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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’ name was a dedication. Dedicated to the King: the Light of Justice. 

Yoshua posts 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. 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 chapel area is given 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? 
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The chief of staff arrived at the military prison accompanied only by his personal aide.

Major Shimon Bar Allon met him at the gate of the prison and escorted him to his office. 

“Major, please bring your special guests here and leave me with them,” the Chief of Staff (CoS) ordered.

Shimon saluted his commander and left.

Five minutes later, Seth, Yeshayahu, Elisha and Ysrael stood in front of the seated CoS.

“Whose insane idea was this escapade?” the CoS asked.

The four men stepped forward.

The CoS lowered his head and shook it. 

“Your loyalty to each other is commendable, but unless you want to sit in jail for the next twenty-five years, you will tell me who the ringleader is of this insanity.”

No one moved.

“You have created an international incident of gigantic proportions. Russian intelligence is having a fit and complained to the Americans. The US president got an earful from Putin. The president chewed out the US chief of staff, who bite off the Director of the CIA. Afterwards, the Director of the CIA freaked out. He screamed at the Director of the Mossad. Eitan Yardeni, the Director of the Mossad, complained to the prime minister, and it ended up on my head. Everyone wants someone to pay.”

“General, the major keeps a 9 mm Glock in his top draw. Take it out and use it,” Ysrael challenged him.

“Ysrael Rosenberg, do you believe that since you are a police officer, I don’t have jurisdiction over you? Well, you are wrong.”

“Sir, one boy is my nephew. If my brother was here instead of Spain, do you believe he could have acted differently?” Ysrael asked.

“I fought alongside your brother many times. In fact, he took a bullet for me. You are correct. He could have gone over by himself. That doesn’t make your actions correct. Why not let the rangers do the job?” the CoS asked.

“That is easy. We could do the job faster and better than your best,” Elisha answered.

“I am surprised at you, Rav Elisha. Since when are you arrogant.”

“This isn’t arrogance, sir. I am stating a fact. We got in, got out, and lost no one,” Elisha replied.

“Don’t believe that we aren’t aware of what transpired in Syria. You will turn over the names of the men that accompanied you. We’ve arrested your parents. The Mossad is interrogating right now,” the CoS informed them.

“Oh, that was a mistake, General,” Seth told him.

“We know Mrs. Rivka Arieli is the best teacher of archery in the country for decades. She must have trained them and knows their identities.”

“You do not understand how popular the Arielis are here and abroad. If you think Putin was a pain, you will find out why my uncle is No.1 bestselling author. Hundreds of thousands will take to the streets to demand their release.” Yeshayahu told the CoS.

“Are you threatening me, Colonel?”

“No, sir, only telling you facts.”

The Chief of Staff’s phone rang. He picked it up and listened. His face turned red. He turned to look at Yeshayahu.

“Twenty thousand people are protesting in silence in front of a supposedly secret Mossad facility. No one is speaking. They are holding signs protesting the detention of the Arielis. Every minute more people are coming.”

The phone rang again, and the CoS listened for two minutes and he closed the line. 

“A hundred thousand people have laid siege to the Knesset. The prime minister is there, along with his ministers. The Knesset guards have opened the gates and the protesters have sealed off the entire building. No one is moving. There are no speeches. The people are reading psalms. What the hell is going on?”

The phone rang again. Again, the CoS listened for three minutes. At the end he said, “I understand.” 

“The police attempted to stop buses from going to Jerusalem. The people mobbed the police men, disarmed and moved them aside at fifteen different road blocks. There are no reported injuries. Channel 10 estimates that over two hundred thousand people are heading for Jerusalem.”

“Why is Benyamin Arieli and David Rosenberg so important? Why are the people acting insane?” the CoS demanded, slamming his fists on the desk.

Seth deflected the question with a description of the Arielis.

“You are witnessing genuine leadership. Dr. Michael Arieli doesn’t say one thing and do something else. Dr. Arieli leads by example. He is a renowned doctor, Torah scholar, and kabbalist. You will find the Arielis humble, charitable, giving, loving, sensitive, and God-fearing. Benyamin Arieli, their son, my friend, fell on me to protect me from a grenade. He died in his father’s arms after surgery that failed to save him. I would die for them as their son died for me,” Seth said with wretched expression on his face.

There was a knock on the door. Major Bar Allon walked in with the Chief of Staff’s aide. 

“General, turn on the television. There are reports of protests in the US, Canada, Europe and Israel demanding the release of the Arielis.”

