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An intriguing story about God’s working out His will, from Abraham’s idol-worshipping father to a modern day Messianic Jewish family. Tightly written and fast-paced. The ending will leave you wanting Book 2.


—Brandilyn Collins, bestselling author of over 30 books, including the Seatbelt Suspense® novels


From a criminal investigation in Manhattan to the birth of Abram in ancient Ur, Jerry Jenkins weaves together a tale of drama and suspense that will draw you into the lives of two families separated by 4,000 years of history yet sharing remarkably similar struggles of faith. Dead Sea Rising combines the thrill of a whodunit with the moral and political intrigue of the ancient, and modern, Middle East. But be prepared. Once you begin, you won’t be able to stop until you reach the final page!


—Dr. Charlie Dyer, Professor-at-Large of Bible and Host of The Land and the Book radio program


This inescapable adventure kept me turning pages thru an explosion of unforgettable intrigue and passion as only Jerry B. Jenkins can pen.


—DiAnn Mills, Christy Award winning author


I don’t know whose books you might read. At our dinner table, we often discuss whichever Jerry Jenkins book one of us is devouring. His dialogue is equal to the best of Nelson DeMille, his storylines equal to the best of John Grisham. But Jerry Jenkins books are on another level. And now Dead Sea Rising … Wow! This book may be the best of Jerry Jenkins. And that, my friend, is saying a lot!


—Andy Andrews, New York Times bestselling author of The Traveler’s Gift and The Noticer


From the first few pages, Dead Sea Rising offers suspense and drama, making you wonder how this fascinating story originating in Manhattan finds its mysterious roots deep in the Middle East. True to Jerry’s style, the reader is quickly carried forward, drawing you into the intrigue of ancient Mesopotamia. If you love history—especially biblical history—this is a fun and fascinating read!”


—Joni Eareckson Tada, Joni and Friends International Disability Center


Dead Sea Rising is a page turner! No one does biblical fiction like Jerry Jenkins!


—Karen Kingsbury, bestselling author


Jumping back and forth in time at a breakneck pace, Dead Sea Rising is a thriller as only Jerry B. Jenkins can tell it. Biblical history combines with contemporary mystery in this gripping kickoff to a new series. Just be aware—you’ll be hooked.


—James Scott Bell, International Thriller Writers Award winner


What does the story of a god-chiseler in ancient Mesopotamia, an injured, wealthy woman in Manhattan, a war in Vietnam, a proposed archeological dig in Saudi Arabia, and a woman pregnant with the son who would become the father of three religions, have to do with one another? And how can one possibly stitch together such a story as the one Jerry B. Jenkins has so eloquently woven in Dead Sea Rising? Like an archaeologist on a dig, you will have to read to discover the layers of how history lie atop each other. Few stones are left uncovered here … and, like me, I know you will be grateful that this is only Book I. Dead Sea Rising kept my heart pounding and my eyes reading as quickly as they know how. I now patiently wait for more.


—Eva Marie Everson, CBA bestselling & award-winning author, President, Word Weavers International


Master storyteller Jerry Jenkins combines two storylines, two eras, and two apparently unsolvable dilemmas into one intriguing story. A brilliant beginning to a new series that’s sure to fascinate and entertain.


—Angela Hunt, author of Jerusalem’s Queen


In his newest book one of the best writers of our era takes us on an amazing journey connecting the ancient past with modern times. Dead Sea Rising by Jerry Jenkins is a page-turning thriller that spans the days from Abraham to today. Family secrets and mysteries are revealed in perfect and dramatic fashion as the story unfolds. Someone needs to make this into a movie or miniseries! I cannot wait for the next installment.


—Ray Bentley, author, speaker, prophecy expert, and founder of Maranatha Chapel in San Diego, CA


Jerry Jenkins brings a 4,000 year old story to life. As he does, he presents a contemporary one filled with intrigue and high stakes for each character—and the world. I’m excited to see what will happen with this series!


—Chris Fabry, Award-winning author, radio personality, and host of Chris Fabry Live on Moody Radio
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To Buster—


Redeemed and whole.




THE DEAD SEA CHRONICLES


Dead Sea Rising—Book 1




“I was drowning in a sea, lost as I could be,


When you found me with your boundless love.”


—


Lyrics from “Boundless Love” by
John Prine, Dan Auerbach, and Pat Mclaughlin




CHAPTER 1


Manhattan, New York City


“It’s your mother,” Nicole Berman’s father said over the phone.


She rose from her desk at the sound of his voice. “What happened?”


“Broken hip. She’s at Sinai on Madison.”


“Hip? How, Dad?”


“You know what I know. How soon can you get there?”


“On my way,” she said, juggling her phone to pull on her trench coat.


“Use a foundation car, Nic.”


“Quicker to walk. It’s rush hour here. What time is it there?”


