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About the Author


ELIJAH IS COMING, finds the Israeli Mossad looking to bring in some exceptional young kids into their secret service. After many months of searching, they find an orphan boy of fifteen named Elijah. His parents killed by a terrorist bomb, and his sister murdered by her jealous boyfriend, Elijah seems destined to danger. After a year of training with Israel’s best officers, Elijah is activated. He soon finds his new life taking him from Jordan to Australia, across deserts and seas, confronting kings to terrorists, and giants to simple men. And with the instincts and cunning of some of our greatest legendary warriors, he solves and completes his missions. Of course, somewhere along the way he meets the girl of his dreams. The only problem is, she was trained to kill him.

Elijah is Coming is an action packed, thought provoking story. Rumors are that most of the book is based on real events.

"As a Marine, they tell us to think outside the box.....well, this is way out of the box! I loved it."

-Sam Bennet, Ex-Marine and editor of A Marines Decision
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And David said, "The Lord who delivered me from the paw of the lion and from the paw of the bear, He will deliver me from the hand of this Philistine." And Saul said to David, "Go forth and may the Lord be with you."

1Samuel 17:37



"We cannot always build the future for our youth but we can help build our youth for the future".

Franklin D. Roosevelt, 1940.
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THE wind, a sick dog howling across the fields, moving the grass to and fro, reminding one of great paintings from long ago.

So much for days by gone. So much for people gone by.

Watching this, Eli tried to entrance himself with the aura that surrounded him, wishing to be engulfed in the magic of Mother Nature.

The slightly bending dirt path wound through a thick patch of woods which shadowed a brick house. Such a fine house, such a nice house. A picture house with its sun-kissed flower beds; vines gently, but with authority climbing the brick walls; a smoking chimney. Eli's house. Eli’s home. Just to look at it would warm a person.

Eli entered the house, and stood there frozen. He felt the force of gravity pulling him down. His sister, the only one left with him, lying naked on a fine sponge cushioned bed. The covers up to her thighs exhibiting a big round pregnant middle. Two white breasts hanging a little to their sides. Her face....glowing, radiant, angel-like. Her blond-brown hair sprayed over the pillow. What museum would not bow down to her.

And her throat. OH WHY! Why would anyone, someone...something, want to put a knife there?

****
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Elijah, whom everyone called Eli, stood there for a while. His mind seemed to stop functioning. Slowly, he looked around the room until his image appeared in the full-length mirror hanging on the wall just to his right. 

Eli had just turned 13 and according to Jewish doctrine was a man now. Even though he was of average size for his age, he was extremely strong. In fact, Eli was the second strongest in his school. The strongest was a colossus kid of fourteen. Everyone that knew him were continuously amazed at his acts of strength.

Eli's focus came back at the sound of something scraping across the tile floor. The hairs on his neck stood up straight. He always thought of this reaction as his spider senses. There, from behind sister's bed, a man stood up. He slowly reached over toward Eli’s sister and took the knife out of her neck. He made his way around from behind the bed. He hesitated for just a moment and then came running at Eli. He grabbed Eli's shirt and lifted the knife high into the air. At the crest of lifting his arm, Eli put his index finger and middle finger together, the rest of his hand in a fist. Eli then shot his fist, with the two fingers in front, into the man’s throat.

Eli didn't see the man's face; he was looking at the knife. He tried to take his fingers out from the man’s punctured throat, but there was something like suction grabbing at them. Eli jerked them out. The man, knife hand still in the air and eyes wide with surprise, fell straight back. As he exhaled his last dying breath, a thin spray of pinkish blood sprayed from the hole in the man’s throat over his face and chest. His body lay on the floor shivering as though the marble tiled floor was too cold.

It didn’t matter to Eli whether or not the man was dead. Somehow he knew that if he wasn’t, he soon would be.
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After washing his hand, Eli walked out of the house and started back up the path. There was a hill about 400 yards away; he could watch from there. He was hoping that one of his sister's friends would come by and discover the two dead bodies. If no one showed up by 8:00pm, he would go get some of his own friends and bring them to his house to listen to music...and...to make the gruesome discovery.

Music. Eli often wondered if he was addicted to music. As far back as he could remember he was listening to and loving music. All kinds. From the age of eight, all Eli ever asked for was music. His parents said that it made their life much easier on birthdays and holidays. They always knew that if they bought him a record or tape he would be thrilled. He had a lot of new music at home since he had just celebrated his Bar Mitzvah. Of course, all of his friends and relatives, knowing that all he wanted was music, bought him records as well for his thirteenth birthday.

