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viii 1

C H A P T E R  o n E 

Tohu v’bohu — Chaos and Void

A TImE TO wRECk

One minute you think everything’s going so great 
and then . . . Boom. 
THREE WEEKS. That’s what Dr. Allon had just 

said. “THREE WEEKS.” Principal Ezra Oholiov sipped 
some tea from his melting plastic cup and started calcu-
lating. Three weeks had 21 days. 21 days equaled 504 
hours, and that’s how much time the medical profession 
was giving his brother-in-law to live. Ezra looked down 
at the hospital bed and sighed. What happened to Daniel 
being the recipient of ‘the finest medical treatment avail-
able’? Well, one look made it pretty obvious. Daniel had 
had 23 days of full-time hospital care, and he seemed 
worse every day. Actually, he already looked like a corpse. 

Ezra turned away and stared at the Jerusalem skyline 
out the window. That was life. One minute it was a bright 
sunny day and Daniel was just routinely teaching his sixth 
grade class, and then boom. One minute he had been 
Professor Daniel Bezalel, the most gifted physics mind in 
the world, the brilliant mastermind behind North Temple 
Mount Academy’s Chambers program, the most import-

P R o l o g u E

In the year 2917, there was a servant who had been grant-
ed unlimited human wisdom. That was infinitesimal in 
comparison to Infinite Wisdom. It did, however, make 
this servant infinitely wiser than any human being who 
ever was, is, or will be. 

At a young age, this servant achieved what no other 
human being had ever achieved in their lifetime—disil-
lusionment with the entire universe. And that made this 
servant a master of all the world’s illusions. 

In the last week of Tammuz, this unique servant 
faced north and compromised the most resilient illusion 
of all—the spiral of time. The servant then faced west 
towards the Ispaklaria and contemplated all the key play-
ers in the master plan, feeling absolutely no remorse at 
leaving them a single week to prove themselves. 

Now there was only one thing that the servant could 
observe through the Ispaklaria. It was chaos. Utter chaos, 
and it was everywhere.
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then it would surely be 15 days. That was it. 15 days if 
Daniel didn’t regain his memory. 

Ezra pulled the curtain closed around the hospital 
bed just as Daniel’s eyes flickered open. 

Daniel searched the room and called out, “Ezra?”
“I’m right here.”
“I forgot . . . a young man was here with a message 

for you. Look in the drawer . . .” Daniel motioned with 
his head to the hospital cart near his bed. 

Ezra pulled opened the small aluminum drawer and 
found an envelope. It was addressed to ‘Principal Ezra 
Oholiov’ and written in flawless penmanship that Ezra 
instantly recognized. He knew he should throw it right 
into the garbage. Instead, he unfolded the small note and 
read the immaculate handwriting. 

Restore my memory and I’ll restore Professor Bezalel’s 
Jonathan Marks, a.k.a. The Other 

Ezra closed his eyes and crunched the paper in his fist . . .  
Be careful what you wish for . . . He should have added 
one important caveat—any trigger except for Jonathan 
Marks. No one needed to press ‘start’ on the ‘End of 
Days’. 

Daniel’s hoarse and labored voice suddenly broke 
his chain of thoughts.

“Don’t do it. Whatever is troubling you, don’t do it.”
Ezra looked hopefully and expectantly at his broth-

er-in-law, maybe some part of him was coming back, but 
his hopes were shattered with the next sentence. 

“I wish I did know you. I’m sorry that I don’t, but 
I’d be blind not to know that whoever you are, you would 
do anything for me.” 

ant luminary to have walked the planet in thousands 
of years, and then boom! Ezra dumped his tea into the 
sink. It was too ironic. Daniel couldn’t remember a thing! 
The very pioneer of the Fifth Dimension who unlocked 
the ancient powerhouses of the human mind couldn’t 
even remember an itsy-bitsy tiny little thing about his 
extraordinary life. 