Shimon picked up the remote and turned on the TV. Every news channel had stories of the worldwide protests. In Los Angeles, it was three in the morning. Yet twenty thousand people stood around the Israeli consulate’s home.

On CNN, the reporter stood shaking her head.

“Tens of thousands of people have gathered here in front of the Israeli consulate’s home. Everyone has a candle. They are reading psalms in silence. There is no shoving, violence, or trouble of any kind. There are several signs, but no more. Written in Hebrew and English, they say, Release the Arielis.”

“Elisha, you can stop this insanity,” the CoS said.

“No, you can stop this. Get the Mossad to release an elderly couple. They have never said a single word against the State of Israel. My father has remained apolitical throughout these years. Many urged him to enter politics. He refused.

“My father served in the paratroopers for many years after he could have retired. His dedication to the health of his regiment is documented with the five separate times he received medals for valor. He is one hundred percent loyal to the State of Israel.”

“My parents have no idea who accompanied us to Syria. Even if my mother taught them archery, as children, she won’t who they are today. You have turned a win-win situation into a lose-lose situation will. Only our enemies will benefit from the government’s ill-conceived actions.”

The phone rang again. This time, it was the prime minister. The Chief of Staff listened for several minutes and disconnected the call. 

“The prime minister will support the president in giving you pardon, if you stop the protests,” the Chief of Staff offered.

“You still don’t understand. Yeshayahu told you to take out the Glock and shot us. We will never give up our soldiers. Loyalty creates comradery. That allows you to lead. Why should I make my men suffer for my personal gain? I’ve said my goodbyes to my family and am ready to die. I have filled my life with meaning. If I was ready to die to save my son and future son-in-law, I’m ready to die now. You will prevent me from dancing at their weddings, but I will die with a clear conscious,” Elisha told the Chief of Staff.

“Are you people insane?”

The four dropped to their knees and bent their heads forward.

“Get on your feet. No one will die here today,”

Seth lifted his head and whispered.

“Release the Arielis.”

*****
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AT 6:30 AM SOMEONE pounded on the door. Sasha answered the door to find Itamar Yavetz and two guards from the consulate.

“Good morning Itamar, what brings you here so early in the morning?” Sasha asked.

“Nothing good. There are the protests in Israel and around the world because the government arrest Dr. and Rebbetzin Arieli?” Itamar asked.

Yoshua and Ruth entered the living room, both saying,

Boker Tov (Good Morning).

“Not a good morning, professor. I have direct orders from the Prime Minister to take away your passport.”

“What?!” Yoshua shouted.

Yoshua’s shout brought the team to the living room.

“Professor, let’s not argue. I don’t like this. But I have no choice, unless I want to revolt against the government.”

“Is the government so afraid of me?” Yoshua asked.

“Damn right they are. Your brother is in prison and they fear you will try to break him out,” Itamar replied.

Hadassah Aharoni and Gila Chamadi moved in front of Ruth and took up combat ready stances.

“Stand down, girls, there won’t be any violence here. Professor, please hand over your passport and no one gets hurt or arrested or fired.”

Aviva Berger slipped out of the room. She came back while Yoshua and Itamar stare each with snarls.

Aviva handed Itamar Yoshua’s passport. 

“Men can be so stupid. We’d have a better world if ran by women,” Aviva commented.

Yoshua stared at Aviva, shocked. 

“No one has betrayed you, Yoshua. Itamar is your friend, but he is also a government official. Let him do his job, and this will blow over. The government has climbed out on a high and tiny limb. They will have to retreat or the government will fall.”

*****
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EVERYONE WHO HAD A beef with the government joined the protest. However, whenever any of them tried to be vocal, the others silenced them with signs, “No speaking”. The city was at a virtual standstill. Two hundred thousand people inundated the government buildings.

After eighteen hours, the prime minister appeared on television.

“The government has released Dr. and Rebbetzin Arieli after they cooperated with the Mossad and Shin Bet.”

Without a word, the protesters turned around and headed home. No trash was left behind. The maintenance crew stared in amazement. There was nothing left behind to clean.

The prime minister turned to the president. 

“How could this happen? I’ve known the Arielis for over fifty years. Never knew they wield such power,” the prime minister said, stunned.

“Mr. Prime Minister, I too have known the Arielis for over fifty years. I never conceived that so-many people consider him their leader. He says little and does a much. We should follow his example. What will you do about the four officers in prison?”

“I don’t know?” the prime minister replied.

“Call Dr. Arieli and see if we can work out a deal,” the prime minister requested. 

“I had a deal in the works before you arrested them.”

“See if you can resurrect your deal with Dr. Arieli.” 