At the top of the hill, Eli picked a spot where he could see his house as well as provide cover. Anyone looking around would be hard pressed to see him laying there. Settling into the grass, he watched, and waited.
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Maybe it was hearing the story people would tell in the neighborhood so many times that made Eli think that he remembered being born. He felt as though he had been there, watching his mother give birth to him. 

Giving birth is hard enough even when you have all the right people there to help.

It was really quite heroic. Eli's mom and dad were not well to do financially, so they stayed away from the doctor as much as possible. They thought his mom was eight months pregnant, but when the water broke they knew they were wrong.

There was no time to get to the hospital or call the doctor. She was ready. So, as the story goes, dad delivered Eli and cared for mom until he could get a midwife over to the house.

It was a great day to be born. Spring was at full speed, although, it was really summer weather. Eli was born in Israel and this small beautiful Mediterranean country has only two seasons: Summer and winter. The blistering 108 degrees told us that it was summer, in April. Tel-Aviv, being on the ocean had an amazing humidity factor. One could sweat so much that they would have to shower or change clothes at least three times a day. 

Going into the water at the beach when the temperature was over 105 was not allowed. The bathers would just float in the water with all but their heads submerged in the crisp, cool, blue sea, not feeling the blazing sun frying their brains, and would soon succumb to the often deadly heat stroke.

Maybe Eli didn’t really remember being born, but he did seem to remember many of his young experiences, and many they were. One of his mother's favorite stories was the time Eli was four years of age and he was riding his tricycle down the neighbor’s driveway, which was made of wood, a very expensive material in Israel. In order to save money, old man Shaul laid down a board of wood then left a space of about one inch, then laid another. Eli would go riding his bike over the wood, tika tika tika tika, his whole body shaking, his feet sticking out to the sides, white fisted knuckles gripping the handlebars, his loud tenor laughter resounding through the neighborhood. 

Old man Shaul would come running out of the house and give Eli a chapta (a smack to the back of the head) and tell him to never ride his bike down his driveway ever again.

Eli waited with revenge on his mind for the old man to leave his house, then went to the back and set old man Shaul’s house on fire. Fortunately, the fire scorched only a little bit of the back wall and went out.

His mom would also show an old black and white picture of when Eli was three. He was standing in a small child’s blow up pool. He was pulling at his six year old friend’s T-shirt with one hand and making a fist with the other. Eli's Mother explained to all that no one was allowed to come close to his pool. Eli remembered it very clearly.

In fact, Eli’s mom told these stories to every child and mother that she came into contact with. There was not a child in the neighborhood that people knew more about than Eli.

Eli was one to have deep thoughts as well. He remembered one day in the second grade; he was sitting on the steps in the school hallway crying. A teacher saw him and came to inquire as to why he was so upset. Eli answered that he thought he had to go to school only until the eighth grade, but today he found out that he had another four years of school called high school after that. It was a crushing thought to him. The teacher made note of this in his personal folder.
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It was ten minutes to eight. Eli was just about ready to go get some of his friends when he saw two of his sister's girlfriends and one male friend making their way toward the house. Why, he wondered, did life make us wait until the last possible moment?

People told him that it was called Murphy’s Law. And Murphy’s Law worked overtime on Eli.

He watched as they entered the house and then came running back out. The boy got past the porch then fell to his knees and started throwing up. The girls just stood there looking back into the house. One of the girls said something to the other. She started to cry and nodded her head, then left. Eli assumed that since they had no phone in the house, that the girl was leaving to find some help.

Ten minutes later two police cars and an ambulance drove up. They got out of the vehicles and went inside. Eli decided that now was a good time to show up, and so, down the path he came strolling. As soon as the crowd saw him he started to run towards the house. Stopping at the porch he said to the boy that was throwing up, "Nati, what’s going on?" Nati didn't look too good. Eli had heard the expression "turning green" but he really thought the boy looked it. The two girls looked at Eli and started crying again. The officer at the door took a step forward, "Are you Miss Barzel's brother?" Eli looked around at everyone, "Yes, what is going on?" 

