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CHAPTER 1
Wednesday, June 8, Jerusalem.

It was a quiet night for the police department in Jerusalem, but 
peaceful nights don’t always end that way. Wednesday morn-
ing, at 3:05 a.m., a police dispatcher’s voice broke the radio 
silence. “We need all available officers in Jerusalem to make 
their way to the Israel Museum. Security reported a power 
outage at the museum and the theft of one of its most valuable 
archaeological artifacts.”

In response to the urgent call, several police officers raced 
through the empty streets to the museum.

Back at police headquarters, the sergeant sounded off. 
“Wake the detectives! Set up checkpoints on every road out of 
the city! Alert airport and marina officials and tell them to be 
on the lookout. And call Chief Weisner.”

“What did they steal, sergeant?” an officer inquired.
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“An ancient stone 
slab, about 3,000 years 
old. I just did a quick 
search about it on the 
Internet. It’s called the Tel 
Dan Stele, more popularly 
known as the David Inscrip-
tion. There’s an inscription in 
the stone that mentions King David in the Bible. 
It’s been on display at the museum for years. And 
now it’s gone!”

           •  •  •

As the sun warmed the city a few hours later, reporters and 
camera crews set up outside the museum for a 9:00 a.m. tele-
vised press conference.

At 9:05, the police chief walked out the museum’s front 
doors to speak to the reporters. Mordecai Weisner was 58 
years old. He wore a dark navy-blue suit over a light blue police 
uniform shirt with two colorful ribbon bars across the top of 
his left pocket. He stood at a wood podium, flanked by Daniel 
Denenberg, the museum director, and several police officers.

“Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, for your patience and 
for being here this morning. I am Mordecai Weisner, Chief of 
Police. At approximately 2:15 this morning, the Israel Museum 
lost power. Normally, the museum’s backup system takes over. 
Unfortunately, it failed to activate.” 

Some reporters groaned. 
Weisner cleared his throat and resumed. “Police detectives 
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continue their investigation, but there is evidence that the 
power failures were the result of foul play. We’ll have more on 
that soon. But according to our initial interviews with museum 
security, the security guards continued to patrol the museum 
property after the power went out.”

“How could they see?” one of the reporters asked.
Seriously? Weisner wondered. He locked gazes with the 

reporter. “Flashlights, sir. Maybe you have one at home.” 
Some in the crowd laughed. 
“As I was saying, according to the museum’s chief of secu-

rity, his team continued their rounds through the museum, 
keeping an eye out for any signs of criminal activity. At 2:55 a.m., 
they noticed that the stone slab that mentions King David was 
missing. They immediately called police headquarters and 
alerted us of the apparent theft.”

“Chief Weisner,” a female reporter interrupted. “I’m with 
i24 News. I’m familiar with that artifact; it’s behind thick glass 
or maybe Plexiglas. Was there broken glass in front of the dis-
play case?”

“No.”
“Chief Weisner, thank you for briefing us on this,” a male 

reporter said. “I’m with TV7 Israel News. Were alarms trig-
gered anywhere on museum property?”

“Not that we know of. The power failure and what may 
have been a sophisticated computer hacking appears to have 
disrupted the security systems.”

A woman reporter from Israel News Network said, “Chief 
Weisner, are you looking into the possibility that the museum’s 
security guards were involved in the robbery?”

Daniel Denenberg, who ran the museum and knew the 
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security guards personally, immediately shook his head no.
“No one is outside the bounds of our investigation,” Weis-

ner answered. “Unfortunately, the security cameras through-
out the museum stopped functioning when the power went 
out. So, we may not have video of the theft. But our detectives 
are in the museum’s data center seeing if there is video from 
earlier in the day.”

“It seems preposterous that someone could take all the 
cameras offline,” a reporter from the Jerusalem Post said. “Will 
the security cameras on the buildings near the museum be 
examined?”

That question is preposterous, Mordecai thought. He sighed 
and said, “Yes, of course.”

“I hope so,” the reporter mumbled. 
Weisner rolled his eyes and continued. “We know this is 

a big story, folks. We appreciate your patience as the investi-
gation continues. You can rest assured that we will do all we 
can to apprehend the culprit and recover the missing artifact. 
Thank you.” 

He started to back away from the podium, hoping to cut 
the press conference short and rejoin the investigation, but a 
dozen hands flew up.