Two hours later, the president called the prime minister.

“I talked with Dr. Arieli and he repeated his previous proposal.”

“What is his proposal?”

“The officers will sign a confession. They will give up their commissions. There will be no trial. Two weeks after their signing the confessions, I will pardon them without announcing it to the public. Dr. Arieli will guarantee that no one will use the pardons for political or personal gain. Now that we are aware of his political power, I am sure if he guarantees the agreement, it will happen,” the president explained.

“All right, let’s do it, if Dr. Arieli guarantees the agreement.”

The prime minister turned to his aide. 

“Call the chief of staff and make him aware of the agreement,” the prime minister ordered.

“Mr. Prime Minister, I suggest after this is over you visit the Arielis and thank them. Be humble.”

*****
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ITAMAR’S PHONE RANG. 

“Hello?”

Itamar listened for three minutes, making only replies of yes and no. In the middle of the discussion, he handed back Yoshua with his passport.

“Thank you for calling,” Itamar replied as he closed his phone.

“The standoff is has finished. The government caved in and released the Arielis. There is a secret agreement between the imprisoned officers and the government. Your brother will be out of prison in two weeks. However, the four of them will have to give up their commissions.” Yoshua wrapped his arms around his wife as tears of joy fell from his eyes.

*****
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SIMON FOLLOWED ITAMAR outside.

“Unfortunate that you had to see the clannish behavior. The government put you in an untenable situation by your loyalties to your people and your country. Thank God Aviva had more sense than the rest of us,” Simon told Itamar.

“She is an incredible woman. You’re a lucky man to have Aviva in your life.”

“Thank you, Itamar. I am aware how fabulous Aviva is the entire time. I want to take her to England me meet the family. I will propose to her in front of the family,” Simon replied.

“Are you sure you will get approval?”

“I can’t of an Almiyan more qualified than Aviva to accept the existence of Hoshiya. She will be one of those rare outsiders that can live within Hoshiyan society.”

“I agree with you. She could have escaped with you. Instead, choose the risk of going to prison. That is an act of commitment. Good luck cousin, I hope the king will agree with you.”
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As agreed, the government released the four men two weeks after signing their confessions. They traveled to Jerusalem for a meeting with Dr. Arieli.

Father and son greeted each other with tears.

“Father, were you and mother treated well by the government?” Elisha asked.

Dr. Arieli laughed. 

“The interrogators came in acting tough, warning us of the dire consequences of not answering their questions. You should be proud of your mother. She tore into them, teaching them manners and how to honor the elderly. They tried to interrupt her, but she plowed on, blowing their questions away like chaff in the wind. Afterwards, she asked for a tea for both of us. Like two kittens, they got up and brought us tea,” Dr. Arieli told his son, laughing.

“The reaction of our people to our arrest created a dangerous situation opposite Yoshua. Do you know what the Tzurels, Aluzs, and Yaronis told us?”

“What father?”

“They prefer to wait two more generations that see us humiliated. We are so close. The prophet hinted that not only will we become one people, but other miracles will happen,” Dr. Arieli related.

Dr. Arieli turned to his nephew. 

“Yeshayahu, your reservists inundated us with queries. Your men are worried about who will command the battalion. Now that Seth has no influence in the army, the Northern Front commander could select an Almiyan. Your men fear making mistakes if they have a non-Hoshiyan commander,” Dr. Arieli informed Yeshayahu.

“Let’s hope Northern command will select my deputy commander, Major Aharon Ben Shamai. He is an excellent officer. Aharon completed the battalion commander course three months ago. He graduated at the top of his class. Did you know that one of his ancestors commanded the Queen’s Guard?” Yeshayahu replied.

“Elisha told me what transpired in prison. I am humbled by your dedication and loyalty to your men,” Dr. Arieli praised them and laid his hands on each one and blessed them.

“Let’s hope this doesn’t influence Yoshua too much,” Elisha commented.

*****
[image: ]


FAR AWAY IN SPAIN, Yoshua worried about his brother and the others. Ysrael kept him up-to-date on what transpired and the deal they made with the government.

“Ysrael, what will you do now? You won’t be in the police. That was your entire career,” Yoshua asked.

“I will open a school for anti-terrorist training. Many police forces across the globe have requested that I come train their men. Now it will be my profession. Seth and Yeshayahu said they will join me. Along Nachal Tsuba, south of Ein Kerem, is a plot of one hundred dumans of private land. The landowner is Seth’s friend. He wants to be a partner,” Ysrael told his brother.

“How are Yael and the kids?” Yoshua asked.