The hardest part for Ezra was that their 20-year 
friendship had also been obliterated by that black hole. 
Not to mention 15 years of marriage with Rebecca, Ezra’s 
younger sister. And it felt utterly surreal to be nothing 
more than a brand new acquaintance. Rebecca had run 
out of the room with her hand to her mouth the minute 
she heard the ‘three weeks.’ Ezra knew she was trying 
to spare her husband the anguish of watching her break 
down in front of him. Why bother? Daniel was about as 
attached to her as the doorpost . . .

Ezra swallowed hard. He also wasn’t interested in 
hearing about Dr. Allon’s ‘breakthrough-extreme-risk-
never-tried-before’ complicated surgery that had a 26% 
chance of success. The only thing Ezra cared about was 
having them find a cure for Daniel’s amnesia. The one 
top item on Ezra’s ‘to-do list’ was to find a trigger, any 
trigger that would bring Daniel’s memory back. And yes, 
he had turned into an obsessed man trying to find one. 

He shook his head in frustration while pumping 
pink hospital antiseptic onto his hands. These doctors 
were so narrow-minded. Daniel didn’t need surgery, he 
needed his memory. If he had his memory, he would know 
exactly how to cure himself. THREE WEEKS. That was 
the biggest boom. Now Ezra was on a deadline. Except 
that the doctor was wrong. Daniel didn’t have 21 days. 
Ezra was 100% positive that if a death verdict came in, 

:)
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“I’m fine,” Jonathan called back.
“That empty bicycle box has been here since last 

night. I told Newman’s kids that if they didn’t throw it 
into the garbage bin, I’d report them to the municipal 
sanitation department. But those kids are hooligans.”

Jonathan looked under the front wheels again. He 
was looking at a goat—or at least what was left of one. 
Wasn’t he? Jonathan suddenly froze and a jolt of terror 
adrenaline surged through his body. He was barely able 
to ask, “Would you validate—I’m sorry, would you repeat 
what you just said?”

“The Newman kids are hooligans,” his neighbor 
said while tying his dog’s leash to a fence. Then he walked 
over and gave the dead goat a hard kick. The movement 
shocked Jonathan, and it split the goat’s body in two.

“Hey, stop!”
“Oh, sorry. Did you want to leave the box under the 

car and take pictures of it or something? Actually that’s 
a good idea. You could sue them, but you know, on the 
other hand, it’s not like there’s any real damage.”

Jonathan instinctively shut his eyes tightly as he 
felt his whole body diving into a high-speed free fall. He 
braced himself on the hood of his car and then felt his 
knees absorbing the shock. When he landed, he slowly 
opened his eyes and stared underneath the car. There it 
was. A large dilapidated cardboard box crunched under 
the front wheels. No goat. Not even a single goat hair.

“I told those kids to move it. I told them someone 
could have an accident.”

Right, and you couldn’t put the fatal road hazard 
in there yourself, Jonathan thought as he tugged away at 
the box with his hands shaking uncontrollably. He knew 
exactly what was happening to his mind right now, and 

Ezra’s eyes were downcast, but Daniel continued.
“That young man was troubled. Don’t do anything 

he asks.” 
Ezra breathed out a long sigh of relief. Even if Dan-

iel didn’t know the first thing he was talking about, he 
couldn’t help holding on to that old comfort zone where 
all he had to do was to faithfully follow Daniel’s instruc-
tions. 

Jonathan Marks slammed hard on the brakes and then 
jolted back and forth in his seat. It was a delayed reac-
tion and too late. He angrily smacked his palm against 
the steering wheel. A goat. What in the world was a goat 
doing wandering in the street just two blocks from his 
apartment? If he was driving on one of Israel’s peripheral 
roads, OK, he might even expect a herd crossing, but not 
in the center of Tel Aviv! And yup, he had hit it. He had 
seen it go down, beige scruffy beard and all, and had felt 
the impact. He had even heard a loud bleaty groan. 

The last thing Jonathan was in the mood for was 
carnage and car repairs. It was his own fault too. He had 
been practicing Chamber Five permutations in his head 
while driving, which was probably ten times worse than 
composing a long SMS, even though his eyes never left the 
road. He flung open his car door, thoroughly disgusted, 
and went to the front of his car to inspect the damage. 
When he looked down at the fender, he couldn’t help 
wincing. The goat’s body was totally mutilated from the 
impact. 

