Cambridge, Massachusetts, March 30, 2013

It was a good wall, a wall anyone would be proudSifuated in such a way
that someone entering the condominium would seddhes hanging on its pale
blue surface before noticing the rest of Dr. Da@lthmbers’s large sixth-floor
residence overlooking the Charles River in thelspairt of Cambridge. The condo
was close enough to Harvard to make commutingabler and just far enough
away for Chambers to feel free of the world’s nmusistigious university.

The condo was well above his professor’s pay gradiehis last two books
had done well enough for him to be free of monayceons Beneath Hostile
Sandssat at number six on tidew York Timenonfiction best-seller list. It had
been nine months since the announced discovergaids tunnel. His publishers
pressed him to include it as the final chaptehatiook, then rushed to print. Then
came the countless interviews. The academic pdeepenned caused a furor in
the tight-knit community of archaeologists, a comityithat never felt more alive
than when being critical of one of its own. Yetorme raised an accusing finger at
his discovery. They couldn’t. His scholarship wagdnd criticism.

Chambers stood before the wall and gazed at thesiteanging there.
Together they summarized a twelve-year historyi@kpotless career. Someone in
the Harvard PR department dubbed him the mostwietsed scientist in the
world. That was probably true. Society could omletate a few scientific golden
boys. The astronomer Carl Sagan had taken thé pojpalarizing science to rare
heights. Others followed: the physicist Michio Kakstrophysicist Neil deGrasse
Tyson, and others were frequent guests on talk shole public had a hunger for
news from the world of science— news most couldntderstand. The

contemporary faces of science were those rareithdils who knew how to talk to



the camera and do so in plain language. It was gongeat which Chambers
excelled.

Chambers set a cardboard box on a narrow art degte-table. All the
furniture in his condo centered on the 1920s s§teneone once asked why he
chose art deco. He had no answer. His interiogdesihad suggested it, and it
sounded good to him. He was a smart man, mordigaet and insightful than
most, but he excelled in only a few things. In gtlang else, he was blissfully
dense. Perhaps if his range of interests had bekar,vyperhaps if he had honed his
other instincts to the same edge as those thaeduid career, he wouldn’'t be
doing this today.

He eyed the plaques, photos, and framed articlegig against the smooth
surface. He took the closest in hand and liftécbi its hanger. Like all its
companions, the object had been professionallydthrimside a silver frame rested
the cover of his latest hook. Chambers waited feersse of pride to wash over
him, but it never came. He put the frame in thellbaard box.

Next he pulled down the framed coverTdfe Fingerprints of Godis first book.
That work had been far more religious in natureeguided the reader through
the greatest discoveries in biblical archaeologyChambers, however, it was also
a scholarly nod to William Foxwell Albright, thedader of the biblical
archaeology movement. It had been Dr. Albright'skh®he Biblical Period from
Abraham to Ezrdhat had birthed his interest in archaeology—tinait the work of
his father.

The thought of his dad soured Chambers’s stomaobsd who knew
Chambers knew of his father and assumed Chambeérshiagen to follow in his
old man’s footsteps. Chambers never correctedipesssion, nor did he

encourage it. The only thing his father did to kénthe archaeological spark in his



son was leave Albright's book on the shelf. Chamlbeund it, and it set the
course of his life.

Dr. Albright died in September 1971, two years befGhambers’s birth.
That didn’t matter. Time meant less to an archagsidhan to others.

Albright, while hailed among biblical scholars, was as orthodox as most
thought. He believed the religion of the Israelit@sved from polytheism to
monotheism, an idea rejected by conservative Bithmlars. Chambers had
wanted to honor Albright while correcting his “mdiigeral” interpretations.

The last thought amused him: how far he had comehadpdemusedvas a better
term. If Albright were alive today, he’'d take Chaenbto task for his newfound
disbelief.

He set the framed cover in the box and followed with plaques, awards,
and articles about himself carriedNiewsweek, Time, Biblical Archaeology
Reviewand a dozen other such publications. He removetbpltaken of him with
Larry King, John Anderson, Ted Koppel, and Jay Lét® had other such
publicity photos that never made it to the wall.

He paused before removing the last photographtiitkesl it. The time: two
years ago; the place: outside Tel Aviv; the wontas fiancée. Higormer fiancée.
Amber wore jeans, a dirt-caked, formerly white Tesland a pair of gloves that
seemed a size too large for her petite hands. dimslsone on her brown hair and
sparkled in her blue eyes. The David Chambersdrptioto smiled as well. In fact,
he beamed. No man had better reasons to smile.