“Everyone is okay now that I am home. She worried more about you than me. Yael feared you could get into serious trouble if you broke me out,” Ysrael told his elder brother.

“Give her and the kids big kisses from us when you get out. Love you Ysrael.”

“Give a big kiss to Ruthie from us. Talk to you tomorrow.”

“Yoshua hung up, turned to his wife and gave her a big kiss. That’s from Ysrael and Yael.”

Ruth winked at her husband.

“One kiss?” she said, laughing. Yoshua smiled and kissed her again.

*****
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WHILE THE DRAMA PLAYED out at home, the archaeologists continued their research and reading of the chronicles. Everyone took their places. Yoni double checked his recording equipment worked. His last item he checked was the direct feed to their new website. The website contained the entire collection of Gefen’s previous recordings and live broadcasts. The public response flabbergasted everyone when the number of hits and likes jumped from tens to hundreds in three days. On the fourth day, the website crashed. Simon, with Sasha’s help, negotiated a new deal with their website provided for more memory. 

“Boss, the website has crashed again. The provider said that over a thousand people used the website yesterday!” 

“What are we going to do?” Ruth asked.

“We will have to ask for ten times the amount of memory for the website,” Simon explained. 

“Listen, instead of increasing it every time, get the maximum memory available,” Gefen suggested.

“Now that we have finished with the technical problems, let’s get back to work,” Ruth ordered them.
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Even though the guardswomen dressed modestly, they still turned most of the men’s heads.

The deputy consulate-general, Chelon Zamir, had watched Gila Chamadi from the first time he saw her. Yaffa Yavetz picked up on it at once. Yaffa was a close friend of one of Gila’s cousins. 

After two weeks, Yaffa invited Gila and Hadassah over for Shabbat lunch. 

“Honey, please invite Chelon to Shabbat lunch,” Yaffa requested of her husband.

“I thought you invited Gila and Hadassah?”

“I did.”

“You playing matchmaker?”

“Yes.” 

“Unofficially, Hadassah is spoken for.”

“Do you mean Sasha?” 

“Yes.”

“He’s an Almiyan, and she’s a guardswoman. That match will never happen until Yoshua accepts his true identity.”

“Darling, never say never, especially concerning Mr. Chrominsky. He was incarcerated for us and the dead of Nido.”

“I had no intention of belittling Sasha. Hadassah will not break with tradition. Besides, I didn’t have plans for Hadassah. I have observed how often Chelon watched Gila.”

Itamar chuckled. 

“Babe, outside of the professor, and my cousin, every man watched Gila walk by, even Mr. Efrati.”

“That includes you?”

Itamar wrapped his arms around his wife. He kissed her and whispered his answer. “Only a peak or two, babe.”

They both laughed.

“No problem, I’ll invite Chelon.”

Later that morning, Itamar caught Chelon by himself. 

“Chelon, I am inviting you to Shabbat lunch. Yaffa has invited Hadassah and Gila.” Chelon’s eyes opened to twice their normal size. 

“Yaffa thinks you and Gila could make a delightful couple. Why don’t you give the Dvar Torah and impress Gila?” Itamar suggested.

The team walked together to the consulate Shabbat morning for prayers. Afterwards, there was a kiddush. Everyone mingled together for an hour. Afterwards, lunch was served in the mess hall. 

Gila and Hadassah joined Itamar, Yaffa and Chelon. Gila smiled at everyone.

“Shabbat Shalom,” Gila pronounced to everyone. Hadassah smiled. She was distracted because Sasha was ten meters away with his back to her. Sasha and Aviva were deep in conversation.

Gila, always conscious of her environment, noticed Hadassah’s reaction to Sasha. She threw her arm around Hadassah’s shoulder and steered her around.

“Come on everyone, the food is on the hot tray waiting for us,” Yaffa informed them. Itamar took his two sons by the hands and wheeled them towards the gate of the consulate. Yaffa’s baby was snug on her mother’s stomach, strapped in a baby carrier. 

“We were lucky to find a house for rent on the other side of the Catholic school. It’s only a hundred meters from here.”

Itamar whispered to them. 

“We believe spies in the Catholic school are watching us. So, we speak only Hebrew or English.”

“None of our tongues from Hoshiya. Talk about food, weather, politics, or family matters,” Chelon added.

*****
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AS THEY EXITED THE consulate, Alberto’s team filmed them and recorded everything they said.

Alberto had added a Catholic Palestinian to his crew, who spoke fluent Hebrew. His name was George Baouardy. George was a linguist and spoke seven languages. He had the earphones of the directional microphone on his head.