“Hey, are you OK?”
Jonathan looked up. It was nosey neighbor #2 walk-

ing his pug dog. 
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have required 35 continuous hours to achieve what he 
was about to do in only 35 minutes, thanks to Professor 
Bezalel’s intensive training. He also knew that four years 
ago he could have done it in 3.5 seconds, and that the 
Professor himself could have accomplished it in .035 
seconds or less. 

Jonathan wasn’t deterred. He closed his eyes and 
watched the static in his mind. The usual non-stop ka-
leidoscope of images flashed by continuously, each image 
superimposed on the last. He carefully performed prelim-
inary breathing and focusing exercises until he formed 
the object into a perfectly sharp thought. He was highly 
aware that automatic speech was his biggest adversary. 
The real essences of objects were words, and the words 
consisted of letters, mental conceptual letters that were 
built by his voice, carved by his breath and engraved 
with his speech. He elevated his image through the four 
illusive reality barriers until he reached nothingness, and 
then the tomato stem ceased to exist. Now was the crit-
ical part. Jonathan voiced the permutations along with 
head motions to correspond to the shape of the vowels. 
He then meticulously directed his speech in six physical 
directions envisioning two triangles overlaid into a star 
and brought the influx of his newly-formed image into 
the physical world. Jonathan smiled. He knew he had 
executed the transformation permutations to perfection. 

A spider with the same dark green color as the toma-
to stem was now scampering up the kitchen splashboard 
at full speed. Next. Without unsettling his state of mind, 
Jonathan scanned the kitchen. He noticed that his black 
belt was hanging off the kitchen chair. He focused on 
the exact permutations and was satisfied to see a dead-
ly-looking black snake undulating to life. Now he was 

he was doing his best not to have an all-out panic attack. 
The minute Jonathan entered his apartment, he 

flopped onto the sofa like a condemned man. He shouldn’t 
have been cramming through all the Chambers, especially 
not Chamber Five, and now he had gotten his death sen-
tence. Jonathan stared at the ceiling. Maybe it wasn’t the 
cramming. Maybe his contact with Professor Bezalel, or 
what was left of him, had triggered it. Maybe it was his 
hypnotherapy sessions with Dr. Brody, trying to regain 
all seven years’ worth of his missing Chamber memories 
at once, and this was just one more bad side effect of the 
hypnosis. Or maybe it was simply and obviously Chamber 
Five. Mastering transformation was seriously advanced 
and dangerous—don’t try it at home, never mind on the 
road. Jonathan arched his head back and exhaled slow-
ly. What difference did it make? The bottom line was 
the same. He was probably in ‘tohu v’bohu’, otherwise 
known as chaos and void, a debilitating state of mind 
where initiates got stuck between ‘formation’ and ‘action’. 
It’s when you could perfectly visualize transformations in 
your mind, but couldn’t actually bring them into physical 
existence. Jonathan had seen first-hand what happened 
to Chamber Five initiates who got stuck in ‘tohu v’bohu,’ 
and he couldn’t even bear to think about it. Instead, he 
jumped off the sofa while wiping his palms on his pants. 

Self-diagnosis first. He surveyed the room carefully 
and reminded himself that despite his personal doomsday 
crisis, he needed to be systematic, and most importantly, 
to start small and simple. He went over to the fridge and 
pulled out a tomato. He plucked off the leafy stem and 
placed the stem on the white counter. He drew a circle 
around it with a black magic marker. It wasn’t lost on 
him that for thousands of years his predecessors would 
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two choices. One: be locked up in an insane asylum for 
the rest of my life. Two: Go crawling back to Professor 
Bezalel and Principal Oholiov and actually beg them to 
perform one of their selective memory erasures. 

Jonathan couldn’t accept either choice. He felt all the 
blood rushing to his head in a violent rage. None of this 
would be happening if he still had unrestricted access to 
the Foundation Vault! It was because they had locked him 
out that he was flunking Chamber Five in flying colors. 
They hadn’t just wiped away all his Chambers memories 
four years ago; they’d killed his fifth dimensional self. The 
snake slithered into the bedroom and Jonathan started 
stomping on its head with his heel. There HAD to be a 
third—something else, something within his reach—to 
UNDO IT!