"I am Sergeant Raviv. Your sister and an unknown man have been killed." Eli took a step back from the house and stared past the sergeant into the house. The officer came to put his hand on Eli's shoulder but he moved back another step. "Please," the sergeant said, "let me take you to my office. We will get a nurse to go with us and as soon as we know what happened, we’ll let you know." He braced himself because Eli made it look as though he was going to charge through the officer into the house. Then Eli bowed his head, slumped his shoulders and allowed the sergeant to walk him to the car.
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Only an hour had gone by when the sergeant walked into the room at the police station where Eli was lying down and said, "Eli, this is Dr. Veisental. We think it would be good if you talked to him a bit." Eli recognized the doctor. He was a child psychologist from school. All the kids would always make fun of him because he acted like the stereotypical shrink. There were times when Eli wanted to go up to him and say, "I don't believe that dreams mean anything," just to see his reaction.

Eli sat up as the doctor pulled up a chair next to him. The doctor looked back at the sergeant and nurse, they both nodded and left the room.

"First let me tell you that I am very sorry about your sister's death. I know you are no stranger to death but all the same..." It wasn't the best sympathy card ever written, but what can one really say about your sister being killed just two years after your parents are killed by a terrorist bomb left in a garbage can next to the bus stop they were waiting at.

Eli gazed at the floor and nodded his head. He looked at his hands hanging between his knees and noticed some blood on his fingernail. He put his other hand over it and began to rub his hands together like he saw people do when they were upset.

"Do you want to know how she died?"

"Yes." Eli answered.

"She was stabbed. We aren't sure if it was by an intruder or a boyfriend. We will need you to take a look at the body to see if you recognize him. Of course, it can wait until you are feeling up to it.

There was a quiet moment. The doctor put his finger under Eli's chin and tilted his head up and looked into his eyes.

"How do you feel about this?"

"I'm not sure." Eli thought it best to say as little as possible.

"Your Aunt will be here soon to pick you up. It would be best if you just stayed with her tonight and got your thoughts together. I’ll stop by tomorrow. Here is my phone number. If you want to talk to me before I see you, feel free to call." Eli nodded his head and looked back at the floor.

The doctor, eyes narrowed in thought, looked at Eli a little longer, then said goodbye and left the room.
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Two Months Later

ELI AWOKE WITH A HUNGRY APPETITE. GETTING DRESSED QUICKLY, HE played over in his head the plan he had worked out last night until he fell asleep.

But first, he needed some breakfast. He started out across the field into town. The first stop was Madeline's market. She always opened late; leaving the fresh, daily produce, milk, and breads sitting abandoned outside the store door.

Eli walked by and without stopping, reached into the warm box of breads and extracted two rolls.

Two buildings down was a small kiosk like store that sold assorted seeds, sodas, and candy. The sodas were stored in a fenced cage in the back alley, behind the store.

Eli had cut a small whole in the side of the cage, just big enough for him to reach in and take a bottle of coke from time to time. He wondered when the old man would find it out.

One more stop and breakfast would be served. He walked two more blocks and turned down Nordau Street. Aviva's butcher shop was trying to become a deli. She had a picture of some Italian shop in New York hanging behind the cash register. Everyday she put up another feature: Salami hanging from the ceiling. Rows of cheese lined up in a glass front counter. A wooden bench with cans of pickled cucumbers, green tomatoes, olives, peppers, and curried cabbage. Aviva had hired a young Arab boy to stand next to the bench, armed with a ladle, plastic bag, and a smile. Just about every customer that walked in would smell the pickled goods and stop to look. The boy would hold up the ladle heaping with olives and say, “How much would you like today?”

Since Aviva made the most profit off the olives, she had the boy expertly dip his ladle into the huge king olives, and scoop up some of the prettiest and most tempting of the olives. He would turn the ladle, just slightly, from side to side, making sure the customer saw the full beauty. She called this “Suggestive Marketing”.

When Eli walked in, she was looking at a listening tape of ‘Caruso Sings Verdi.’

She looked up and saw Eli at the door, then waved him in and asked, "Eli, do you think music would distract the customers from shopping?"

"Aviva, I think music should accompany everything we do." Eli answered as he handed the rolls to her.

She took a big bread knife out from under the counter and cut the rolls in half. "Yes, I agree, but, I think I would find myself standing there, just listening to a voice, a phrase, a lone flute." She walked over to the cheeses and took out a tub of cream cheese lightly seasoned with fresh dill.

Eli liked her. He handed her some green olives from the cans on the wooden bench. "Maybe you would. But, if we cannot stop a few times during the day and listen to the phrase of a lone flute, then what is it all about."

Aviva spread the cheese on the rolls. She then took the olives and broke the meat away from the pits. Eli took the broken pieces and placed them on the cream cheese, picked up the other half of the roll and topped the sandwich.