“George, what are they talking about?” 

“The various salads Yaffa made and the main course, chamin.”

“What is chamin?”

“Religious Jews aren’t allowed to cook on the Shabbat. So, they prepare a dish which, after being cooked, can sit on a hot tray for fifteen to twenty hours. There are many recipes, but its basis is a carbohydrate, like, beans, rice, potatoes. To that they add some kind of meat, chicken or it is left vegetarian.”

“Ever eaten it?”

“Yes, chamin is very filling and if made well, is scrumptious.”

*****
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ONCE THEY GOT INTO the house, Yaffa made an announcement.

“In the house we have a Portable Eavesdropping Protection (PEP) Pack.”

“What is this PEP?” Gila inquired.

“The PEP is a compact, portable eavesdropping protection system. It has the ability to secure an environment against human and electronic eavesdropping,” Chelon stated.

“How does it work?” Gila inquired.

“It layers additional sound sources, such as music, nonsense syllables, and misinformation.”

“Why?” Hadassah asked.

“It creates a complex signal that renders eavesdropping and signal recovery methods ineffective, providing an environment safe for sensitive information to be discussed,” Chelon replied.

Everyone had an opinion about excavating the ravine for more tombstones. 

“I don’t believe the heavy stones could have washed along the ravine. However, people’s bones that weren’t eaten by wild animals might be found downstream,” Gila theorized.

Chelon said little. He sat smiling and staring at Gila most of the time.

“I’ve walked along the ravine with the children. Around two hundred and fifty meters downstream is a low causeway. I suppose people walked across when water flowed through the ravine,” Yaffa pointed out.

After finishing the main course, Itamar nodded to Chelon.

“Itamar requested I give a Dvar Torah.

“Our sages defined morality by the expression ben adam la-havero (norms between man and his fellow-man.)”. They included within this phrase, derekh eretz (“ways of the world”). The rabbis considered morality as one of the central pillars of Judaism: 

In the Ethics of the Fathers, we find two important mishnayot.

“Simon the Just said, ‘the world stands on three things: Torah, avodah (prayer), and acts of lovingkindness’” In another mishne, we find: (Avot 1:2). Hillel said, “What is hateful to yourself, do not do to your fellow-man. This is the entire Torah the rest is commentary. Study” (Babylonian Talmud, Shabbat 31a).”

“Jewish morality views the basic meaning of key moral terms similar to the rest of the world. For example, terms such as mishpat (justice), tzedakah (righteousness), chesed (kindness), and rachamim (compassion). Distinctive Jewish approaches to morality add unique qualities to the term.” 

“God’s involvement in moral dilemmas adds a feature of urgency and desire which is special to Judaism.”

“For I know their sorrows,” says God (Exodus 3:7). It shall come to pass that when he cries out unto Me I shall hear” (Exodus 22:26), Chelon quoted. 

“This is seen in the intense manner of the prophets. The principles of Judaism can’t tolerate injustice. Cruelty and human suffering destroy the foundations of society. Judaism did not present new definitions of moral terms to the world. Instead, it revealed the actual basis of morality: God not man, prophecy rather not wisdom. This reality causes man not to be unconcerned about a moral dilemma. 

“Righteousness was asleep until it was awakened by Abraham (Midrash Tehillim, Psalms 110),” Chelon quoted.

In Judaism, morality is not limited to deeds. It includes man’s thoughts, emotions, intentions, attitudes, and motives. These characteristics are subject to man’s regulation of moral judgement. The Bible warns against coveting (Exodus 20:14; Deuteronomy 5:18), against hating one’s brother (Leviticus 19:17), against “hardening one’s heart” (Deuteronomy 15:9, 10), while the rabbis preached against envy, desire, and anger (Mishnah Avot 2:11) and noted that “thinking about transgression may be worse than transgression itself” (Babylonian Talmud, Yoma29a),” Chelon quoted by heart.

“Jewish sensitivity, the power of speech to the harm and do good is unprecedented compared to other religions and societies.”

“Death and life are in the power of the tongue” (Proverbs 18:2 1). Man must be careful not to lie, curse or slander (Leviticus 19:11, 14, 16), nor to receive a false report or speak evil (Exodus 23: 1, Deuteronomy 19:16-18),” Gila added.

“Yes, that is correct.” 