“Coming up on eleven,” he said, “and there’s nothing leaving here tonight. I’m on standby out of de Gaulle in the morning, but I’m way down the list. I’ll charter if I have to.”


“Oh, Dad! You sure?”


“Are you moving, hon?”


“At the elevator. Should be there in twenty minutes. Want me to call, tell her I’m on my way?”


“No, they tell me she’s already sedated for surgery. Text me as soon as you know anyth—”


“’Course, but don’t charter till I find out how serious this is. You’re probably looking at—”


“Six figures,” he said. “I know. But even picking up six hours, if I get out of here by eight in the morning, it’s gonna be noon before I get into the city.”


“Mom wouldn’t want you to spend—”


“Don’t bother her with that! We’re flush as we’ve ever been and—”


But the call dropped when the elevator closed.


Nicole’s lengthy strides made up for having to wait to cross Lexington and then Park Avenue. The fall sun had already dipped behind the buildings on the west side of Park, leaving a nip in the air that only quickened her pace.


At Mount Sinai Hospital, Reception summoned from upstairs a petite, black woman of about twenty-five. She introduced herself as Kayla and gave Nicole a visitor badge. “I’ll take you directly to ICU, Dr. Berman.”


“It’s that bad?”


“With top-tier patients we take every precaution,” Kayla said as they walked. “Let me express on behalf of our entire administrative team how grateful we are for The Berman Foundation. We—”


“I appreciate that, but what happened? Did she—”


“Housekeeper says she tripped on a rug. That’s common among—”


“Not for her. She’s still active, works out …”


“The surgeon will bring you up to speed. And a heads-up: he only looks twelve. He’s thirty-five and one of our best ortho guys.”


In ICU, Kayla began to introduce personnel, but Nicole brushed past them and cupped her mother’s face in her palms. “I’m here.” She leaned close and studied a bright red scrape on her mother’s forehead that appeared to have been treated with ointment. Nicole turned to the surgeon. Script sewn above the breast pocket of his lab coat read “L. Thorn, M.D.” It was good Kayla had warned her. If this guy was only a few years younger than she …


“We assume the contusion is a rug burn,” he said.


“Oh, Mama, what happened?” Seeing her like this made everything else in Nicole’s life pale—and her plate was loaded.


Her mother appeared to try to raise a hand but closed her eyes, brow furrowed as if in pain. “Doctor, thish ish my …”


A nurse said, “She’s been talking about you nonstop. You’re up for some sort of a license or permit or—?”


“She shouldn’t have to suffer, should she?” Nicole said.


“She won’t remember any of this,” the anesthesiologist said. “There, she’s out now.”


“Doctor, my father should be here tomorrow. Could you delay op—?”


Dr. Thorn shook his head. “Unwise. Waiting increases the risk of mortality, especially for someone your mother’s age. Fortunately, she has no history of heart disease. But the sooner I get in there, the better chance I’ll have to restore mobility. We’re next in line for surgery.”


Nicole sat alone in the waiting room, trading texts with her father. She left out the doctor’s mention of mortality and asked if he had been informed by the new housekeeper. He wrote no, that he had heard from his assistant, Abigail.


No surprise, Nicole had had to get the word from her father from across the Atlantic, despite that Abigail sat in the adjacent office at The Berman Foundation. But now was not the time to revisit that years-long cold war.


Her father texted that he wouldn’t have been able to understand the housekeeper anyway, “but praise God she was there.” He added that he had finagled a seat on the eight a.m. flight. “Thats 2 a.m. ur time so c u by noon tomorrow”


Nicole prided herself in writing properly even when texting. “And what did that finagling cost?”


“2x what the guy paid”


“Meaning?”


“€15,000. way less than charter”


She definitely would keep that from her mother, the former accountant for the foundation. “Get some sleep and have a safe trip, Dad.”


“Any word on the permit, Nic?”


“Nothing. Can’t think about that now anyway.”


For months it had been all she thought about.


Nicole had never been good at waiting. She wouldn’t be able to concentrate on any of the more than two hundred ebooks on her phone. And she could think of nothing to pray beyond, “Be with Mom and spare her.” She and her mother had never been closer than now. Tripped in her own home? Nicole couldn’t make it compute. Her mother was still youthful, active at sixty-six.


Plaques on the wall honored her parents. This very waiting room had been “generously provided by Benzion and Virginia Berman.” In the reflection off the glass of one framed certificate, Nicole noticed Kayla approaching the door behind her. She steeled herself, silently rehearsing dismissive language she hoped wouldn’t offend.


But Kayla handed her a large coffee. “Two creams, no sugar, right?” she said.