Aviva shrugged her shoulders, "I suppose you’re right. Some people have no music at their jobs. I guess I should count myself lucky." She wiped the counter top clean.

Eli nodded his head while he took a deep bite from his cream cheese and olive roll. He finished chewing and said, "Aviva. You are very fortunate. You have a great business. You have your health."

Aviva smiled and added, "And my good looks."

Eli took another bite from his sandwich. Aviva put her hands on her hips, squinted her eyes and said, "You had better tell me I have great looks or the food you are eating just doubled in price."

Eli put a lira on the counter and started to walk out. Aviva yelled after him, "Did anyone ever tell you that you have the grace of a gorilla!"

Eli left the store and lazily walked back down to Dizengoff street. He stopped at Café Express and sat down. An old waitress brought him a cup of coffee and sadly announced, "Café Hafooch," (coffee made with boiled milk, no water) and walked away. She was the mother of the owner and had been there serving coffee since....well, since forever.

It was summer vacation. The streets were coming alive with kids celebrating their freedom. Many of them knew, or knew of Eli. Those that were not intimidated nodded or said hello as they walked by. Those that were, just peeked at him from the side of their eyes.

Meir, Dudi, and Tal sat themselves down next to Eli. The old lady did not serve them since they did not drink coffee.

"We need to get going." Dudi said.

Eli started to get up but Meir put his hand on Eli’s arm, "Explain to me again what we're going to do. We're not going to fight? Right?"

Eli shook his head, "Relax. It's only one guy. But it is important that we not acknowledge any of the other guys. He can't know that we are all friends. OK? Just let me do the talking."

They all stood up and left. Eli imagined they were all playing the plan over in their heads. Dudi's brother, a year younger than all of them, came home one day kicking doors and cussing at all the furniture. Dudi came out of his room to see what was going on. His brother told him that this guy, about two years older than him and his gang, kept showing up at their soccer games and demanding to play. Even when it meant that someone else would have to sit out. He would bully everyone.

Today, they had tried to tell him that he couldn't play. He took the ball away from one of them and told them to try and take the ball away from him. When none of them dared to challenge him, he laughed and ran onto the field.

They then told him that none of them were going to play, they were all going to go home. He said fine, but that he would keep the ball until they came by tomorrow and played.

So they played.

When Dudi told Eli about it, he made this plan. The four of them would show up at the game, and tell the bully that they wanted to play and that four players would have to sit out, including him.

They were almost at the soccer field. Meir touched Eli's arm again and asked, "How is this going to stop him from coming back tomorrow and doing it again?" 

"Don't worry. It will." Eli answered.

Meir wasn't that worried until Eli said don't worry.

The four of them walked on to the soccer field like a flock of ducks in a V formation. Eli was in the point position. Without waiting for the players to notice them, he yelled out, “YO! We want to play. Four of you will have to get out.” Eli pointed his finger at the players he wanted out, “You, you, you, and you.”

The last ‘you’ was the bully. He walked up to Eli with a smile and said, “I think you are at the wrong game. You better leave.”

Eli looked the bully up from head to toe. He stood at least a whole head taller than Eli. His stringy, blond hair was parted on the side and came down just above his eyebrow. But it was a combination of his body language and eyes that told Eli who he was. A lonely kid. A bit nerdy. One of those kids always looking for a way to get into the in-crowd.

Eli picked his hand up and showed the bully his pointer finger and said, “You are standing in my space.” He took his finger and placed it in the middle of the bully’s breastplate, and pushed him back.

The pain in the bully’s chest was so great, that the bully almost fell backwards. Holding his chest in anger, he hissed, “You’re dead.”

At that moment Dudi’s younger brother stepped up next to Eli. The bully stopped as the rest of the players took a step up.

Meir mumbled a tasty Arabic curse. This was exactly what he was afraid of.

The bully’s expression had changed from one of anger and defiance to I’m the dead man. Eli took a step forward and asked, “What is your name?”

Everyone looked at him a bit confused. Tal, usually the quietest of them all, smiled and said, “He likes to know whose butt he is kicking.”

The players laughed a nervous laugh. Eli held his hand up, “There will be no butt kicking today. Unless that is what he wants.” Eli nodded his head in the direction of the bully.

“Is that what you want?” he asked.

“No.”

“Then what is your name?”

“Rafi.”

