
"ANY OLD RAGS, IRON, BOTTLES TODAY" 616
JUNE 9, 1969 NELSON GLUECK

I, personally, have long been in the 
business of collecting old rags, bottles, iron and 
related objects. Anything once used and discarded 
is right up my alley, and the older the better. I 
collect naturally for profit, - the gain of his
torical knowledge and historical reconstruction. 
After I have gloated over the individual articles 
sufficiently and squeezed the scientific values 
out of them, I turn them over to the exciting junk
yards called museums. The cry of "any old rags, 
bottles and iron" is music to my ears. Familiar 
to me in my youth, it still makes my pulse beat 
faster in my old age. Sometimes, I have dug into 
the buried cellars of yesteryear, as have many of 
my fraternity of specialized junkmen. Other times,
I have found my merchandise in the showrooms and 
lofts of antiquity shops. And often I have liter
ally scoured the face of the earth, seeking out 
and finding the abandoned sites and artifacts 
testifying to the evanescent presence of man in a 
wide variety of places and climes in different 
periods of time.

Last summer, for instance, I acquired a 
bronze dagger, one of the finest and most beautiful 
of its kind I have ever seen. It is in practically 
mint condition, although it shows some effects of 
corrosion, which have, however, through expert 
treatment, been completely halted. It was found in 
a tomb by Arabs near the city of Hebron, where 
David was originally crowned king of Judah about 
1000 years ago. But it is a thousand years earlier 
than that, and goes back to the time of Abraham 
about four thousand years ago. Later on, you will 
be able to examine it, and unless I miss my guess, 
will agree with me about the high quality of its 
beauty, the extreme sophistication of the simplicity 
of its graduated lines of ornamentation. The Arabs 
of the area, while ploughing their fields, stumbfed 
across some tombs of the period, filled with 
characteristic and unbroken pieces of pottery that 
can belong to no other time than Middle Bronze I, 
as it is called in the jargon of archaeology, dating 
between the twenty-first and nineteenth centuries 
B.C., which I have equated with and called the Age
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of Abraham

A Moslem antiquity-dealer of Jerusalem,
Musa Beidun, had gotten a hold of this dagger and 
some other copper implements, together with a fine 
collection of pottery found with them, and offered 
me the lot for sale. Everything else considered, 
although the price was high, I felt it was not too 
exhorbitant and snapped up the lot, paying for it 
by a check drawn on the Clifton Branch of the First 
National Bank on Ludlow Avenue. In the excitement 
of the purchase, I forgot to write to my wife about 
it, - or perhaps I was afraid to. Several weeks 
later, however, I got a letter from her asking if 
perchance I had been buying any antiquities, because 
the bank had phoned her saying our account was 
overdrawn several thousand dollars. Incidentally, 
when the cancelled checks of that month were returned 
to me later on in Cincinnati, I noticed that this 
particular check had never been cleared through an 
Israeli bank but through an Arab one in Beirut, 
Lebanon. I guess the exchange rate was slightly 
better there. How the check got to Beirut is some
thing I have never tried to find out, although I 
have been back to Jerusalem several times since.
There are some things it is better not to know too 
much about.

As an archaeological junkman, I have 
wandered about through entire countries, such as 
all of the Kingdom of Jordan east of the great rift 
in which the Jordan River, the Dead Sea and the Wadi 
Arabah extending between the south end of the Dead 
Sea and the Gulf of Aqabah are contained, and all 
of the Negev forming the southern half of Israel, 
extening between Beersheba and Elath on the Gulf 
of Aqabah, and all of the Jordan-Dead Sea and 
Arabah rift, finding ancient sites and dating them 
by the telltale fragments of pottery found on the 
surface of the ground, and excavating thoroughly 
several such sites, one being King Solomon's seaport 
on the Red Sea and other, a Nabataean temple in 
Transjordan, many of the sculptures of which are on 
display at our Cincinnati Art Museum.