That smile would disappear a month later.

He snatched the photo from the wall and tossedatthe box. He heard
glass break. He didn’t bother to look at the damage

He opened the single drawer in the table and rethaweell-worn book. He

pushed back the black leather cover and saw anptiea bearing his name.



Gently, he touched his mother’s signature, therepes fell to his father’s
scribbling.

Chambers pursed his lips and threw the Bible irbtre Moments later, he
sealed the box with packing tape and buried itisnctoset: a cardboard ossuary
holding the bones of his past.

He closed the closet door on his history and tutodece his future.

Dr. David Chambers leaned back in his new ergonaffice chair with his
feet on the wide mahogany desk. By executive staisdéhe office was small, but
it was still larger than the closets most professeere forced to use. Chambers
was still young, so he would have to wait for olgesfs to retire or die before he
could expect more elbow room. Unlike his home,dffiee was Spartan. A
bookshelf lined one wall and needed dusting. Statksurnals, scholarly white
papers, and files stood precariously on the fl@mre of his students, perhaps
trying to impress his teacher, said, “It looks ltke salt pillars along the Dead
Sea.” Chambers had laughed and pointed to thetiglie. “That’'s Lot’'s wife.” It
was the kind of joke that only archaeologists waajpgreciate.

His eyes scanned a scientific journal that repostedrants given for
scientific exploration. Any that mentioned IsraeRalestine he skipped. He was
done with that phase of his studies but had ysettle on a new discipline. His
interest in biblical fieldwork had departed witls Hiaith.

He had a friend who worked in pre-Columbian arckapg specializing in
the mysterious Olmecs in the lowlands of southyeémdexico. The people group
flourished from 1500 BCE to roughly 400 BCE, a tipexiod with which
Chambers was familiar. Still, his academic focud been on the other side of the

world. He had deep doubts about his ability togamney to fund a dig in an area



about which he had never written; hence the need foend with a credible
reputation in ancient pre-Columbian history.

Perhaps he could call in a few favors and signsogig director, share a
byline or two on some academic papers, and thes liismown dig. All that might
take as little as five years—if he were lucky.

He decided to make the call. After all, any cialibns that sculpted three-
meter-high human heads deserved a little attenfiba.recent attention and media
coverage of all things related to the Mayan culamd calendar were certain to
raise interest in Central American archaeology.

He reached for the phone. As he touched the hgntisstg.

“Yeow.” Chambers snapped his hand back, then clkdcKWhat are the
odds. . .“ He answered. “David Chambers.”

“Shalom,Dr. Chambers.”

Chambers had no trouble recognizing the voice ©bkd friend Abram Ben-
Judah.

Maintaining a running inside joke, Chambers ansa/&en-Judah’s Hebrew
greeting with the Greek word for peatigirene.” Old Testament versus New
Testament.

“It has been much too long since last we talked fmeynd.”

The image of Ben-Judah flashed in Chambers’s ntailslightly stooped,
white-and-black beard, kind gray-blue eyes, anaca that looked a decade older
than his seventy-plus years. “It has, Abram, it lib®w is little Miriam?”

“My granddaughter is well and not so little anymdsée turns thirteen next
month.

“In my country, that’'s the age fathers begin logdimeir shotguns.”

“Shotguns?”

“To keep the boys away.”



“Ah.” Ben-Judah laughed, but Chambers recognizeduatesy chuckle
when he heard one.

“So who or what do 1 have to thank for the pleastdithis phone call?”

“First | must ask. Please forgive my rudeness.”

“You could never be rude, especially to a frienchadiis your question?”

"Is it true, what | have heard?”

“That depends on what you've heard.”

“You have abandoned your first calling?”

Chambers was glad a grin couldn’t travel over pHores. “I have not
abandoned my calling, Abram, I've just chosen a faws.”

No response. For a moment he thought the call bad but off.

“You still with me, Abram?”

"I'm still on the telephone, my friend, but | amtnaeith you on this new
focus.”

“I'm sorry, Abram, but I've given it a great dedlthought. It is what | must
do.”

“Is it what youmustdo, or is it what yowvantto do?”

Chambers rested his elbows on the desk. He didarit ¥o have this
conversation. “What's the difference?”