“Exactly,” Nicole said, thanking her. “Have we met before? Sorry if I—”


“No, no, we just do our homework. What I don’t know is whether you prefer to be alone or would like me to—”


“Kind of you, but I confess I—”


“Not at all,” Kayla said. “Here’s my card if you need anything.” She glanced at her watch. “I’m off at six, but call any time. I do just want to say that I almost majored in archaeology myself. You’re such an inspiration. Not many women—”


“I’ve been fortunate. Without my father’s foundation …”


“Still,” Kayla said, heading toward the door, “you’ve earned it. I—well, sorry, I’ll leave you, but maybe I’ll join one of your dig teams some day.”


Two hours later, Nicole had tossed what was left of her coffee and sat with her coat draped over her knees, one foot bouncing.


The news and celebrity magazines didn’t appeal, nor did the TV. She stared at the glacial clock, willing Dr. Thorn to appear. Why hadn’t she asked how long this should take? Nicole almost wished she’d taken Kayla up on her offer of company, but why spoil a young woman’s time off?


Most frustrating was not knowing when or if she should start worrying. Nicole began to Google it, but before she could finish, her mother’s surgeon entered and she leapt to her feet.


“Sorry, Dr. Berman,” Thorn said, “no news yet. Previous surgery went long, and housekeeping just got in there to disinfect. We can get started as soon as everything’s dry.”


“Surely not every operating room is in use,” Nicole said.


“The ortho ones are, and they have the equipment I need. Plus, this is providential. I didn’t expect to have the sales rep in the room, but we had time to track him down.”


“Sorry? Sales rep?”


“Sold us one of the pieces of equipment, and he knows more about it than I do. It’ll be handy to have him there.”


“Actually during surgery?”


The doctor nodded. “He’s just there to advise. This has become common. I assumed you knew.”


Nicole shook her head.


“We had to sell the idea to your father months ago to get the grant. Naturally the equipment costs a lot more when it comes with a live consultant.”


“Does my father know this will be the case tonight?”


“I haven’t spoken with him.”


“It might not sound like such a good idea to a man whose wife is on the table.”


“Oh, believe me, you’d rather have the rep in there than not. He’s only going to be of help.”


“One more thing. My mother was anesthetized more than two hours ago. What happens now?”


“My anesthesiologist can handle it. Of course, she won’t be charged for the delay or the extra meds—”


“That’s hardly the issue.”


Dr. Thorn shrugged. “I don’t suppose your family will be charged at all.” He seemed to study Nicole. “You must get your height from your father. Your mother’s not that—”


“Is she comfortable?”


The doctor grinned. “We should all be as comfortable.”


“How long do you expect this to take?”


“Assuming no surprises, figure an hour of prep and two hours of surgery, max.”


“You still have to prep her?”


He nodded. “Most of that we can do only once we’re in the operating room.”


“And what kind of surprises are you talking about?”


“Well, the x-ray and scan show a straightforward fracture and no muscle tear, though I suspect soft-tissue trauma. And you never know how complex things are until you get in there.” Dr. Thorn’s phone chirped and he peeked at it. “Room’s ready. Try not to worry. I do a lot of these.”




CHAPTER 2


Shinar, Mesopotamia
2000 BC


“Terah!”


At the shout from the throne, King Nimrod’s chief officer came running—not easy for a man of seventy. He panted and bowed low. “King Amraphel,” he managed, using the name the ruler had bestowed upon himself.


“How wonderful to see that at long last Belessunu is great with child! Send word to me with haste when she brings forth your firstborn so that I may rejoice with you.”


“I will, oh King,” Terah said. “But may I speak forthrightly?”


“Of course!”


“Why did you forbid me concubines when for decades Belessunu was unable to bear me children? Even she fretted over her failure and was willing …”


The king looked away. “It was convenient. For me and for you. It freed you to do so much more for me. You must share my pride in how the realm has grown.”


“I do! But my legacy, my name—”


“Will forever be linked with mine and the glory of Mesopotamia, the Land of Nimrod. Even if Belessunu does not bear a son.”


“I pray the gods will grant me a lad.”


“Naturally,” the king said. “I will also pray that Utu will favor you with a manchild. And may he live a thousand years.”


“I am deeply grateful,” Terah said.


That royal blessing was not beyond reason, for Terah’s first child would be the tenth generation since Noah, still alive and nearly 900 years old. And Noah’s grandfather had been Methuselah, who had perished in the great flood at 969.


The king was himself a grandson of Noah’s son Ham. Noah had cursed Ham’s offspring in the wake of Ham having mocked his father for passing out drunk and naked. So Nimrod bore no royal blood. In fact, because of Noah’s curse of Ham, by rights Terah was the more likely king and Nimrod the servant.


But Nimrod had made himself kingly by growing up mighty and strong, a cunning hunter and leader of men. He built legions of admirers—including Terah, who early on had turned his back on his and his wife’s God-fearing heritage and became Nimrod’s chief assistant. As his kingdom grew, Nimrod soon declared himself a deity, called himself Amraphel, and worshipped and prayed to a plethora of divinities—primarily the sun god Utu.


