elazar believes his wife’s cancer was his fault.”

“What?”

“Elazar HaCohen volunteered for Duvdevan, the anti-terrorist unit. They hunt down terrorists. They dress as Arabs and walk up to them in Arab towns and execute them from a distance of two to three meters.”

“Elazar, killed fifteen terrorists that way. When he left the army, he joined Rav Elisha’s Kollel (religious study center for men). The deaths weighed heavily upon him. He was in a process of repentance. Things seemed better. Rav Elisha introduced him to his late wife. Four months later they were engaged. After another three months later, they were married.

Detza was born ten months afterwards. Elazar continued his studies and became a Rav. He is a brilliant thinker and teacher. Out of the blue, his wife got cancer. She died within two months of the prognosis.”

“You also need to understand, Rav Elazar is one of the twenty-five men on the Palestinian list with bounties on their heads. Number one on the list is Prof. Yoshua Rosenberg. Number eighteen is Elazar HaCohen.”

Ronit stared at Hadassah. She had no idea the mild manner scholar had such a serious background.

“Detza is in my kindergarten. Since her mother died, she clings on to my skirt the entire day. The only child she plays with alone is Pinchas’s niece, Ora.”

“Chaim Rosenberg came to see me. He is looking more and more like his brother, David. Chaim said he is in Rav Elazar’s class at the yeshiva.

“So, why are you talking with me, Chaim.”

“Perhaps I might want to consider Rav Elazar as a potential spouse. Sasha is a friend of Pinchas Shamir. Pinchas is your friend. That’s how I found out about your relationship with Detza,” Chaim told me.

“Chaim, that is a huge jump from daycare to considering one of my children’s fathers as a potential spouse,” I told him.

“What do you think of him?”

“Chaim, aren’t you young to be playing matchmaker?”

“You didn’t answer my question?”

“I know little about him. I am crazy about Detza. She is such a good girl. Perhaps, if I was better informed about her father.”

“Oh. If that is the case, you need to know something else.”

“What?”

“He sleeps with a loaded pistol under his pillow and a knife strapped to his leg.”

“How do you know all these things?”

“His cousin is a guardswoman. She’s friends with Naomi Shoshani. Naomi and I are friends. She’s worried about him.”

“Chaim is correct. I am friends with his cousin as well. He goes to sleep armed like Prof. Rosenberg.

“Hadassah, if you know so much about him, how was his married life.”

“Neither of them ever complained as far as I know. He is a deeply spiritual and ethical man. Rav Elazar’s love for his daughter is limitless. He understands she needs a mother figure in her life. Both grandmothers help. Detza often falls asleep crying for her mother in her grandmother’s arms.” 

“Sounds like a lot a trouble.”

“Ronit, nothing is perfect. Look at me and Sasha. If Rav Elazar is half the man Sasha is, grab him with both hands.”

“Ronit, I heard from your brother, that when you entered the marquee, Sasha was the only man that didn’t stare at you. Is it true?”

Ronit leaned towards Hadassah and kissed her. 

“Sasha has eyes only for one woman.”

Hadassah grinned from ear to ear. 

“Guardswoman Aharoni, you have found a man worthy of your love.” 

“I know. Now I pray three times a day for Prof. Rosenberg to come to his senses. The revelation of the unknown prophecy about the guardswomen singing in Jerusalem has given everyone new hope. I don’t know how long it will take, but I am positive Sasha will wait for me.”

“Ronit, I have to say, I am so impressed with you. You could have any man on the planet. Still, you seek an honest, ethical, upright man. Money, fame, and power hold no sway for you. You are an Eshet Chayel, a woman of praise.”

“Coming from you, that is serious. I am humbled by your praise,” Ronit replied.

“I just thought of something,” Hadassah said with a big smile. 

“What?” 

“Let’s approach Zvi and Pinchas with an idea of opening the gym to classes. I could teach the ladies, and they could teach the men. We could arrange the hours so when you finish the men come in later. We can have Pinchas convince Elazar that it would be good therapy.”

“Not only are you beautiful, you are smart, Hadassah.”

“Ronit when I see you, I ponder on my namesake. If the queen was the most beautiful woman ever to grace our land, she must have looked like you.”

Ronit blushed deep red. 

“You compare me to Queen Hadassah?”

“Most people do. I can tell you that even the guardswomen look to you as a model of proper behavior.”
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Democracy Trampled
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Ali Abu Nasir’s divided his days between time on the internet providing moral support to his followers, and raising funds. He now learned the art of survival from his two Egyptian bodyguards Masud (Nadav Abash) and Abasi (Lior Baglan). 

The next morning his bodyguards Masud left early in the morning with the van. He returned at 09:30. In the meantime, Abasi and Ali, drew an outline of the door they would cut out of the wall. 

Abasi went to the other side to the boiler room. He returned with a scrap of paper with measurements. 

“Ali, there isn’t enough room on the other side to have a regular swinging door. We will make a sliding door. I will call Masud. I’ll tell him buy tracks for a sliding door,” Abasi told Ali.

Ali and Abasi waited for Masud at the back door that led to the basement. They unloaded the van of all its supplies and tools.