But before speaking further of old rags 
and bottles and iron, let me report my own contri-
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bution of a comparatively new artifact that hope
fully will contribute some millennia hence to man's 
knowledge about our own times in the twentieth 
century A.D. Some years ago when Procter and Gamble 
was about to build its new headquarters building 
here in 1955, a delegation of its officers, includ
ing our fellow Literary Club member, Oliver Gale, 
if I am not mistaken, came to see me to seek my 
advice as to what to put in the cornerstone that 
would have significance for the history of our 
present period some thousands of years hence. I 
was told that I could have a couple of weeks to 
think the matter over. I replied that I didn't 
need two weeks but could make a suggestion in two 
seconds. Had I known that I was to be approached 
on this matter? I had not, but had a suggestion 
at the tip of my tongue if they were interested.
They were and I made the suggestion, which was 
immediately accepted.

I recalled to the P & G delegation that 
when Napoleon's army landed in Egypt, there was 
discovered the Rosetta Stone with its three bands 
of writing, two in Egyptian and one in Greek, and 
how the French scholar, Champollion, working from 
the Greek, had deciphered the Egyptian and for the 
first time made accessible the vast riches of 
Egyptian inscriptions and writings. Suppose, I 
continued, some atomic holocaust might, heaven 
forfend, occur sometime in the foreseeable future 
that would result in the wiping out of most or 
nearly all of the world's civilizations and of the 
world's literatures, but that somehow, somewhere, 
some group might survive, develop their own language 
and literature and civilization anew, related to 
one of those current before the holocaust. Wouldn't 
it be wonderful, I asked, if in the P & G corner
stone, a new Rosetta Stone were buried, which this 
people might some thousands of years hence rediscover 
and on the basis of one of the languages inscribed 
on it, decipher one or more of those that had been 
extant in our own day. How fabulous it would be 
thus to decipher English and furnish the key to 
the writings of Shakespeare and of the English Bible, 
and from the English get to the Hebrew Bible, etc.
The thing to do, I suggested, would be to take a 
large stele of pottery clay, incise on it some
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single sentence in as many languages, ancient and 
modern, as it would hold, and hope that in the 
distant future the scholars of the renascent 
civilization of two or five thousand years hence 
would he able to read one of the languages and 
from it decipher the others. "Which single sentence?" 
the P & G people asked me. "I don't know," I 
replied, "any one you choose. How about: 'Ivory 
soap, it floats. It is ninety-nine and forty-four 
one hundreds per cent pure.'" They remonstrated 
with me and asked me to be more serious. I 
suggested then that they take the same first verse 
of the Bible that the astronauts recently employed:
"In the beginning, God created the heavens and the 
earth."

The suggestion was enthusiastically 
accepted. The Rookwood Pottery was still in exis
tence in those days, and they agreed with me that 
it would be a natural for Rookwood Pottery to 
reproduce on a pottery stele this modern equivalent 
of the Rosetta Stone.

At that moment, I said that I had some
thing else to say, namely that I felt there was a 
consultation fee coming to me and that my price was 
pretty high. There was half a second's pause, as 
the P & G people silently consulted, so to speak, 
with one another, and then one of them said: "What
is your consultation fee?" I replied: "A copy!"
And so, Rookwood Pottery made two such steles. On 
each of them is the first verse of the Bible in 
English, Hebrew, Greek, Latin, French, German, 
Russian, Chinese, Swahili, Urdu, and so on and 
so forth for a total, I believe, of nearly fifty 
ancient and modern languages. The one stele is in 
the P & G cornerstone of their office-building.
The other is on the living room table in my house, 
on Glenmary Avenue, and all of you are welcome to 
come and see it any time you care to. Our prayer 
is, nevertheless, that an atomic holocaust will 
never occur, and that English and the other modern 
languages and civilizations they belong to will not 
become dead and forgotten to be rediscovered some 
day thousands of years hence by one or some of my 
future colleagues.
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The cry of "any old rags, papers, bottles, 

iron" and etc. rings out again particularly clearly 
because of the rediscovery of some of the Dead Sea 
Scrolls and the sudden appearance two years ago of 
one of the most important of them, which has been 
entitled: "the Temple Scroll."

In several recent articles in the New 
Yorker, Edmund Wilson has turned his attention to 
the Dead Sea Scrolls again, having originally 
directed the attention of the public at large to 
them through his original articles about them in 
the New Yorker some years ago. In the third of his 
recent New Yorker articles, Edmund Wilson mentions 
this newest of the Dead Sea Scrolls, and he mentions 
also the antiquity dealer, in whose hands it may 
have been for the twenty years preceding the 1967 
Six Days War between the Arabs and the Israelis. 
Inasmuch as I played a very minor role behind the 
scenes in the 1967 story of the Temple Scroll, and 
know some facts that Edmund Wilson doesn't know,
I thought the Literary Club was the proper group 
to tell the story to in connection with the general 
theme of this paper.