“Police Chief!”
“Chief Weisner!”
“When can we expect . . .”
He reluctantly stepped back to the podium and pointed to 

someone from The Times of Israel. As the reporter asked his 
question, a man walked out of the museum through its glass 
doors. He made a beeline to Weisner, whispered something 
in his ear, and handed him a piece of paper. Weisner silently 



read it. 
The reporters’ eyes were glued to his facial expressions for 

clues. He didn’t disappoint. His eyes widened as he read. Then 
he shook his head. He set the paper down on the podium, 
looked up, and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, I’ve just been 
informed that power has been restored to the museum, and 
sadly four other artifacts are missing. Museum curators, work-
ing alongside our detectives, have determined that the follow-
ing artifacts are gone: the Pontius Pilate inscription; a stone 

box that mentions Caiaphas, the high 
priest; the first-century heel of 

a Jewish crucifixion vic-
tim, and perhaps the 
most troubling . . .” 
He paused. His heart 
ached to complete 
the sentence. 

Mordecai grew 
up going to syna-
gogue every Saturday. 

Although his heart had 
grown cold toward his parents’ religion, he 

knew the significance of the artifact he was about to mention. 
He slowly let out a long breath as if blowing out a candle.

“The 2,100-year-old scroll of Isaiah. The museum’s most 
treasured Dead Sea Scroll is gone.” 



Several reporters gasped. 
“This is heartbreaking news,” the chief said. “The Isa-

iah Scroll is Israel’s Mona Lisa, perhaps the most important 
cultural treasure of the Jewish nation. But I assure you, and 
those of you watching at home, that we . . .” A loud helicopter 
approached overhead. So he yelled out the remainder of his 
sentence, “We will get to the bottom of this!”

All questions were on hold—the helicopter was deafening. 
Weisner squinted to get a better look. The chopper belonged to 
the police department. It landed on a spacious flat area around 
the backside of the building. When the rotor noise subsided, 
reporters bombarded Weisner with more questions.

“What might the motive have been?” 
“We don’t know this early on.”
“How might the thief or thieves have broken into the 

museum?” 
“We don’t know yet.”



14

“Are there any suspects?”
“We can’t comment on that at this time.”
After a couple of minutes of this back-and-forth, they 

were interrupted again by a noise above them. It wasn’t the 
chest-rattling noise of an incoming helicopter but more of a 
high-pitched buzzing sound. Weisner and the others looked 
up as it approached. It was a drone coming in from the west 
about 200-feet high. Weisner was able to make out some 
details as it slowed down near the museum. Unusually large, 
its black octagon-shaped body looked about 5-feet-wide with 
several angled edges. Above the drone’s body were six propel-
lers, one at each end of six arms that extended a couple of feet 
from the drone. The arms each had small blinking red lights 
on their tips.

The reporters resumed questioning the police chief. Mor-
decai was deaf to their questions. All he could think about 
was the drone. That’s not a police drone, and it’s not an Israel 
Defense Force drone!

It passed over their heads, stopped, and hovered about 
150 feet above the museum’s new state-of-the-art data center. 
It was a two-story stone and glass building about 100 yards 
away from the press conference. Weisner and several reporters 
walked closer to get a better view. 

“I don’t like that thing,” Weisner muttered to himself. Fear-
ing the worst, he turned to a couple of officers next to him and 
said, “Men, have your guns ready.” As he spoke, a panel on the 
bottom of the drone slid open. Four gray cylinders rolled out 
and fell toward the roof of the data center.

“Oh God!” Weisner shouted, “Get down!” Reporters and 
camera crew scrambled for cover. Weisner turned and ducked 
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behind a concrete trash receptacle. Seconds later, the building 
exploded. Chunks of stone and shards of glass whizzed past 
the trash can. The noise was deafening. 

Weisner poked his head around the side of the trash can to 
assess the situation. Peering through the smoke and dust, he 
saw that the structure was a smoldering pile of jumbled stones 
and burning office equipment. The air reeked of burning 
plastic and pulverized electronics. A few people nearby were 
crying and asking for help.

Daniel Denenberg, the museum director, was lying on his 
side about 20 yards away from the police chief. His nose was 
bleeding, and he was covered in dust. 

“Daniel! Are you okay?” Weisner yelled.
“I’m alive. I’m okay.”
“I’m going to see who I can help.”
As the drone continued hovering over the ruins of the data 

center, a few officers ran toward it, firing at it with their 9mm 
handguns. Their flurry of bullets did nothing. The drone was 
too high. The few bullets that reached it ricocheted off, hardly 
leaving a mark. 