“OK Rafi, my name is Eli, and these are my friends. They come here almost everyday to enjoy a friendly game of soccer. You are more than welcome to come and play. But, you will have to wait your turn to play. Maybe you can be the ref while you are not playing. And if they are short a player, then you can play a whole game.”

Eli put his hand out. Rafi looked at it, then took it and they shook hands.

Eli smiled and patted him on the arm, and said, “Next cup of coffee is my treat.” Then he walked away with his three friends in tow.

Dudi’s brother Walked up to Rafi and put his hand out. They shook hands and he shouted out, “Let’s play!”

Meir, walking backwards, watched as Dudi’s younger brother and Rafi, the ex-bully, shook hands. He turned around and caught up with Eli and the others and mumbled, “I think I misunderstood the plan.”
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TWO YEARS LATER

First week of 9th grade

"DR. VEISENTAL." ELI’S TEACHER, MS. BANAI, CAME RUSHING IN WITH some papers. Her manner of speech was rapid and energetic. 

"Here is the boy's essay." She laid before him three pages torn from a notebook. Her students wrote a paper to exhibit their writing and Hebrew abilities so the teacher could verify at what level her students were. She brushed the dandruff off her shoulder and continued, "As I was saying, he rarely comes to school; I have never seen him do homework; his report card is on the border of failure. Sometimes I think teachers pass him because they don't want him in their classroom next year." She shuffled through some more papers as though there was some written backup to her statements. "Then - then I read this paper and, and..... it's good! Imaginative. Good writing. But most of all bizarre!" She came around to the front of the doctor's desk and pulled up a chair.  "So,” She brushed something off her skirt, “I was hoping you could see him and let me know if there is some way I can help him do better in school."

The doctor thought that she could use a calm-me-down-pill, but she was right. Israel is a country that must have well-educated citizens. Of course every country should, but it would be difficult to think of another country so dependent on the educational quality of its inhabitants.

The doctor finished reading the first paragraph. "He certainly grabs you from the beginning. I'll schedule him for first thing tomorrow. Please let him know." The doctor then pointed to Eli’s personal folder. "May I keep his folder and the essay?"

****
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Later that night, Dr. Veisental retired to his study room carrying his after-dinner cup of tea with nana (mint). He admired the dark golden color of the tea through the clear glass. Picking up Eli’s essay, he sat back in a brown leather armchair and began to read:


"And in the end, as the last few remaining alive, gazed over the ravaged city, piles of debris which once were buildings lying next to heaps of blackened metal which used to be cars. Of those of us left alive, we had not eaten since Tuesday. It was strange to think that we would surely all die tomorrow, Saturday, the day of rest."


The story went on describing vicious battles, scenes of heroics and descriptions of great strength. The doctor came to the end:


"As we all lay back to enter our eternal rest on this last day, Sabbath, I, along with the rest, closed my eyes and prepared to die. Then, I awoke. It was nine in the morning, time to get down to the beach and meet the gang."


The doctor laid his head back; closed his eyes and wondered to himself, "Did the kid write this to express his fears of the uncertain future. Did he really see this world being blown to piles of debris, and then starved. Or maybe....maybe he was just  trying to make a point of going to the beach on Saturday."
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The doctor was summing up his meetings with Eli. They had met for three days. He had found Eli to be very quiet, reserved, well mannered; his IQ well over average. The doctor figured that the reason Eli did not go to school was because the teachers bored him. What they said in forty minutes, he had understood the first five minutes of the class. Eli also had a zeal for life. On Tuesday the gang would go bowling, Wednesdays were hashish parties where they listened to Pink Floyd, the Doors, and some album he had never heard of called Tubular Bells. Eli swore though that he never smoked, or took any of the drugs. Being out of control was not for him. Thursday morning they went for Shakshuka, a breakfast dish of eggs and tomato paste mixed with bell peppers. The only reason for going to school on Friday was to see what parties were going on that night. All this was normal for the doctor. There were many kids like this. Still, he saw something else in Eli that excited him.

The doctor packed his briefcase and left the office. He was driving down Iben Gvirol Street. His mind twisted in thought as he stared out the dust-streaked windshield. The car made a left turn in to a driveway and squeezed into a parking spot. His eyes focused on the three story building in front of him. He mumbled the words “auto pilot”, and got out of the car. The Keareeya was Israel’s corporate army headquarters, so to say. In these large, unmarked square buildings resided all the paper work that goes into a today, modern fighting army: bookkeepers, accountants, file clerks, secretaries, and purchasing. The doctor stood looking up at the building entrance. He remembered one day when he was in the army as an air force psychologist. The camp was going through some intense ego attitudes. The pilots were asking for more and more privileges and amenities since they were the most important piece in the scheme of things. At least that was how they felt. 