Once the snake was pulverized beyond recognition, 
a single thought drifted into Jonathan’s mind. LOCK 
DOWN. It was only a small band-aid, but it was all he 
had. He needed to gain control of his imagination imme-
diately. In Chamber Five a vivid imagination was your 
best asset and also your worst enemy. Jonathan had spent 
two years being the recess guard for Chamber Five ini-
tiates, so he knew exactly how badly things could turn 
out. His memory flashed back to Simon Zoma who was 
just quietly practicing his Chamber Five permutations in 
a corner of the Foundation Vault when he suddenly be-
came convinced that he was in the Halloween Chainsaw 
Massacre movie. It was gruesome, and Jonathan knew it 
was going to get much worse, because he’d seen the horror 
film himself. Don’t go there, Jonathan quickly reminded 
himself: He refocused on how he had alerted Professor 
Bezalel and Principal Oholiov just in time. Just in time 
for them to selectively delete all of Simon’s Chambers 

ready to face his bigger problem. He needed ‘validation’. 
He needed to find out if the permutations were actually 
altering nature or if they were only in his mind. His door-
bell rang. He flinched slightly. He was surprised to have 
opportunity number one so soon. The fact of the matter 
was that he wasn’t really sure if he even wanted ‘valida-
tion’. He suddenly felt nauseous, like he was about to get 
the results of a fatal blood test. He reminded himself that 
he needed to be systematic and to just do it! He grabbed 
the snake off the chair, put it around his neck and then 
looked through the peephole. Perfect. It was Mrs. Sobol 
from 4B. She’d freak. He opened the door. 

“Hi. I’m here for the House Committee,” she said 
in an official voice.

No reaction. 
She tapped her clipboard. “We’re voting on switch-

ing landscapers.”
Jonathan grabbed the snake’s head and put it right 

under his chin. It started to slowly slither through his 
fingertips and was about to coil around Mrs. Sobol’s pen. 

“I’m so sorry, did I interrupt you while you were 
getting dressed? How embarrassing. I can come back 
later . . .”

Jonathan did his best to hide his utter despair as he 
ticked off the first box he could find on the page. It was 
only in his mind . . . .

Jonathan closed the door and threw the snake off 
his neck and watched it slither across the tiled floor. He 
felt sick to his stomach and then immediately convulsed 
when a wild-velocity freefall sensation hit him again as 
he grabbed hold of the door handle. He was in tohu 
v’bohu. Jonathan gagged, ran to the bathroom, and then 
lay down on his bed and closed his eyes. He reviewed his 
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Vault. Right now, his career advancement was going to be 
the only thing on his mind. He’d finish the article in a few 
hours and personally put it on Yoram’s desk. Jonathan 
jerked his foot and looked down. His grotesque phantom 
snake was back. 

He grabbed it and pushed the slithery thing through 
each one of his belt loops. He buckled it by forcing the 
snake to swallow its own tail. It was a belt. 

For the 25,648th morning of his life, Rav Kadosh basked 
in the shade cast by the Western Wall. Upon raising his 
eyes to the sky, he observed that it was another perfect 
summer day. He kissed the Wall goodbye and then walked 
backward for 30 seconds. Two minutes after turning 
around, he was inside the cool Jerusalem stone interior 
of his modest abode. He stood on tiptoe to hang his 
black hat on the coat rack and then started unbuttoning 
his black overcoat. He rubbed his hands together and 
cheerfully announced, “Well my dear wife, the race for 
the 9th of Av is ON!”

“You’ve been saying that for years and nothing ever 
happens,” his wife said as she reached for a chess set on 
top of a tall bookcase. 

Rav Kadosh shook a pointed finger in the air. “My 
dear Bruria! This year is entirely different.” He then raised 
his hands dramatically, like an orator, and boomed out, 
“On this coming 9th of Av, on the most monumental day 
in the cycle of time, the darkest and brightest day of our 
human existence, the moment designated from time imme-
morial for the greatest tragedies or the greatest blessings, 
on this very year, it’s going to be win all or lose all!” 