As Weisner tended to an injured cameraman, he radioed 
one of his commanders. “Doesn’t anyone have a rifle?”

“We’re looking for one, Chief.”
“Tell the helicopter pilot to return to the chopper with a 

couple of guys. And if the drone sticks around, maybe they can 
get up there and have a better shot . . . or at least track where 
it goes.”

It was too late. Whoever was flying the drone turned it 
toward the helicopter and unloaded about fifty bullets through 
its windshield, engine, and rotor blades. 
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The commander came back on the radio. “Uh, Chief, did 
you see that?”

No answer.
“Chief? Are you there? The chopper is toast, Chief.”
Weisner didn’t respond. He did see it and could hardly 

believe his eyes.
As smoke billowed out of the helicopter, the drone soared 

straight up about a thousand feet and flew off to the west.
Weisner was relieved that it was gone but astonished at 

what he just witnessed. He reached for his phone and called 
police headquarters. “Johanna, connect me to General Acker-
man with IDF. Quickly, please.”

“Yes, Chief, I’m on it. How are things going at the museum? 
Is the David Inscription really missing?”

“A whole building is missing, Johanna!”
“Oh dear.”
“The general, Johanna, get me the general.”
“I’m working on it. Just waiting for a response and a secure 

connection.”
Weisner brushed off the dust and bits of glass on his jacket 

as he waited. Behind him, police officers and others tended to 
the injured. He held his hand over his phone and yelled, “Stay 
away from the helicopter—that thing could blow!”

“Mr. Weisner,” Johanna said, “you’re connected with Gen-
eral Ackerman.”

“Good morning, General Ackerman. This is Mordecai 
Weisner, Israel Police Chief. Have you seen the news?”

“About the museum theft?”
“Yes.”
“I’m just getting word of it. Tell me more.”



“Several valuable artifacts were stolen from the Israel 
Museum early this morning. And a couple of minutes ago, an 
unmanned drone dropped a cluster of bombs on the museum’s 
data center and lit up our chopper with a hail of gunfire. Par-
don my frustration, General, but what on God’s green earth 
is going on? How did a large armed drone move so freely 
through Israeli air space?”

“I’m turning the TV on.”
“Please do. Every news channel is down here covering the 

story.” 
“You’re there now, Mordecai?”
“Picking chunks of glass out of my hair as I speak, sir.”
“Listen carefully,” the general said, “I want you to make 

sure . . .” 
Weisner couldn’t hear a word the general said. Ambulances 

and fire engines started streaming into the museum’s parking 
lot, sirens blaring, making it impossible to hear.

“I can’t hear you, General. It’s too loud! Let me walk inside.”
When Weisner entered the museum, the general was no 

longer on the line.
“Of course! . . . Johanna, get the general back on the line.”
While he was waiting, Daniel Denenberg walked by.
“You look like a train wreck, Dan. Glad you’re okay.”
“Thanks. I think I’m going to retire earlier than I planned.”
“Hold off for a couple of weeks. We’ll need your help to 

track down these losers.”





SEVEN WEEKS EARLIER
ENCINITAS,  CALIFORNIA
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Chapter 2
Friday, April 22, Encinitas, California.

Seventeen-year-old Dakota Knox was perfectly positioned for 
one of the largest waves of the day at Swami’s, a popular surf 
spot in Encinitas, California. His friends shouted, “Yeah! Go, 
Dakota!” 

He spun his surfboard around. “All right, boys, I’m taking 
this wave in.” It was a solid 8-foot wave that peeled south. With 
every carving turn, Dakota sent gallons of water flying over 
the back of the wave. His friends hooted and hollered for him 
when the wave finally died out. 

“Stoked!” Dakota yelled into the air. “That wave was 
insane!” 

He waded through the whitewash and made his way up the 
long flight of wooden stairs that led to the parking lot. He was 
content to call it a day. Three hours of surfing had left his lips 
parched and stomach growling. 

When he reached the top of the bluff, Dakota bumped into 
a classmate in the parking lot. “Hey, Josh! You heading out?”
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“Yeah, just got off work. The waves are firing, huh?”
“Yeah, it’s super fun out there.”
“How’d your new board work?” Josh asked.
“Awesome! I like it.”
Dakota worked at a surf shop close by Swami’s and had 

been given a new experimental surfboard to test out. The 
manufacturer said the board was constructed with materials 
that made it fifty times less susceptible to dents and breaking 
than an average board.