There is an antiquity shop in East Jerusalem, 
called St. George Souvenir Shop. It is across the 
street from the very new and most excellent Arab- 
owned hotel called St. George Hotel, and is only 
about 150 yards away from the grounds of the American 
School of Oriental Research, more popularly known 
as the American School of Archaeology, that I was 
the director of for some eleven years. The senior 
owner of the shop is Khalil I. Shahin Kando, a 
Syrian Christian from Bethlehem, where he maintains 
his home, and where he has another antiquity shop.
He, and his sons, and his brother, Jirius, run the 
business, but Kando, as he is generally called, is 
the real boss. He is a thin, leathery, long-faced, 
clean-shaven, sharp-eyed, intelligent-looking and 
pleasant chap, who wears an old-fashioned tarbush 
that one rarely sees among Palestinian Arabs today, 
and sticks to the habit of garbing himself in a 
long garment that is a combination of a coat and 
a skirt, worn over baggy trousers. He pretends not 
to speak or understand English, and so one converses 
with him solely in Arabic or through the interpretation
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of one of his sons or his brother Jirius or his 
associate Yusuf Saad, a wonderfully nice and learned 
Christian Arab from Jerusalem, At one time, Yusuf 
Saad was the acting head of the Rockefeller 
Archaeological Museum. He got thrown out of his 
office when the Government of Jordan nationalized 
the museum. I think the reason was that he was 
too honest, and it may have been partly because he 
is a Christian. I could write a story about him, 
but that is for some other time, perhaps.

I only got to know Kando two years ago, 
shortly after I arrived in Jerusalem on June 12, 
1967, a day after the cessation of hostilities. 
Almost immediately after my arrival, like a man 
who had been dying of thirst and suddenly comes 
upon a spring of water and drinks deeply, almost 
desperately, I plunged into the Old City of East 
Jerusalem, which I had not been able to get into 
since 1947, when the last Arab-Israeli war took 
place, and when Jerusalem was divided into two 
separate cities, sealed off from one another.
Shortly after entering the Old City, I learned that 
one of the very few looting cases that took place 
had resulted in the emptying of the antiquity shop 
of an old and dear friend of mine, an Armenian, 
named Levon Ohan. I got to his shop which was 
shuttered and closed, and then found my way to his 
house and obtained from him the story of the loot
ing. Thereupon, I stormed into the office of the 
military governor of Jerusalem, whom fortunately 
I happened to know well, and requested that the 
matter be looked into at once. Actually, the mili
tary governor had already taken up the case. The 
looters were speedily apprehended and much of the 
antiquity goods taken from Ohan's shop was restored, 
and the looters sentenced summarily by military 
court to twelve years imprisonment. Like wildfire, 
word spread in the Old City that it had been my 
doing, although it really wasn't, and I was hailed 
as a savior. As a result, when a couple of days 
later I entered Kando's shop, I was treated like 
St. George himself come to slay the dragon.

Kando had had in his possession for more 
than 20 years another Dead Sea Scroll, which has 
subsequently, as I have already mentioned, become
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known as "the Temple Scroll." A couple of days 
after the Israelis conquered East Jerusalem (re
sulting from the tragic mistake made by young 
Hussein, the King of Jordan, in swallowing the 
assertions of the Egyptians that they were about 
to conquer Tel Aviv and Hussein's launching a serious 
artillery attack against Western Israeli Jerusalem, 
although he had been assured that if he refrained 
from attacking, the Israelis would not attack in 
return), a number of military officers and plain 
clothesmen appeared in Kando's shop, demanded the 
Dead Sea Scroll which they knew was in his possession, 
took him and his brother to their residence in 
Bethlehem- where the Scroll was turned over to them, 
then took them to Tel Aviv to be interrogated for 
five days in an attempt to find out whether he had 
any more Dead Sea Scrolls in his possession, and 
thereafter released them.

It was at this juncture that I appeared 
on the scene, with my unjustified reputation of 
having saved my Armenian friend Ohan.