“We are lucky that the yeshiva’s kitchen is directly above us. It provides constant noise for ten hours a day. It will drown out our knocking down the wall,” Masud commented.

“What are your plans for this escape route?” Ali inquired.

“We would use a disc normally to cut out a door. This room doesn’t have enough circulation to take the dust out. So, we will used hammers, they make less dust,” Abasi explained. 

“After we finish, what then?”

“We will build a steel sliding door. On this side we will fill in the doorway with drywall. You can easily smash your way through it. Once we close the seams, it will look like an untouched wall.”

“You will leave a backpack with essentials. Two simple hats, two shirts, sandals, first-aid kit, knife, money, water, burner phone and energy bars,” Masud explained.

You go through the drywall and pull the steel door to close the space. We will place a steel pipe on the doorframe. It will drop into the loops on the door, locking it in place. The door can stop low caliber and hollow point bullets. At the end of the boiler room is a window you can crawl through to get outside the building. We will leave a three-step ladder there, to help you climb out the window,” Abasi expounded.

“Where do I go once; I am out the window?”

“We searched the neighborhood and those surrounding here. Head for Shuk Machne Yehuda. Now that there are bars and restaurants there, it has people from early in the morning till after 01:00. Get lost in a crowd,” Masud suggested.

“Okay, I’ve escaped, but to where?”

“We are working on that problem. Our basic assumption is that the PA will find us. If we don’t have another safe house, turn yourself over to the Border Police. Being them is preferable to falling into the hands of the Palestinian Authorities butchers.”

“Abasi, you talk as if they will find us for sure.”

“Ali, finding us is only a matter of time.”

It took them five days to arrange the escape route. They could only work when the kitchen was full of people working. Two days later, NIA agents watching the building caught two PA undercover policemen. The NIA agents knocked out the Palestinians with tranquilizer darts. They planted on them five hundred pills of oxycodone. The tranquilizer they used kept them out only for twenty minutes. 

After ten minutes, they made an anonymous phone call to the police.

“I saw two Arabs trying to sell pills to Yeshiva students in Makor Baruch on Piki’in St. They are acting strange. I think they are sampling their own goods.” Abasi closed his burner phone. He took out the battery and threw the phone on the floor and stomped on it six times. He threw the parts in three different garbage bins.

The police arrived two minutes after the undercover Palestinian policemen woke up. They were disoriented. The police saw the bag of pills. The police arrested them on drug charges. When they were searched, the police found their guns. When the serial numbers were run through the computer, the police found they were stolen.

Abasi returned from shopping, agitated. 

“What’s wrong, Abasi?” Ali asked, looking up from his computer.

“The Palestinian Authority has increased the reward for you. Now, the reward is for twenty-five thousand USD, dead or alive.” 

At that moment, Masud’s phone rang. 

“Masud, its grandmother (Orly Shoshani). We have terrible news. The Qalandiya refugee camp has been a big supporter of the PMD. We dispersed twelve business loans, and set up a dental service for school children. The PA has arrested everyone who received money from the PMD. The Palestinian Authority has declared the PMD as a front for the Israeli Shin Bet.”

“The PA fell on the refugee camp with four hundred policemen. When people came into the streets, they opened fire with live ammunition.”

“My God, how many people were killed?” Masud inquired.

“What is this about people dying?” Ali asked.

“The PA has arrested everyone who received money from the PMD. The police opened fire on people before they could protest,” Masud replied.

“Who is on the phone?”

“Grandmother. I’ll put the phone on speaker.”

“Ali, my dear son, you must leave there. There are three hit teams coming to the neighborhood to search for you. You were safe for nine days, hiding in a Jewish building. You need to move and live like a Jew to hide from the PA assassins.”

“How can I do that?”

“I have contacts with special people. They established an organization named Lehava. It fights assimilation in the Holy Land. Mostly, Jewish girls marrying Muslim men. Lehava leadership helps those already trapped in Arab marriages and reach out to girls, before they reach villages and are gone.”

“They have agreed to put together a file for you. You are Ali, the son of Rivka Toledo who married a Muslim. Your mother has recently died of cancer. Before she died, she told you she was Jewish and so are you. She wants you to go live with her parents. Your name will be Eli.”

“This cover will explain why you know nothing about Judaism. I arranged files for Abasi and Masud. They will be known Lior and Nadav. The three of you will go to a Yeshiva in Sderot. We will arrange everything for you there.”

“Why would the Jews help us?”

“They aren’t helping us. They are helping Eli, Lior and Nadav.”

“But why would they make up files for us?”

“Ali, my dear innocent boy, I blackmailed them. Instead of sitting in jail for twenty years, they now have three new success stories.”

“Ali, don’t feel bad for the Jews. I received a Fatwa from my Iman. It covers our entire operation. Nothing we do is sinful. The Iman stated we are righteous people helping our fellow Muslims.”

“I didn’t know you were religious.”

“Ali, isn’t everything we do for the glory of Allah?”

“May Allah be praised!” Ali replied.

“Now get out of there.”

“Ali, grab your computer and your bag. Masud, get the emergency pack. I will go outside and see if the street is clear.”