When Terah left the throne room, Ikuppi, whom he had hired years before as a member of the king’s guard, beckoned him from the shadows. “Tread carefully with the king,” the guard said.


“Did you not hear him, Ikuppi?” Terah said. “He’s praying we’ll have a son and wants me—”


“To bring him word, yes. I long to be mistaken, Terah, but he has been consulting with his stargazers.”


“What are they saying? Will we have a son?”


“The king’s meetings with them leave him sour.”


“You heard them talking about me, about our child?”


Ikuppi looked down.


“Tell me, my friend!” Terah said. “Else I must take him at his word. I have served him faithfully for many years, so he has no reason to—”


“Bring him only news, then, Terah,” Ikuppi said. “Do not bring him the child.”


“If he asks, I must!”


“Terah, please …”


“Ikuppi, your countenance gives you away. If you know more, tell me.”


“I owe you my role in the realm, Terah, and I know whereof I speak only because of access you have given me. But if I speak ill of the king, you hold my life in your hands.”


“Rest assured I will not betray your confidence. But I fear you are suspicious without cause.”


“I am not.”


“Then visit me tonight and pray tell me of any danger to my child.”




CHAPTER 3


Manhattan


Nicole hadn’t thought she could eat, but knowing her mother wouldn’t even be moved to the Recovery room for three hours—let alone a regular room until midnight or later—made her suddenly ravenous. She left her cell number at Reception, said she’d be back within two hours, called for delivery from the Chinese place near her building for an hour later, and grabbed a cab.


Thirty minutes later her doorman said, “Was worried about ya, Doc. Didn’t think you were out of town.”


She told him why she’d be spending the night at the hospital.


“Sorry to hear that, ma’am. Let me know when you’re coming back down and I’ll have a ride waiting for ya. And give Ginny my best, hear?”


“Didn’t know you knew her that well, Freddie.”


He cocked his head. “Always nice to me when she visits. Classy.”


Nicole grabbed her mail from her slot in the lobby and riffled through it on the elevator.


And there it was.


A regular business-sized envelope from Saudi Arabia. Could this be it—what she’d dreamed of for so long? No. It couldn’t. Had it been, they would have informed her via email it was coming. And it would be bigger, thicker.


Nicole was not even tempted to open it. Not now. Business letters carried bad news, not good—rejections, not licenses to dig. She shook her head. A less-than-an-ounce response to her two-hundred-page application! Had she tried too hard to counter all the reasons they wouldn’t find her qualified to finally become lead archaeologist on a dig?


This was the worst possible time for news—good or bad. She didn’t need one more thing on her mind. Good news would be spoiled by her mother’s ordeal, and bad news … well, she had expected that. But Nicole couldn’t endure another blow, not right now. She tossed the mail and her keys onto the table just inside her door.


She rushed to shower and change and pack a bag before the Chinese food arrived. She loved that the restaurant owners were as precise as she was. They delivered when she asked, not a minute before or after. That’s the way things ought to work. If only the hospital were run by the Chinese. Nicole was setting her bag near the door when the bell rang.


She sat to ladle the steaming, pungent selections onto her plate, and fatigue washed over her. Shoulders sagging, emotion welled in her throat. She bowed her head. “Blessed are You, El Shaddai, Lord God Almighty, King of the universe, Who gave us the way of salvation through the Messiah Yeshua. Blessed be He Who provides vegetation for the service of man, that he may bring forth food from the earth. In the name of the Anointed One, amen.”


How comforting the prayers her parents taught her as a child. She hadn’t learned until she was old enough to understand that her Gentile mother had led her father to faith in the Messiah. And as she ate, Nicole still glowed from what Freddie had said about Mom. It was just like her to insist that strangers call her Ginny. It spoke volumes that others obviously felt connected enough to be so familiar.


She had long known her mother had wanted more children—at least one. And at times Nicole had wished for a sibling. But she also enjoyed her parents’ attention. Now she couldn’t shake the surgeon’s reference to senior mortality rates connected to hip fractures. If anything happened to her mother … She envied those who had a brother or a sister to summon—to share the worry, the affection.


Her mother had seen her through everything, including sixteen grueling years of post-high school education. Mom always said just enough and not too much when Nicole suffered from an ice queen image and roller-coaster loves and losses. Sometimes her support proved as concise as “Good riddance, he didn’t deserve you anyway.” And only last week she had told Nicole, “You just have yet to meet the man who deserves to be as happy as you could make him.”


Bone weary from the stress alone, Nicole seemed to chew in slow motion. Still, she relished the savory combinations on her tongue. But she couldn’t quit watching the clock and soon stored the boxes of leftovers in the fridge and called downstairs. “On my way, Freddie,” she said.