“Our sages condemned the use of flattery, hypocrisy, and obscene speech. They urged the use of clean, pleasant, and non-abusive language. The rabbis encouraged proper greetings from everyone. This includes the need to cheer people with clean humor, proper reproach, and words of comfort in times of mourning (Babylonian Talmud, Bava Batra 9, Ta‘anit. 22a). Jewish law endowed the speech with legal power. This is especially true concerning vows and oaths. “He shall not breach his word. He should do according to all that proceeds from his mouth” (Numbers 30:3).”

In the ancient world, people exploited animals for work or sport with excessive brutality. Jewish morality includes man’s relationship with every living creature. God’s other living creations are viewed as partners in the building of civilization. So, they are entitled to rest on the Sabbath (Exodus 20:8-10). This is seen in Psalm 145:9 “the Lord is good to all and His tender mercies are over all His works.”

“Man must continue along the same path: as seen in Proverbs 12:10: A righteous man regards the life of his beast. Man must provide for his domesticated animals. He mustn’t inflict upon them any unnecessary pain (Babylonian Talmud, Bava Metzia 32b).” 

“The dignity of man is another distinctive feature of Jewish morality. Judaism demands respecting one another’s privacy. It includes that one shouldn’t cause others' humiliation or embarrassment. Our sages merged into Jewish law a special category of shame or indignity in awarding compensation for damages caused by another person (Babylonian Talmud, Bava Kama 8:1). They were aware of the dignity or worth shared by every human being. This included their sensitivity to the individual needs of people, depending upon each one’s self-image and standing in life.”

Everyone stomped their feet in approval. Gila gave Chelon a big smile. After the meal, Chelon escorted the girls back to the consulate. Aviva spotted them and came over.

“Excuse me, but I have guard duty in ten minutes. Shabbat Shalom,” Chelon said as he walked away.

“Nu, how was your meal?” Aviva asked as Ruth and Gefen joined them.

“Chelon impressed us with a Dvar Torah on ethics,” Hadassah commented.

“He’s handsome,” Gefen added.

“Chelon is dedicated to our project and reliable,” Ruth added.

“He’s smart and modest,” Hadassah contributed.

“Okay, okay, I get the message. He’s older than me by a number of years,” Gila commented.

“Your twenty-one and he’s twenty-nine. For a man, that’s good. It means he’s more mature,” Aviva commented.

Ruth wrapped her left arm around Gila’s shoulder.

“Everyone loves you and are concern for your welfare.” 
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NINA AND RAPHAEL


[image: ]


At 12:00 am, the Rosenbergs stumbled into their room after a long dinner and evening with Aviva and Simon. The professor supported his sleepy wife. 

Yoshua sat on the bed and pulled his wife to him and held her.

“Babe, I must be old. I am exhausted,” Yoshua said.

Ruthie ruffled his hair and kissed him on top of the head. 

“If I close my eyes, I will fall asleep standing here,” Ruthie replied. 

*****
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THE NEXT MORNING, SASHA approached the Rosenbergs.

“I want to talk to you about my Ph.D. thesis.”

“Okay, what’s on your mind?”

“I want to change the subject of my Ph.D. I want to do a theoretical degree,” Sasha said.

“You don’t want your Ph.D. on what we found here?” Ruthie asked.

“Anyone can to evaluate and write a thesis on what we have found. I am in a unique position to tackle the single most important question this excavation has brought up for discussion. I want to write my thesis on the pros and cons of whether Hoshiya and its people existed,” Yoshua told his shocked mentors.

“Boss, the amount of evidence in favor points to the chronicles being nonfiction.”

“Despite the serious facts against the chronicles being real?”

“This excavation has caused an uproar over many subjects. None of them are as important as whether Aharoni Dori’s chronicles are fact or fiction.”

“Sasha, you understand you will have to submit the change to the head of the department and the dean.” Yoshua commented.

“I prepared everything while at home. If you approve, I will send out the emails tonight.”

“Babe, this affects you more than me, as Sasha’s research paralleled your own,” Yoshua said.

“You have tremendous courage to take on such a tough subject, Sasha. If I hadn’t been part of this excavation, I advise against it. However, I can’t conceive of anyone who has more rights to tackle the question than you. The Spanish arrested, beat you, and threatened your life. Your life was in danger by being part of this team. You stood up to it and came out on top. I guess a couple professors in their ivory towers aren’t scary to you,” Ruthie said.

“Mazal Tov, Sasha, good luck,” Yoshua said, concerned for his student.

*****
[image: ]


THE NEXT MORNING, WHILE everyone got ready to leave for work, Gefen pulled Sasha aside.

“I am nervous about the recordings. I listened to the recordings downloaded from the internet. They are scratchy and not clear.” 

Sasha laughed.