Kando and his associate, Yusaf Saad, 
poured out their story into my ears and asked me 
what to do. I told them that the matter was simple, 
that law prevailed in Israel, that the precious 
Scroll had obviously been taken from them illegally 
by force and that Kando should get a good Israeli 
lawyer and hail the people who took the Scroll to 
court. By that time, it began to be evident to me 
who was behind the confiscation of the Scroll. A 
couple of days of ferreting on my part soon con
vinced me as to where the Scroll had landed. It 
was obvious to Kando and his associates that I was 
very sympathetic to their cause, but I could not 
persuade him for nearly two weeks to take any action.

You must understand the feelings of the 
Arab population of Jerusalem during the period.
They were convinced to a man that the Israelis were 
going to do to them what they had publicly announced 
they would do to the Israelis in case of an Arab 
victory, - namely, that they would slaughter every 
man, woman and child and take over everything the 
Israelis had built up in years of miraculous creat
ivity. In vain I told my Arab friends time after
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time again that the Israelis had no intention of 
doing anything of the sort, and that on the con
trary they intended, as I knew from high authority, 
doing everything possible to establish good relations 
between the Israeli aid Arab sections of the city.
From June 12 on, Teddy Kollek, the Mayor of Israeli 
Jerusalem, saw to it that food and water and 
electricity were supplied to all necessary degree 
for the Arab section of the city. I could not even 
get Kando or Yusuf Saad to come with me to my office 
and apartment at the Hebrew Union College Biblical 
and Archaeological School on the west side of 
Jerusalem, near the King David Hotel, for more than 
two weeks after my arrival in Jerusalem. They 
were simply petrified with fear.

During these first couple of weeks, I kept 
going almost daily to Kando's shop and picking up 
new bits of information about the Temple Scroll 
which had been taken from him. A whole Byzantine 
type of intrigue began to be built up about it.
Syrian Catholic priests and dignitaries began 
appearing in his store with offers of mediation, 
and suggesting that they could secure for Kando 
several tens of thousands of dollars, if he we 
willing to settle his claims to the Scroll. I ad
vised against his accepting any offer that didn't 
have the approval of the brilliant Arab-speaking 
Israeli lawyer he had finally taken, Tousia Cohen, 
and that didn't have the sanction of governmental 
approval arrived at in a public court or in similar 
official fashion. In the meantime, powerful Israeli 
personages had begun to interest themselves in the 
case,, the chief among them being General Moshe 
Dayan, the charismatic Minister of Defense who, 
himself, like so many Israelis, has a passionate 
interest in archaeology and has built up a fantastic 
private collection of antiquity objects. Before, 
during and after the case of this particular Scroll 
was finally settled, it has been his practice to 
visit Kando's shop at least once a week and purchase 
some unusually fine antiquity piece that Kando had 
secured for him. And such pieces as Dayan didn't 
get, I acquired. Some of you may have seen some 
of them in one of the rooms of my archaeological 
collections in the Old Library Building of the 
Hebrew Union College.
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Indeed, one of my favorite diversions 

during the summer of 1967 was dropping into Kando's 
shop, going upstairs to the little gallery where 
Kando sat enthroned behind a desk piled with ancient 
jewelry, real shekels of the first and second cen
turies A.D., magnificent pieces of Roman period 
glassware and ancient pottery. Like so many Arabs 
I know, Kando is a wonderful raconteur. Before 
he had gotten into the antiquity business, he was 
a shoemaker, or rather a cobbler in Bethlehem. The 
connection may seem farfetched to you, but "truth 
is stranger than fiction."

One day, in 1947 some Bedouins came to 
his tiny repair shop in Bethlehem with what they 
thought to be rolls of crumpled ancient leather 
that had been found in caves above the northwest 
end of the Dead Sea in the vicinity of a powerful 
spring, called Ain Feshka. The Bedouins attached 
little value to the articles they brought in, but 
thought the cobbler might be able to make some use 
of their finds to repair old shoes. Kando paid 
them a few pennies, and then began to examine his 
purchase. Rot well educated or rather hardly 
educated at all, he is, nevertheless, or perhaps 
because of that lack of formal education, one of 
the most intelligent men I have met in many years, 
possessed of a native keenness and shrewdness that 
have indeed brought him very far. He saw that 
there was some writing on the worn leather, which 
turned out to be ancient parchment of sheepskins 
and goatskins. Gradually, by inquiring from the 
Syrian Catholic priests in Bethlehem, it became 
clear that the writing was ancient, that it might 
be Hebrew, and that the scrolls might have some 
considerable monetary value.