“I think you know.” There was an edge to Abram’sca& nothing unkind,
but Chambers could hear the disappointment drapsgolleague’s words.

“I don’t think you called just to scold me. Whata your mind?”

Another long pause. “It's time to come back to iy Land.”

‘I don’t think so.My last trip was just that—mhasttrip.”

“God wants you to return.”

This time Chambers did laugh. “That’s odd. | didyét His memao.”

The laughter wasn't returned. “We need you. Dr.Gbers.”



The formal Dr. Chambers told him Abram was seridlibere are
scores of biblical archaeologists. You don't need live been lucky—"

“Do not blaspheme, my friend. Luck has had nothndo with it. HaShem
has had His hand upon you from the beginning.”

“If you say so, Abram. Look, | appreciate the offeut I'm moving on to
other fields. | can recommend a few archaeologvsis will do a good job for
you.”

“I want you, my friend.”

Chambers stood as if Abram could see him do so.yYihy me?”

“Because no one understands the tunnels beneatalsn like you.”

“There are plenty of people who know about suchgbi”

“But not like you, my friend. You have made theathgeries. You know the
topography like no other. It was you who found dgineient clay seals of King
Hezekiah’s officials: Ahimelekh ben Amadyahu anchwkhil ben Shahar.”

“Names unknown to almost everyone. So what? Thatanldetime ago.”

“Nonetheless, that find proved once again the amyuand truth of the
Tanakh.”

“The Old Testament Scriptures have been shownriastty accurate
before. Those finds are nothing new.”

That topic had been the primary cause for Chambeesearch. He had
wanted to prove the Bible—both the Old TestamehatwAbram called the
Tanakh,and the New Testament—was accurate in every hisiatetail, and
thereby prove its divine inspiration. He had helpetieve the first goal but lost all
faith in the second.

“The Copper Scroll.” That was all Abram said, arddsaid the words as if he
were breathing a prayer. “Who knows more aboutQbpper Scroll than you?”

“The Copper Scroll is not Scripture, Abram. You tnthat.”



“No, but it will lead us to. . ." He paused ash&tword had stuck in his
throat.

“Treasure?”

“Yes, but not just historical treasures like mosople think. These objects
are history.”

“You have your eyes set on finding the temple actd?”

“Don’t you?” Abram’s sigh carried over the phon@rice we sat in the cool
of the evening and talked about what the scrollhtigad us to.”

“Good times, friend. Very good times.” Chambersldalmost feel the
breeze that pushed through the outdoor café assthpgd strong coffee and ate
dates.

“Indeed, my friend. | long for those days and thoseversations again.”

Chambers’s irritation slipped away. “Still, | dos®e how | can be of use to
you. Others have sought the treasures and artifaetsioned in the Copper Scroll.
Very little has been found. I'm no magician. | daimd what’s not there.”

“It is there, and I think that together we can fthdse items. Think what it
will mean to my people. Think what it will meanhcstory and science. Of all
men, you have the greatest understanding of therartannel systems and the
ancient topography.”

Chambers closed his eyes. “Abram, my dear friengstidon’t believe
anymore.”

‘I have a grant, a grant that includes your sctiool.

“Harvard?”

“Yes. The dig will be the most challenging you'weefaced and promises
to be the most rewarding.”

“Abram, | don't—"



“Billions of dollars are at stake. David, this disery may prove as great an
archaeological find as Carter’s discovery of théahikhamun tomb.”

Chambers tried to object but was stunned to re#tiaehe couldn't.

“l am authorized by my government to offer you astantial reward. |
know you are a man of some wealth, but this wiliipse all of that. You would be
financially independent, and you could fund youmdwture excavations.”

Chambers couldn’t speak.

“Please, my friend. One more trip. For me, for yoniversity, for science,
and for yourself.”

Several minutes passed without conversation. Chenapgpreciated the
qguiet Abram allowed him. Most likely, Abram beligl/that silence was better than
rejection.

Finally, Chambers spoke. “When?”

Professor Abram Ben-Judah set the hand piece bhablke iphone’s cradle.
A voice behind him said, “Will he do it?”

Abram didn’t bother turning around. He knew wholgpd-e also knew
who else sat at the conference table.

“He will come.”

“You do not sound so sure of yourself.”

Abram inhaled deeply. “I said he would come. Hd wdime.”