“Gefen, you have the entire world eating out of your hand. Your job is to protect your throat.”

“Sasha, I have to read ahead to prepare, so the reading goes without mistakes. We are about to enter subjects I find foreign. I’m not sure if I can give them the right intonation and emphasis.”

“You used to work with Yasmine to prepare, but you will find Gila or Hadassah an adequate replacement,” Sasha suggested.

Gefen nodded at him.

“If I had an older brother, I’d want him to be like you,” she blurted out.

“Gefen, I appreciate that. You have made my day.” The two of them extended their right arms forward with their hands closed. They first bumped and smiled at each other.

*****
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WHEN THEY ARRIVED AT the Bet Midrash, the guards had smirks on their faces. 

“What’s going on, Dr. Rosenberg?” Gila asked.

“I’m not sure honey, but it appears everyone understands something we don’t.” When they arrived at the reinforced steel door, they found it already open. 

“Who is inside?” Ruthie asked.

“Oh, that is a surprise. A friend has come baring gifts,” the Amitai replied.

“Itamar said nothing to us last night when we arrived,” Yoshua replied.

“Itamar ordered us to keep it a secret, so it should be a big surprise.”

The team entered the Bet Midrash to find Andy Black standing in the entrance waiting for them.

Sasha reacted first and spoke in English.

“Andy, how wonderful that you visit us again. What brings you back to Nido?”

With the ice broken, Yoshua extended his hand to their American friend.

“Why is there a drop cloth on our studio?”

“Professor, before I show you what is under the drop cloth, I have to explain.”

“Please go on,” Yoshua said.

“The Shabbat that we spent with you changed our lives. When we got home, we began following everything about the excavation. Not only that, we got involved in our Jewish community. Our lives are so much richer now, thanks to you. We listen to the English translations of Gefen’s readings. The material has also caused us to transform our lives.” 

“I dabble in buying out equipment of companies that have gone bankrupt. Two weeks ago, I bought a recording studio for next to nothing.”

Andy pulled d the drop cloth and instead of their makeshift recording studio, there stood a modern, up-to-date studio. 

The team stood there in awe.

“It has three soundproof recording rooms and a control room. It turns out that one of your guards, Yoni Yerushalmi, ran a profession recording studio in Tel Aviv for several years.”

The man in the control room waved at him.

“Andy, we are flabbergasted. How can we every thank you?” Ruthie asked.

“Dr. Rosenberg, you opened your home and hearts to us; strangers you had never met. You, have changed our lives. My wife, now lights candles, every Shabbat. We decided organizing the purchase of the recording studio the best way we can thank you.” 

Gefen spent the next two days getting familiar with the new equipment and recording several tests.

“Gefen, we have been at this for two days and my opinion is we are both ready to produce high-quality recordings,” Yoni said. The next morning, they started where they had finished.

*****
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GEFEN WAITED FOR YONI to turn on the green light for her to go ahead. The light above the microphone changed from red to green, and Gefen read.

The little northern European Jewish community settled into their places in their small synagogue. My donations paid for wood, which kept the inside of the room dry and warm inside. People removed their outer layers of clothing. The money I gave allowed them to install double-glazed windows, which helped keep the place warm. Bitter cold winds blew over the slushy icy that laid along the city’s narrow twisted lanes.

I enjoyed these sessions with the community because it allowed me to talk about subjects close to my heart with an audience that understands me. 

Aharon smiled at everyone and began his story. 

Throughout the generations of my people in Hoshiya, one of the unusual characteristics of Arieli men was they married extraordinary women. When people reminisce about Arieli queens, they recall Queens: Dina Hadassah, Ronit, Chana and Rivka. However, Nina Arieli (nee Cohen) stands almost as tall Queen Hadassah, Mother of the Nation. Part of their greatness was because those queens stood on the shoulders of a giant like Nina Arieli. She blazed alternative paths in the wilderness of society to open the doors to the disadvantaged and women.

Border children grew up under hard conditions. They needed strong backs for farm work and courage to face the Kupelian raiders. Machiel and Hoshana (nee El-Chai) Cohen had twelve children. Their second eldest daughter was born in 507. They named the baby, Nina. She had Nolian origins from her maternal grandmother. She grew up with her grandmother’s stories of the hardships of the Nolian people until the Judeans came to their shores. Every Nolian felt the Judeans of Hoshiya had saved them from extinction. So, they showed fierce loyalty to their allies and partners, the Hoshiyans, in the fullest sense. 

Nina was born when no distinction existed between Nolians and Hoshiyans. Everyone considered themselves as one people. 