Through a long, roundabout process, word 
about these documents finally filtered through to 
Jerusalem in 1947 and got to Professor Sukenick, 
a very prominent Israeli archaeologists connected 
with the Hebrew University. Professor Sukenik 
was the father of General Yigael Yadin, who had 
Hebraized his name, and who became the first com
mander- in-chief of the Israeli army in the Arab- 
Israeli War that broke out late in 1947. During 
that war he had utilized his archaeological know-
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ledge, - he, too, having become an archaeologist - 
by leading his troops along an ancient Roman road 
to attack the Arabs encamped in southern Palestine 
from a direction they never expected. After the 
successful prosecution of the 1947 war, Yadin was 
promoted to the Chair of Archaeology at the Hebrew 
University, and has become one of the world's out
standing archaeologists.

In the last decade or so he has led 
expeditions that have discovered some of the Dead 
Sea Scrolls, and several years ago, he directed 
the excavations at the great fortress of Masada 
overlooking the Dead Sea. The besieged garrison 
of Judaeans held out for three years against 
the Roman legions, after they had finally put down 
the rebellion of the Jews against them that had 
flared from 67 to 70 A.D., conquering and practi
cally destroying Jerusalem in the process. According 
to Josephus, when the Romans subsequently finally 
battered down the walls of Masada and stormed in, 
expecting to take revenge on the garrison that had 
held them up for three years till 73 A.D., they 
found that the 900 soldiers there had put their 
women and children and themselves to death rather 
than be captured and tortured to death by the Romans 
or led to slavery and ultimate death in the circuses 
of Rome.

In any event, it was Yigael Yadin's father, 
Professor Sukenik , who somehow got wind of the 
nature of the parchment scrolls that the cobbier, 
Kando, had acquired, and made a trip to Bethlehem 
to see them. The moment he saw them, he realized 
what their true value was for the history of the 
entire period about 2000 years ago, and for the 
history of the development of Biblical and related 
literatures. By that time, in 1947, war had broken 
out. Sukenik made several perilous trips to 
Bethlehem to try to purchase the Scrolls from 
Kando, — there were some seven (7) of them in his 
hands at the time. On one of the occasions, Kando, 
who is a remarkably canny judge of human nature, 
entrusted all of the seven Scrolls to Professor 
Sukenik, who agreed to pay the price for them that 
Kando was asking, or who promised to return them 
if he couldn't raise the money. Arriving back in
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Jerusalem, amidst the rising dangers and preoccu
pations of Israel's beginning to fight again for 
its very survival, Sukenik was able to secure only 
a few of the tens of thousands of dollars, sufficient 
to pay for several of the Scrolls according to the 
price then being demanded by Kando, but not sufficient 
to pay for all of them. With practically broken 
heart, Sukenik, therefore made one final trip to 
Bethlehem, brought back the Scrolls he could not 
pay for, and miraculously lived to tell the tale.
He had been begged not to make the perilous trip 
back to Bethlehem, but insisted upon doing so to 
keep his word with Kando. The Scrolls Sukenik 
acquired were subsequently published in part by 
him and others.

Among the Scrolls returned to Kando by 
Professor Sukenik was one that several years later 
was acquired for the Government of Jordan b a 
generous American woman, a Mrs. Elizabeth Bechtel, 
who paid $250,000.00 for one complete Scroll. She 
gave it to the Government of Jordan upon their 
promise that they would permit the scholars of the 
American Schcd. of Oriental Research to publish it 
and some other pieces of Scrolls she was able to 
acquire from Kando in this fashion. To show how 
small the world is, let me relate in passing that 
one of the Graduate Christian Fellows who got his 
Ph.D. at the Hebrew Union College in Cincinnati 
about seven or eight years ago, Jim Sanders, and 
who is now Professor of Old Testament at the Union 
Theological Seminary in New York City, has become 
one of the world's great experts in the Dead Sea 
Scrolls and several years ago published the Dead 
Sea Scroll version of the Psalms.

But let us return to Kando, who during 
the years became the chief and, indeed, single 
middleman, who purchased Dead Sea Scrolls from the 
Bedouins, paid what to them was fantastic prices 
and then turned around and sold them at a gain that 
has made him a very rich man, — rich even by our 
American terms.