“You also say that every year and nothing ever hap-

memories while Jonathan watched five years of intensive 
training go down the drain. It might have been compul-
sory protocol, but Jonathan had nightmares for weeks. 

Jonathan exhaled loudly. LOCK DOWN. Imagi-
nation lock down. That was the key to Chamber Five 
survival. Most of North Temple Mount Academy’s stu-
dents had made it through Chambers One through Four, 
but only half the students were allowed to continue on 
to Chamber Five, and out of those, only about a quarter 
ever made it to Chamber Six. 

It didn’t matter how much time Principal Ezra Ohol-
iov had spent screening the kids beforehand. They used to 
lie through their teeth and right to his face, starting with 
Question One: Which sci-fi, fantasy, disaster or horror 
movies have you seen? Question Two: Which sci-fi, fan-
tasy, disaster or horror books have you read? Question 
Three: Which computer games do you play? That was 
when those kids everyone used to feel so sorry for because 
their parents had forbidden TV/computers as contra-
band, ended up having a major advantage—most of the 
time, but not always. Jonathan had personally watched, 
read and played everything out there, and he had never 
contracted tohu v’bohu. It must have been because his 
advanced mind also knew how to LOCK DOWN. 

Jonathan’s phone buzzed. It was Yoram, his editor. 
The call was sobering and a great lock-down. It reminded 
Jonathan that he had a realistic deadline to meet, and it 
wasn’t cramming seven years of Chambers training into 
two weeks to be ready for the 9th of Av. 

He went over to his laptop and started working on 
his article. Chamber Five was OUT. He was going to lock 
down and also backtrack. He’d return to Chamber Four 
and get a firmer foundation, even without the Foundation 
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briel Solomon’s great grandchild . . .”
“As extraordinary as it may seem, young Elisha 

Davidson is the Yessod and Aaron Kohen is not only a 
direct descendant of Moses’s brother Aaron, he’s also one 
of the 36. And when has there ever been a Kohen that 
was one of the 36?!” 

Bruria raised an eyebrow and then moved her black 
pawn. “Big deal. You’re also one of the 36, and where’s 
that gotten us? And last time I looked around, no one 
on this planet would have merited one freak of nature, 
never mind two! So that just leaves a couple of miscre-
ations fumbling in the dark. At least the ‘delusionals’ 
have wisdom.” 

Rav Kadosh twiddled his thumbs before deciding on 
his next move and asked, “Guess who I’m counting on?” 

“That’s obvious. You’re Old School. So it’s the fool 
and the child.”

Rav Kadosh nodded his head. That was most cer-
tainly true. And if his instincts were right, he was aligning 
himself with the ancient school—never mind ‘old.’ He 
pulled at his long white beard.

Bruria interrupted his thoughts: “What is it? There’s 
something else you’re not telling me.” 

Rav Kadosh took off his glasses and started clean-
ing them carefully. Last night had been the seventh night 
in a row that he had had the same recurring dream—a 
spectacular vision in which he had merited setting his eyes 
on the legendary Shamir. Unfortunately, he had never ac-
tually seen it clearly, nor could he make out exactly what 
he was looking at, but he was absolutely certain that it 
was the Shamir. He knew that he could never tell Bruria 
about it. After all, she might think he was losing his mind. 
Instead, he leaned over the chess set with a secretive air. 

pens. Are you going to be black or white?”
“White . . . But I’m telling you that I just found out 

that this week is the critical week! This week will deter-
mine who is destined for greatness! I heard it straight 
from one of my most reliable sources. We don’t even need 
to wait for the 9th of Av to arrive! Whoever attains true 
wisdom by the end of the month of Tammuz, will have 
what it takes to win-all in Av!” 

“Hmmm . . . was it my mother or my father, may 
they both rest in peace?” Bruria asked as she started ar-
ranging her chess pieces on the board and then grumbled, 
“Nu, set up your pieces.”