Nina’s family had a farm at Sde Achim (Fields of Brothers) located fifteen km south of the Kupelian border. Nolians settled this area for over four hundred years. Life along the northern border demanded from the citizens to be on their guard constantly against raids from Kupelian marauders. Any settlement within twenty miles of the border lived under a constant pressure of assaults by raiders. Children grew up fast on the northern border. From the age of five, every child learned archery, and at fourteen, both boys and girls guarded duty during the day on the tall watchtowers scanning the countryside for Kupelian raiders. 

Nina grew up under these difficult circumstances. A loving family and community offset the constant fear of theft and attack. Serving one’s family, village, province and nation had become an essential part of these hard-working people’s way of life. People who grew up on border understood they formed the first line of defense of the nation against the northerners that hated them because of their monotheistic beliefs.

Nina’s father had a vineyard and a small winery. They made two wines, one a light fruity white and full-bodied red wine. Kupelians bought their wine, and the raiders wanted to get it for free. The raiders targeted their winery many times. 

The army was on constant patrol along the northern border. Northern command always had roving units moving throughout the region twenty-four hours a day. Retribution for raids came swift and lethal. A raid resulting in the murdered Hoshiyan civilian resulted in the army tracking the raiders until they killed every one of them. The raiders turned kidnapping into a gigantic business. Kidnappers especially liked young healthy men. They sold them into slavery to the Marizians for galley slaves.

Nina always had a smile on her face and a friendly word for everyone. Nina Cohen had a striking face, a stunning mixture of Nolians and Judeans. She was lean and strong, like most of the hard-working border people. From a scrawny, lithe child, she blossomed into an attractive young lady.
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AT FOURTEEN, SHE TOOK up her bow and performed guard duty on the farm and in the village. Nina did guard duty with her two older siblings, Ophra and Oren. Their father had built two guard towers. One sibling guarded in each tower while the third patrolled below. Oren was patrolling when he heard a noise from the cave where they stored the wine. Oren removed his bell from the pouch dangling from his belt. He rang it with all his might and raised his bow, searching for a target. 

The Kupelian raiders jumped Oren with clubs and beat him. Nina was in the nearest tower. She raised her bow and fired three arrows in rapid order. The first arrow hit a raider in the calf. He screamed in pain and dropped his club. The second arrow hit another raider in the hip. He arched his back and hollered in pain. The third arrow pierced the upper left arm of the last raider.

Ophra was running to her siblings’ aid. At thirty paces out of the wine cellar, out came three Kupelians carrying barrels of wine. Ophra fired her five arrows at the thieves. The first arrow struck the left hand of the first thief, pinning him to a wooden barrel. The second arrow grazed the side of the second thief’s head. Third and fourth arrows hit the second barrel-carrying thief in both hands. He screamed and dropped the barrel. The last arrow hit the last thief in the left shoulder. They succeeded to wound and capture the six raiders. Nina slid down the emergency pole and ran to her sibling’s aid. 

Nina tore off her petticoat and bandaged her brother’s open wounds. While Nina took care of her brother, the rest of the family arrived armed. 

“Honey, help me tie up these Kupelians' feet,” Machiel request of his wife. After Nina finished with her brother, she came to the captives. 

“I’m going to cut off the shafts of the arrows. Their movement causes you pain.”

“Why are you helping us?” one raider asked.

“You are a human. Every human desires kindness.”

“Girl, you are naïve.” 

“Perhaps you will tell people at home that Hoshiyans are nice people.”

“The six Kupelians laughed, despite their pain.” 

Machiel lit the beacon fire and the village’s first response team arrived. Among the first response team was an ex-army paramedic. 

“Nina, can you assist me? I need to remove these arrows and sew these captive’s wounds.”

They finished treating the captured Kupelians. Afterwards, the paramedic and Nina walked to the well to wash her hands and face. 

“You should take the course for medics via the National Service. They have a one-year course in Ramat Tzion at the medical school.” 

When Nina finished high school, she volunteered for National Service. She followed the advice of the village’s paramedic and applied to become a medic. This included a yearlong course at new the Medical University at Ramat Tzion. The government covered the cost of the course. Every woman taking the course had to volunteer for another year of active service. Afterward, they had to do five years in the reserves. Girls who finished the two years of active duty could study further. They had the possibility of taking a short three-month course and receive a practical nurse’s degree. 
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RAPHAEL ARIELI ENTERED medical school in 526 as a military trainee. This deferred his military service until he graduated. Since Raphael had graduated from Sde Rachamim as a medic, the dean called
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