They brought in a well-known air force general to deal with the pilots’ requests, and attitudes. The whole base was assembled in one of the huge underground bunkers: pilots, ground crew, cooks, and guards. As the general walked out to the podium, the Sergeant at Arms yelled, "ATTENTION!" The crowd jumped to their feet, all faces looking straightforward. The general stood and looked out at the crowd letting them stand motionless for a few seconds. He found that this would let them know that he was seriously in control. "You may be seated", his deep loud voice echoed off the concrete walls of the bunker.

The general was not going to waste any time. Even though he looked calm and relaxed, he was steaming inside. He was going to do away with this nonsense and get back to important issues.

"All here that believe that pilots deserve more than any other job here on base, please raise your hands.” He could see that nearly all the pilots had their hands in the air. Each one was lifted high, and he could see the look of arrogance on their faces.

The general locked his gaze on a very large pilot and attacked again, "You! What is your name?"

The pilot jumped to his feet, "Second Lieutenant Avi Marek, sir!"

"Who is your ground crew captain?"

"Sergeant Major Rafi Mensas, sir."

"Sergeant Major Mensas, please stand."

"Sergeant Major, who is the wheel man attached to this pilot?"

"Corporal Haim Natanyahu, sir." The sergeant pointed to a man two seats in front of him.

"Corporal Natanyahu!" The general bellowed and the corporal jumped to his feet.

The general then looked back at the pilot still standing and addressed him, "Captain Marek, if Corporal Natanyahu did not put the wheel on your plane, could you do so and then take off?" The general did not let the captain answer but just turned and walked off the stage. The sergeant at arms was so surprised that he forgot to call the audience to their feet. Equality was restored.

Dr. Veisental stepped into the elevator and pressed the down button for the second level underground garage. He then pressed three numbers on a keypad next to the floor buttons. The elevator started to descend but not to the garage. The number the doctor entered was a secret pass to a level below the garage.

The doors opened and he stepped out into a room which consisted of three Plexiglas walls in front of him, each an inch and a half thick. Behind the glass sat a woman. She was just staring at the doctor. The simplicity of this setup always amazed him. No fingerprint matching, no eye decoders, no voiceprints, no secret passwords, just a woman that knew who should be allowed in and who shouldn’t. The doctor smiled and said, "I am here to see....." before he could finish the woman interrupted and said, "Yes, I know. Please move up to the door." The Plexiglas wall in front of the doctor slid open. He hesitated before going in. He wanted to do a mental check one more time. Was he doing the right thing?  He stepped in. The glass wall closed behind him and the wall in front now opened. He walked down the hall and knocked on the third door to the right and walked in.

"Boaz, how are you?" the doctor asked.

The little bald headed man already standing shook hands with the doctor, and answered, "I am great thank God. Let’s sit."

The room was decorated in an Arabian coffee shop motif. There were rugs on all four wall, and on the rugs hung a few pictures showing points of no interest. In the middle of the room, there was a round brass table about knee high and two chairs. A pot of Turkish coffee and two small glasses sat on the table. All meetings with outsiders were held in these coffee shop look-a-like rooms.

The doctor knowing Boaz’s love for the word of God said, “Did you know that the Bible says that Hospitality is a gift from God?”

Boaz Freidman was barely 5 feet tall but he was a decorated pilot who flew on the first day of the Six Day War in which Israel destroyed most of Egypt's airfields. His friends would joke around saying that Boaz was so short, he had to sit on a telephone book to see over the cockpit while flying. Boaz never denied it, so it made the doctor wonder.

After a few pleasantries, the doctor handed Eli’s folder over to Boaz and said, "I think we should start his training immediately.

“He is fifteen now. By the time he is finished with his training he will be sixteen, and as we discussed, we are looking for someone young, or younger looking.”

Boaz looked past the doctor while rocking slightly back and forth in thought. It was true. The Mosad, after long research into the practices of terrorists using young kids in their missions, had seen the advantages: Society saw youth as innocent. Who, in their right mind, would suspect a young, blond, female teen-ager of planting a bomb in a trashcan in the center of a shopping mall?

As much as Boaz disliked the whole idea, he had to agree: Eli did meet all the criteria they were looking for.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A

A novel by Scott King





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