“The board looks amazing!” Josh said. “What’s it made of?”
“I don’t know. It’s sort of top-secret for now. But the com-

pany said the material is stronger than Kevlar.” 
“Isn’t that what they put in bulletproof vests?”
“Yeah,” Dakota said.
“Maybe it will help you survive a shark attack or something.”
“Maybe! Well, it was great to bump into you, Josh! I’ll see 

you at school on Monday. Have fun out there!”
Dakota placed the surfboard in a rack on the side of his 

beach cruiser. As he pedaled across Pacific Coast Highway, he 
thought about how blessed he was to live a few minutes from 
the ocean. Thank You, God, for spring break, the beach, and the 
fun waves today. And thank You that summer is almost here. I’ll 
have three months to surf and relax before I head off to Liberty 
University in the fall.

He parked his bike on the side of his family’s house and 
rinsed off his light brown hair in their outdoor shower.

“Is that you, Dakota?” his mom Abigail asked.
“Hey, Mom!”
“How were the waves?”
“So fun. What’s for dinner?”
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Abigail laughed. “I’m doing good, too.” 
“Sorry, Mom. How are you?”
“Great, thanks for asking. We’re having carne asada tacos, 

rice, and beans. Should be ready in about ten minutes.”
“You’re the best. Thanks, Mom.”
Dakota dried off, went inside, and walked upstairs to his 

bedroom. He paused as he walked past a mirror in the hallway. 
Whoa! I forgot to put on sunscreen. My nose and cheeks are sun-
burned. He looked closer at his blue eyes. It feels like I have a 
grain of sand in my eye. . . . There it is! Got it. 

He walked into his room and picked up his acoustic guitar. 
He sat on the edge of his bed and played chords to some of his 
favorite songs by Switchfoot and Jack Johnson.

A few minutes later, Dakota’s dad William called to him. 
“Hey, Dak! Dinner’s ready.” 

“Coming!”
He walked downstairs and joined his parents, brother, and 

sister around the granite island in the kitchen.
As they prepared their plates, Dakota said, “Hey, Dad, how 

was work today?”
“Good! But I’m ready for the weekend. How was your day?”
“Amazing! The waves at Swami’s were pumping.”
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“Nice. Did you catch some good ones?”
“Tons.”
Abigail brushed aside a strand of her wavy brown hair and 

asked, “Are you guys going to youth group tonight?”
“For sure. Hank, you coming?” 
Hank gave a thumbs up. He was Dakota’s fourteen-year-old 

adopted brother. His real name was Hwan, but he preferred to 
be called “Hank.”

As they enjoyed their meal together at the dinner table, 
William said, “I have something I want to run by you guys.”

Dakota had heard that line several times over the years. And 
he knew it meant something significant was about to drop. 

“An Israeli defense firm offered me a temporary job in 
Israel. They’re developing a new laser-based interception sys-
tem, and they asked if I could help them over the summer.”

“You lost me, Dad,” Jalynn said. She was Dakota’s ten-year-
old adopted sister. “They’re developing a what?”

“It’s a military defense system that shoots down incoming 
missiles with lasers.”

“Ah, like Star Wars!” Hank said.
“Sort of. Do you guys remember a few months ago when 

the news showed Hamas and Hezbollah attacking Israel with 
hundreds of missiles?”

“Yeah, that was so lame!” Dakota said as he took a bite of 
his taco.

His dad nodded. “For sure. Well, Israelis defend themselves 
by shooting down those missiles. But they shoot them down 
with their missiles that cost about $50,000 each. That’s a huge 
expense. Well, a defense firm called Light Shield is developing 
a system that uses high-powered lasers to shoot down the mis-
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siles instead.” 
“Wow, that’s awesome!” Hank said.
“It would save Israel billions of dollars. And because lasers 

travel at the speed of light, Israel could take out a larger 
number of incoming missiles much faster. Anyhow, they’re 
looking for a couple of scientists with expertise in the field of 
high-powered lasers. So, they reached out and asked if I could 
come and help them.”

Dakota said, “That sounds cool, Dad. You should go.”
Abigail smiled at William a bit nervously, knowing what he 

was about to propose. 
“I want to, Dak, but I think we should all go. Another sci-

entist who already committed to going is bringing his whole 
family. I thought that sounded like a great idea.

Jalynn immediately clinched both fists, quickly raised 
them, and pulled them down as though a significant victory 
had just occurred. She said, “Going!” She hadn’t done much 
traveling in her brief ten years, but if the trip included a flight, 
she was up for it.