Two minutes later, Abasi returned with his pistol in his hand. Masud pulled out his gun. 

“Outside are three-armed PA agents. They are carrying short Uzi submachine guns. Out the escape route,” Abasi ordered.

Masud ran the four steps and hit the drywall. He broke through it with ease. Ali came next with only his computer. Abasi followed Ali. He glanced at the room as the PA agents came through the door. Masud rammed the steel door closed. Abasi grabbed the emergency pack. He ran to the little ladder and climbed to the top and peered out the window.

“Come quick, the coast is clear,” Abasi encouraged them. This was followed fifteen seconds of pinging as bullets of the assassins bounce off and dented the door.

Abasi opened the window and climbed out into the small interior courtyard of the Yeshiva. He reached his hand back inside the room. He hauled Ali out and set him on his feet. Masud got out on his own. The pounding on the door could be heard throughout the building.

Across the courtyard was an open door. The three of them ran towards it. It led to central study hall of the Yeshiva. There sat three to four hundred young men studying Talmud. They looked up at the three strangers.

Abasi ran to a teacher. Whispered in his ear. The teacher slammed his huge tome of the Talmud on his lectern. 

“At once close the door to the courtyard. Now, everyone evacuate the building in an orderly manner. No shoving, no screaming, with dignity we will leave, but quickly.”

“Myself and two other teachers are armed. We will barricade ourselves behind tables.”

“I’ll stay and help.” 

“Eli and I will leave with the students,” Abasi informed Masud.

They flipped several tables. They took cover and waited to see what would transpire.

Two minutes later, they perceived someone trying to open the locked door. Automatic gun fire followed. The area around the lock was blown to pieces. Bullets sprayed into the room. They kicked in the door, as the last students filled out. Lior laid on the ground and peeked his head around the end of the table. He saw two pairs of legs. He aimed carefully and squeezed of two rounds. Lior shifted slightly as he heard the first screams and fired again. More screams followed. 

The third assassin sprayed the study hall with his entire magazine. When they heard click. The four Israelis stood and opened fired. Six of the eight shots hit the central mass of the Palestinian Authority undercover policeman. He was dead before he hit the floor. The other two threw down their weapons and begged for mercy.

Lior walked over to the teacher. He threw his arms around him and kissed him. 

“Don’t tell my sister too many details. It will only upset her.”

“I’ll tell her you warned us.”

“Thanks, glad to see you have some security here.”

“Who was the Arab with Nadav?”

“That is the Palestinian Authorities No. One criminal, Ali Abu Nasir.”

“What is an NIA agent doing with an Arab terrorist?”

“He doesn’t know who we are. We own him. The Shin Bet think Orly Shoshani is running him for them.”

“Lior, be careful. You are my favorite brother-in-law. Lior, we have the same pistol. Let’s switch barrels. The forensics won’t be identical, but enough to convince the police that I fire the shots that killed the Palestinians.” They switched barrels. 

“Thank you for everything.” With that, Lior raced out of the study hall before the police arrived.

*****
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LIOR CALLED NADAV.

“We are next to the van. Join us.”

Masud and Ali sat in the car waiting for Abasi. 

“How long will it take us to reach Sderot?” Ali inquired.

That was the last thing he would ever say. They had forgotten about the second hit-team. The three assassins stepped out of the shadows and open fire. They emptied their magazines into the front section of the car. Nadav never had a chance to draw his gun. 

Lior heard the gun fire as he rounded the corner. He whipped out his pistol that was between his belt and spinal cord. He fired two bullets into the back of the assassin in front of him. Lior dropped to the road and rolled toward three large garbage bins. 

The 9 mm slugs from their mini-Uzis tore apart the plastic garbage bins. Both killers were on the other side of the van. One was firing over the hood and the second from the rear.

When the shooting stopped. Lior realized they were reloading. He had a maximum five to six seconds. Lior rolled to his right three times. He now had a clear shot at the rear of the van. Lior aimed at a point one meter about the road. 

Sure enough, the assassin had crouched down and stuck his head out to locate the last bodyguard. Lior squeezed the trigger twice. One hit the Palestinian policeman in the sternum. As he was thrown backward the second shot hit him in the upper thigh, splicing through his femoral artery. If the bullet to the chest didn’t kill the Palestinian, the bullet to his thigh would cause him to bleed out in two to five minutes.

The last killer opened fire on Lior’s previous position. He never saw the Israeli policewoman coming from behind. She fired four rounds into his back. His back arched back. His arms flew in the air along with his mini-Uzi.

With the van between Lior and policewoman, Lior slipped away. Tears fell from his eyes. Nadav and he had been friends since kindergarten. Yeshiva students flooded the street from before. Lior slipped through the crowd. Once on the other side, he called Orly to give her the bad news.

“Baruch dayan emet (blessed be the true judge) Lior, any chance either survived?”

“The Palestinians each fired a full clip into the van’s cabin. Less than one percent chance of survival.”

“Lior, go to Machne Yehuda Shuk. When you cross the street to the main lane of the shuk, the third stall on the right is a Hoshiyan. I will call him. He will hide you
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