On her way out, Nicole considered taking the Saudi envelope and the rest of her mail. She would likely face hours of tedium and could easily work through it. But no. If landing another Saudi Arabian archaeological ID—this time to become the first woman under forty to lead a dig—meant so much to her mother that she bragged about it before it happened, it was sure to be the first thing she’d ask about as soon as she was conscious. Better for Nicole to be able to say she didn’t know yet than to have to tell the truth—especially if the news was as she feared.


Her father had warned her that, despite her résumé and her two doctorates, she was unlikely to be approved by the Saudis.


“But I was co-director on a site there at thirty-six.”


“A technicality, hon,” he said, “and you know it.”


She couldn’t argue that. After having been a volunteer at the Dead Sea and surrounding sites with her dad from her early teens, during grad school Nicole was appointed as a square (or trench) supervisor on her next several digs. Though supervised in each instance by a licensed archaeologist, she was still too young to become a site co-director. But every lead archaeologist sixty or older is required to have a younger co-director, in case the lead dies before the excavation is finished or the reports are published. It happened that the archaeologist she served under at Mada’in Saleh in Saudi Arabia had been killed in a plane crash on his way home, and the co-director moved into the lead role to compose the site reports. He frequently consulted Nicole as he wrote and cited her in the documents as co-director, adding an impressive credit to her curriculum vitae.


More importantly, while working in Mada’in, Nicole had become obsessed with that site and was determined to dig there again. She had uncovered a find so rare that she believed it could change Middle Eastern history. If she could only find a fragment corresponding to the one she’d listed among those catalogued from the dig—and Nicole believed with her whole being that it was there somewhere—it actually had ramifications for the centuries-long Mideast conflict. Her dream was to uncover that the very divide between the three major religions of the world was based on myth, not history.


What she was determined to find made it mandatory that she be the lead archaeologist. It had led her to leave her associate professorship at Harvard to accept a fellowship with her father’s foundation so she could undertake the exhaustive application process. Nicole’s colleagues at Harvard would have howled at her hubris and her conviction that she could uncover what she believed she would.


Even her father was skeptical, and he was the only one in whom she had confided besides the dig leader and co-leader. “More power to you, Nic,” he had said. “You deserve this and could do it, but I can’t imagine the Saudis licensing a young woman who’s never led, or really even co-led, a dig.”


“Then you apply for it, Dad, and make me co-leader for real.”


He waved her off. “My lead days are long gone, along with these knees.”


She pleaded with him, reminding him that his exposing her to the caves at Qumran where the Dead Sea Scrolls had been found was the reason a little girl had made archaeology her life. “You show me the greatest find in history and you won’t dig with me to find the next?”


He smiled. “How about I promise to come visit if you do get your ID?”


Nicole had spent her first six months as a fellow at The Berman Foundation formulating the application. Her father coached her through it, reminding her—too often—that she should not get her hopes up. Nicole documented for Saudi authorities her experience properly recording data, that she had developed contacts where she could safely store the finds, and that she would produce detailed and timely annual reports, longer major reports every three years (which she hoped would form the basis for renewal of the permit as needed), and eventually a final report.


“They’ll want to know you have the funding,” her dad said.


“And do I?”


“We need to talk about that.”


“So let’s talk,” she said.


It was the same cat-and-mouse game with him every time, and it had started years before when Nicole’s elementary school friends started referring to her as the rich kid. She had asked her mother if it was true. “Are we rich?”


For some reason that made her mother laugh. “That’s a question for your dad, honey.”


He did not laugh. First he wanted to know why she asked. Nicole started to tell him what her girlfriends were saying, but she grew impatient. “Just are we or not?”


“Well,” he said, pressing his lips together, “I am. You’re not.” She realized that was why he expected her to contribute at least half the cost when she wanted anything he considered a luxury. “Having skin in the game is what’s going to make you a success—not getting whatever you want just because I can afford it.”


As she grew older, Nicole became aware of the truth. Rich wasn’t the half of it. Her father had inherited the generations-old Berman Foundation from his parents, but as a rebellious teen he had tried to refuse it. The Berman ancestors had amassed the family fortune through shrewd European real estate investments between the world wars before immigrating to the US. Benzion, the first Berman born in America, had been raised in understated privilege. His parents eschewed shows of extravagance, though Benz, as his mother called him, had a nanny, attended private schools, and spent summers at exclusive camps.


When Nicole went through her own minor rebellious phase as a teenager, her father finally revealed his own story. “I had a reason for rebelling,” he told her. “You don’t.”


“I just want to be treated like an adult,” she said.


“I wanted to be treated like I existed,” he said.


“I thought Grandma and Grandpa gave you everything.”


Her father shrugged. “Everything but themselves.” Desperate for their attention, he said his excelling in school made them even more complacent about him. “So I resorted to bad behavior—anything to get them to focus on me.”


“What kind of bad behavior?”


He hesitated. “Not sure I want to tell you.”


“I’m not looking for permission, Dad. I just want to know.”