Rav Kadosh put his king and queen in place and 
then cleared his throat. “It was your father of blessed 
memory, but that doesn’t have to mean that it’s the end 
of the world.”

Bruria started humming a high-pitched tune while 
arranging Rav Kadosh’s pieces for him. 

Rav Kadosh sat back in his chair and immediately 
changed the subject. “I know you want to know who’s 
in the race this year.” 

“I already know,” she said. “Professor Bezalel’s high-
ly trained Fifth Delusional Luminaries. What else is new? 
Now move.” 

“They’re called Fifth Dimensional Luminaries, my 
dear.”

“Believe me, with only two Chamber Seven grad-
uates and Professor Bezalel kaput, they’re delusional.” 

“Yes, such a shame. Such a shame! But this year,” 
Rav Kadosh said with excitement as he moved his pawn, 
“we have fresh new potential—Elisha Davidson and Aar-
on Kohen!”

Bruria grimaced. “Right. The insane beggar and Ga-
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limited my time with him. I only trained him when the 
miscreation Kohen was around to protect me. And I’ve 
been extremely efficient to teach them exactly what they 
need to know, and of course in the shortest amount of 
time possible.” 

“So, now they’re even more clueless,” she said as 
she made another move. 

Rav Kadosh looked down at his pieces completely 
flustered. “Now, now, Bruria, you know that reaching the 
9th of Av finish line will be well worth any and all of our 
small and humble sacrifices.” 

“You mean yours. I’ve always told you that your 
overzealousness would catch up with you one day. Don’t 
expect me to be schlepping chicken soup to the hospital 
if you end up like Professor Bezalel.” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it, my dear.”
Bruria looked up from the chess board. “Consider 

this, dear husband. When my father, of blessed memory, 
was alive, he kept a ‘do not disturb’ sign on his study 
door 24/7 and was interrupted in life-and-death situations 
ONLY. So what in the world could possibly compel him to 
disturb his eternal peace NOW?” Bruria lifted her queen 
and held it tightly in her fingertips. “I’ll tell you what! 
A life-and-death situation of incalculable proportions. 
Yours! It’s YOU who won’t make it until the end of this 
‘critical’ week. The Yessod will kill you and then it will 
be lose-all forever.” She moved her queen triumphantly 
and announced, “Checkmate.” 

Bruria then adjusted the cushion she was sitting on 
and leaned back comfortably in her chair while folding 
her arms. “Now, my dear husband, I think it’s about time 
that you really tell me what it is that you’re not telling 
me about.”

“Well. There’s also some very unfortunate news. Your 
grandnephew twice removed—he’s on his way back.” 

“Wouldn’t you know it. I told Fanny years ago that 
that boy was a bad seed. She was always raving about 
him, ‘Jonathan this and Jonathan that.’ He was always 
too smart and talented for his own good. That boy has 
a mean competitive streak. Mark my words, he’ll catch 
up fast, and then you’re ‘lose-all’ this year.” 

Rav Kadosh sighed in agreement. “Which is why 
I have decided on this single occasion that emergency 
measures are in order.” 

Bruria moved her queen and then sat back in her 
chair. “So, that’s the something else that you weren’t tell-
ing me about!”

Rav Kadosh nervously tapped his fingers on the 
chess set and started speaking quickly. “You see, the boy 
found an Ispaklaria! An Ispaklaria! That changes every-
thing!” 

Bruria became thoughtful. “An Ispaklaria? Hmmm. 
Why would anyone give them an Ispaklaria! That certain-
ly seems unwise . . .” She studied the board and griped 
under her breath, “Why that’s as absurd as expecting a 
two year old to fly a plane.”

“Exactly, my dear! Which is why just this once, 
and for an extremely limited amount of time, mind you, 
one time only, I have decided . . . to become personally 
involved and enlighten them.” 

Bruria knocked Rav Kadosh’s queen off the board 
with her knight. “Well, now all your sneaking around 
is clear as the light of day, isn’t it? It’s that boy that has 
aged you over 20 years in just a few weeks . . . IF that boy 
is the Yessod, we both know he’s your death sentence!” 

“No, no, I’ve been very careful. I have severely 
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