“Does Israel have beaches with waves?” Dakota asked.
“Yes,” his dad replied, “and the water is 84 degrees during 

the summer!”
“That’s cool.”
“You mean warm,” Hank said.
“Clever, Hank. What else is there to do?” Dakota inquired.
“Well, we could explore sites mentioned in the Bible, visit 

museums, go to the Sea of Galilee, rent ATVs. There are a 
plethora of fun things to do.”

“And I heard the food is duhlishush, too!” Hank tried to say 
with a full mouth.
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“Yes! They have wonderful food there, Hank.”
Dakota smiled. He loved his Korean brother, Hank. The 

Knox family adopted him twelve years earlier after a drunk 
driver killed his parents. The Knoxes had been good friends 
with them. When William and Abigail learned that Hank 
would be put into foster care, they decided to adopt him. 
Dakota was five at the time and was thrilled to have a little 
brother join the family.

Dakota asked his dad, “Would we stay in a hotel for three 
months?”

“No. Light Shield, the company that offered me a job, said 
they’d put our family up in a beautiful house that’s close to 
the beach. It’s amazing! Check this out.” He showed the fam-
ily some photos on his phone. “That’s the front of the house. 
The inside is fully furnished with nice furniture and beds. The 
backyard has a beautiful pool with a waterfall and slide. There’s 
a mini-movie theater, a game room with a pool table. Here’s 
the trail that leads down to the beach.”

“Going!” Jalynn exclaimed again. She turned and gave 
Hank a high five. “Hold on, Dad. Do they have a Disneyland 
there?”

“No, no Disneyland,” he said, chuckling.
“Still going!”
Dakota loved his black sister as much as Hank. His parents 

adopted her when she was three. They had been caring for her 
as foster parents for what was originally a three-month com-
mitment. When it became clear that her birth mother could 
no longer raise her, they happily adopted her.

Dakota leaned back in his chair. “Dad, a couple of minutes 
ago, you said hundreds of missiles are being fired at Israel. 
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That sounds sort of sketchy—all of us living there for three 
months.”

Hank shook his head and rolled his eyes. “Don’t be a 
chicken.”

“I’m not afraid,” Dakota replied. “I’m more concerned 
about Jalynn and Mom.”

“I’m sure we’ll be safe,” his dad said. “Most of the missiles 
that Hamas and Hezbollah fire aren’t even capable of reaching 
the area where we’d be living. And Israel can shoot down most 
of them. Also, the missile attacks only seem to happen every 
few years, and there’s nothing serious happening at this time.”

Abigail asked William, “Isn’t there an underground bunker 
in the house, too?”

“Yes! There is.”
“Will you quit your current job at ALS, Dad?” Hank asked.
William Knox was a highly regarded scientist and engineer 

at Advanced Laser Systems in San Diego and had worked 
there since 2010.

“No. My boss gave me permission to take three months off. 
He loves the Jews and knows I can help them. So, I’ll still have 
my current job when we return.”

“All right, Dad. You make the call,” Dakota said. “I’ll be 
okay with whatever you and Mom decide. I was planning to 
surf this summer and relax before I start at Liberty, but if Israel 
has waves and some fun things to do, I’m up for it.”

Hank and Jalynn nodded enthusiastically.
Abigail said, “I love you three! Thanks for being open to 

this. It’s a wonderful opportunity for Dad to be a help to the 
Jewish people. And we’ve talked about going to Israel for years. 
I think it will be fun. Life-changing.”



Dakota stood and headed toward the sink to clean his plate. 
“We need to get going. Youth group starts in 20 minutes.”

Dakota and Hank hopped in their parents’ white Chevrolet 
Tahoe and headed off to church. They loved Friday nights with 
their church friends, skate ramps, volleyball games, outdoor 
firepits, s’mores, times of worship, and encouraging teachings 
from the Bible. 

Abigail looked at William with a huge smile on her face. “I 
guess we’re going to Israel! The kids are more open to it than 
I expected.”

“Yeah, they are. I’m amazed! Let’s go for it. I’ll email Light 
Shield tonight and let them know.”

“Honey,” Abigail said, “this is going to be an unforgettable 
summer.”

“It sure is.”

Chapter 3
Thursday, May 12, Israel.

Radomir Lucic looked out the window of his twin-engine jet. 
The pilot’s voice came in over the speakers. “Mr. Lucic, 

we’re beginning our descent into Ben Gurion Airport in Israel. 
We’ll have you on the ground in approximately 15 minutes. 