“Why?”


She snorted. “You tell me you wanted your parents’ attention and wonder why I want to know you?”


Her father sat back and interlaced his fingers behind his head. “You’d sure be easier if you weren’t so smart.” He had a way of slipping in compliments.


“Genetics,” she said, parrying with her own.


“Ever wonder why you’re in public school when we could afford prep school?”


Nicole shrugged. “Sometimes, I guess. But I’m glad. I’m no preppy.”


“It’s a risk,” he said. “We want you to go to any university you want, and you just about have to be valedictorian in public school to have a prayer of getting into the Ivy League. I don’t want you letting things slide now.”


“Nice move, Dad.”


“Hmm?”


“Changing the subject.”


“The subject is rebellion, Nic. Like I said, I had a reason.”


“I’m not rebelling, and I’m not letting anything slide. I’m just growing up.”


The love in his eyes pierced her. “It’s so easy to make mistakes you’ll regret,” he said. “I almost did.”


“Like what?”


He sighed and told her of bouncing around northeastern prep schools, booted from one and then another for drinking, smoking dope, skipping class. “The only reason new schools kept accepting me was because my dad would write a big check and wind up on their boards—much as they had to hate having a Jew involved, let alone enrolled. Dad and Mom both said I’d meet a higher class of people there, but I never got called kike or Jewboy more than there.”


“That’s awful. But somehow you graduated.”


“No somehow about it. I had no interest in college and didn’t mind embarrassing Dad and Mom, but I wasn’t about to be a dropout.”


“I always wondered why it took you so long to start college,” Nicole said.


“Figured I’d run into the same so-called higher class there. I did, but I’d grown up a lot by then. I owe that to your mother. And the Lord, of course.”


“And Vietnam?”


He got that faraway look and shook his head.


“This time a night ya gotta go in through Emergency,” the cabbie told Nicole.


She was stunned to find Kayla sitting just inside the sliding doors—no longer in her dress suit. “No worries, Dr. Berman,” the young woman said, rising.


“Don’t lie to me, Kayla. What’s wrong?”


“Nothing, really. Your mother’s case manager just asked me to come in and keep you informed. Let me take you to where you can spend the night. It’s called Eleven West, and it’s where your mother will—”


Kayla had started toward the elevators, but Nicole wasn’t moving. She set her bag down. “Not till you tell me what this is about.”


“Your mother’s not in danger, but she is still in surgery and could be for another hour.”


“Why?”


“That I don’t know. You’re aware they got started late …”


“I am.”


“Room prep may have been part of it. Your mother had to be anesthetized a second time … And the surgeon may have found more than he expected.”


“Surely you know.”


Kayla shook her head. “I’d tell you. I would.”


“Kayla, have you ever been assigned to do grief counseling?”


“Believe me, that’s not what this is.”


“But have you?”


Kayla nodded. “We’re taught not to delay or soften the news. I wouldn’t do that to you.”


“But my mother’s caseworker learned something that prompted her to call you in after-hours to babysit me?”


Kayla’s gaze fell.


Nicole said, “I didn’t mean it that way—”


“It’s all right, ma’am. I under—”


“And can we stop with the ma’am and the doctor if we’re going to spend this much time together? Friends call me Nic.”


“Well, I wouldn’t be comfortable with that, but I can call you Nicole if you prefer.”


“Let me tell you what I prefer, Kayla. I want you to find out exactly what’s going on with my mother, and then I want you to go home.”


“Actually, I’m honored to stay—”


“Kayla. Find out. There must be a phone in the operating room if someone talked to the case manager.”


“Oh, I couldn’t call, Nicole! Can you imagine?”


“Then scrub up and slip in there.”


“I’m a civilian,” Kayla said. “I’m not allowed—”


“I know better than that,” Nicole said. “There’s a sales rep in there!”


“You’re not gonna let this go, are you?” Nicole stared at her. Kayla pressed a finger to her lips. “Give me a second.” She turned her back and pulled out her phone. “I owe it to Dr. Berman to tell her what they told you,” she whispered. “What’s going on in there? … Thank you.”


Kayla turned back and suggested they talk at Eleven West.


“You don’t get it, do you, Kayla? No more jerking me around.”


“I wouldn’t have come back in if I was gonna do that!” Kayla said, clearly on the verge of tears.


Nicole crossed her arms.


“Okay,” Kayla said. “I don’t understand all the terminology, but the doctor’s concerned about the advanced deterioration of your mother’s bone density. The fracture was severe enough that he wanted to consider a hip replacement, but now he’s not sure.”


“So can’t he stabilize her and decide tomorrow?”


Kayla looked down. “There’s another thing—something he doesn’t like about the break. He considers it suspicious.”


“Suspicious how?”


“He had the case manager notify the police.”




CHAPTER 4


Ur of the Chaldees


Terah welcomed Ikuppi to his home after nightfall. The guard removed his long, bronze sword and leaned it against the doorframe outside. He greeted Belessunu but refused her offer of food or drink. “I apologize for troubling you at this time of your discomfort.”


“Discomfort,” she said, smiling and resting her hands on her massive belly. “Is that what this is?”


“It has been for my wife,” he said. “Thrice.”


“And I’ll say it if you won’t—she is half my age.”


“You’re right!” he said, chuckling. “I won’t say it.”


Terah showed Ikuppi the large table that dominated the great room. It bore his entire inventory of several dozen eight- to ten-inch idols fashioned from ivory, stone, clay, and wood—in neat rows a few inches apart each.


“Beautiful!” Ikuppi said. “You make these?”


“I do,” Terah said, beaming.


“They look like the silver and gold ones in the palace.”


“I make those too. The king provides the materials. My handiwork is my gift to him.”


“And all these are for your own use?”


“Oh, no, Ikuppi. We get lots of visitors. Citizens often bring sacrifices and kneel right here, leaving the meat and other foodstuffs for us. That’s why I have to fight not to look great with child myself!”


“Amraphel does not insist on the sacrifices coming to him?”


Belessunu emitted a scoff. “The king does not deign to eat food provided by commoners.”


Ikuppi smiled. “So you eat well! And your husband is the highest paid and most trusted member of the king’s staff. Good for you!”


Terah leaned forward. “In reality, that is not the extent of my recompense. I also sell these to locals and travelers. It’s a thriving business.”


“Which I must conduct for him,” Belessunu said with a sigh. “These pilgrims come during the day when he is busy running the palace and making life easier for the king. That thriving business means I must entertain visitors every day.”


“That has to be difficult,” Ikuppi said. “Especially now as your time draws near.”


“I thought you were going to say ‘at my age,’” Belessunu said.


Ikuppi held up both hands. “Not me!” He pointed to an ivory icon. “Beautiful!” he said. “This is Marduk, is it not?”


“Patron deity of all of Babylonia. You could tell from the robe?”


Ikuppi nodded. “May I?”


“Of course,” Terah said.


Ikuppi picked up the idol, slowly turning it over and over. “You must let me buy this one.”


“Consider it a memento of your visit,” Terah said.


“Oh, I couldn’t!”


“You must! You honor me by being here.”


“I’ll cherish it.”


“I hope you’ll do more than that,” Terah said. “May Marduk answer all your prayers.”


“Thank you both!”


“Don’t thank me,” Belessunu said. “He’s the one who believes a carving can hear prayers.”


Terah shot her a look. “We have much to discuss, Ikuppi—on the terrace.”


“You’ll forgive me for not attempting the climb,” Belessunu said.


“Of course,” her husband said, having chosen the roof so he and Ikuppi could speak privately anyway. His visitor followed him outside and up the steps, bearing his gift.


Despite the setting of the sun, the windless night proved not much cooler than the blistering heat of the day. Still, Terah lighted a torch, believing he could better judge the veracity of Ikuppi’s report if he could see his face. The man seemed weighed down by the burden of his concern—or was it fear?


“Tell me everything, friend,” Terah said softly to keep his voice from carrying into the night.


Ikuppi sat and leaned toward Terah. “You must know the king worries about usurpers to the throne.”


“I know better than anyone. I am constantly alert for interlopers. All kings face such worries, and they must.”


“But Amraphel more than most.”


“Perhaps.”


“I believe he has put so much faith in you because you have proven your loyalty, Terah. He is less sure about your progeny.”


“Without reason,” Terah said.


“That’s not what his stargazers are telling him.”




CHAPTER 5


Manhattan


Nicole narrowed her eyes at Kayla. “Police? Why?”


“You know what I know, Dr. Berman.”


“Then point me to the case worker’s office.”


“Oh, she’s not here this late, ma’am.”


“Kayla! The surgeon has her call the police and she’s planning to manage this from home?”


“That’s why I’m here.”


“But you don’t even know what’s going on! Get her back on the phone.”


“I really can’t do that.”


“Then my mother’s out of here as soon as she’s out of surgery.”


“Oh, no, Dr. Berman! You don’t want to do that.”


“Somebody’s gonna tell me what’s going on or—”


“How about you talk to the police as soon as they get here.”


“Not a second later.”


“Let me get you set up in your mother’s room. When they arrive—”


“I hope they know more than you do.”


On the way to Eleven West, Nicole began texting her father, but what was the point of troubling him when all it would do was rob him of sleep? And there was little he could do from halfway around the world, despite that he and the hospital brass were on a first-name basis. She would tell him only if she ran into any more roadblocks.


Eleven West proved as elegant as any five-star hotel, the most luxurious patient rooms Nicole had ever seen. “Concierge service and everything,” Kayla said. “I’ve already checked you in as an overnight visitor in your mother’s room.”


Nicole had just set her bag on the bed when Kayla took a call and informed her NYPD was in the lobby. “Get settled here and I’ll arrange where you can talk—”


“No, let’s just go.”


Kayla looked as if she’d resigned herself to the idea that Nicole always got her way.


In the lobby they were approached by a plainclothes detective who left two uniformed officers waiting. The detective, Nicole guessed midfifties, had a trench coat over his arm and wore a lived-in suit with one shirttail hanging out. He flipped open his notebook. “You Kayla Jefferson?”


“I am, and I’ve arranged for a conference room where—”


“And this is?”


“I’m Nicole Berman, daughter—”


“Of the victim?” he said.


“Victim?!” Nicole said.


“So you’ve been told nothing.” He reached to shake both women’s hands and introduced himself as Detective George Wojciechowski of the New York Police Department’s Senior Services and Domestic Violence Unit.


Nicole blanched. The young detective turned his smartphone toward her, showing Wojciechowski’s name. “If that’s too much of a mouthful for ya, call me George or G-Dub.”


“My mother tripped on a rug, Detective. How is that domestic violence?”


“That’s what I’m here to find out, ma’am.”


“But—”


“Hold on,” Wojciechowski said. “You got questions, but so do I, and this is my investigation, not yours.”


Kayla said, “Why don’t we take this to the conference r—”


Wojciechowski held up a hand. “First I gotta know where the victim is now and where she’s gonna be for the rest of the night.”


“Would you stop referring to her as a victim?” Nicole said.


“You’re about to find out why we’re here, Ms. Berman, but my first priority is your mother’s safety, so let me do my job. Ms. Jefferson?”


Kayla said, “Virginia Berman is in surgery and she’ll be in a recovery room within the hour. Then she’ll be moved to her private room in Eleven West until she’s released.” Kayla wrote the number on a card.


“And when do they expect she’ll be released?”


“Normally within a week, but with this development …”


“Got it. Let whoever needs to know that our uniforms’ll set up outside the operating room and accompany her to Recovery and then to her room. And we’ll need anyone entering that room to have hospital credentials.”


“I’ll be with her too,” Nicole said.


“Maybe,” Wojciechowski said.


“What does that mean?”


“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. You and I need to talk.”


Nicole began to respond, but the detective turned away and told the uniformed officers to get to the surgical ward.


“Why does my mother need protection?”


Wojciechowski turned back to Kayla. “Okay, that conference room?”




CHAPTER 6


Ur


“His wise men have warned the king that a threat to his throne lurks on the horizon,” Ikuppi said. “He even proposed having all pregnant women in the realm brought to the palace to give birth. Those delivering female babies would be rewarded.”


“And conversely …?” Terah said.


“Mothers of males will be honored for their sacrifice and urged to return home and try again.”


Terah found himself unable to speak. Finally he whispered, “Sacrifice? But he blessed me with the wish that we would have a son who lived a thousand years!”


Ikuppi shook his head. “He has vowed to kill male babies with his own hands.”




CHAPTER 7


Manhattan


Nicole followed Detective Wojciechowski into the conference room. “Actually, I’m going to start with Ms. Jefferson,” he said. “So I’ll ask you to wait outside. I won’t be long.”


“Can you just tell me—”


“Listen, there’s things I gotta know before I tell you anything, let alone question you.”


“You’re going to question me?”


“As soon as you stop questionin’ me. Now, please.”


Nicole dropped onto a bench in the hallway, frustrated she couldn’t make out Wojciechowski’s conversation with Kayla. And it took longer than she expected. But then it was her turn, and she and Kayla traded places. Wojciechowski pointed to a chair directly across from him, and as Nicole sat, she said, “Listen, I—”


“No, you listen, ma’am. I don’t jump to conclusions or pass judgment. I’m just the researcher here. I gather information. So—”


“You’re not paid to determine—”


“I’m not sayin’ I won’t have my opinions, and I been doing this long enough to know when someone’s lying, so—”


“I’m not a liar, Detective.”


“Yeah, well, we’ll see,” he said, flipping through his notepad. “You and your parents have separate addresses …”


She nodded. “We live about forty minutes apart.”


“Their address, if you don’t mind my saying, is in a swankier part a town.”


“Naturally.”


“But you’ve got two doctorates, just like your dad.”


“He owns a foundation. There’s not much money in academia or archaeology.”


“I wouldn’t know. You visit your parents often?”


“Often enough. I work with my father, so maybe not as much as I might otherwise.”


“You and he get along?”


“Of course.”


“But you don’t wanna see him outside the office?”


“I didn’t say that.”


“Well, say what you said again then. I thought that’s what you were implyin’.”


“All I meant was that I might see my parents a little more often if I didn’t work in the same office as my dad—and my mother worked there for years too.”


“Got it,” Wojciechowski said, scribbling. “Any problems with her?”
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