It became known in certain intimate 
circles that during the twenty years between 1947 
and 1967, Kando had gotten ahold of another Dead
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Sea Scroll, which seemed to be larger and longer 
than any one of them previously discovered. He 
had given a snip of it to some American lawyer, 
who had told somebody else, who told somebody else, 
till finally some of our great American experts
fot wind of the possibility of its existence. In he spring of 1967, my friend, Professor Frank L. 
Cross of Harvard University, and my friend, Professor 
James Swauger of the University of Pittsburgh, flew 
to Beirut, commissioned by the above mentioned 
generous American patroness of letters, to purchase 
the new Scroll for a reasonable price, somewhere 
around a quarter of a million dollars. Kando flew 
to Beirut to meet them. There ensued an amazing 
series of cloak-and-dagger meetings in which a 
rich Lebanese banker and a high official of the 
international police organization of the Interpol 
were involved.

Kando showed some pieces of parchment with 
writing on them, which were not of the early period 
of the Dead Sea Scrolls, and my friend Cross said 
he would recommend paying only a couple of thousand 
dollars for them, but not a penny more. Kando was 
playing a careful game. Then one day, he came to 
a meeting in one of the Beirut Hotels and saw the 
Interpol official sitting at a table with the 
Lebanese banker, who was supposed to play an inter
mediary role. At the sight of this highly placed 
police officer or detective, about whom Kando was 
somehow informed, Kando took fright, never came 
forward from the background in the hotel where he 
was watching what was taking place, drove to the 
airport, caught the first plane out, and flew via 
Athens or Damascus to Amman and then motored back 
to East Jerusalem. I was never able to learn from 
him whether or not he had actually brought the 
Temple Scroll with him. He was asking a million 
dollars for it. Frank Cross would have paid up to 
a quarter of a million for it. In any event, if 
his story as repeated by him to me and in part to 
Edmund Wilson is one-third correct, which is a pretty 
high degree of correctness for tales of this kind, 
he would have been better advised to sell it to 
Frank Cross, whom he would not permit even to have 
a glimpse of it. In the final analysis, as I shall 
soon relate, he got a very good price for it, but
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nowhere near $250,000.00.

During the weeks of exchanges with the 
Israeli officials and shadowy intermediaries from 
his own church, I became a sort of confidant and 
advisor of Kando. I enjoyed the experience, and 
in the process he sold me numerous fabulous pieces 
of pottery for only 200 - 500 per cent profit, 
which still was cheap, compared to what he would 
have soaked rich tourists. Then one day, things 
began to happen. I had put together in my mind a 
whole series of shreds of evidence, and said one 
day to Yigael Yadin, who I felt sure was the 
mastermind behind the confiscation of Kando's 
Temple Scroll, that I thought it was an outrage 
that it had been taken from Kando by force, that 
there was a law in Israel, as there had been in 
Jordan, and as there is in many countries, authori
zing a government to confiscate such antiquities, 
giving proper receipts for them, and then submitting 
the matter to a judicial court to fix a fair value, 
and paying the owner the arbitrated prices. I 
am far from sure that it was my remark that started 
the ball rolling, but when I came into Kando's 
shop a couple of days later, he was full of excite
ment, and told me that he had been offered, through 
a Syrian priest intermediary, the sum of $40,000.00 
in cash for the Scroll. As Kando related it to me, 
he replied: "Absolutely not. The Scroll is worth
a million dollars. The Government, of course, has 
the right to confiscate anything it wants to, but 
I don't have to agree to the price. And so I said 
to the intermediary, (said Kando) if that is all 
I am to get for it, then I would rather get nothing. 
However, (and this was declaimed with a grandiloquent 
flourish), when it is finally displayed in the 
Museum, put over it a placard, reading: 'Gift from
Kando.'"

I advised Kando to stick to his guns, so 
to speak, and to insist upon a much higher price.
In the weeks that had passed by, Kando, and the 
other Arabs in Jerusalem and elsewhere, had indeed 
become convinced that they were not going to be 
slaughtered by the Israelis, that indeed the Israelis 
were behaving as no conquerors had ever behaved 
before, and were treating the Arabs of Jerusalem,
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for instance, with a forbearance and kindness that 
the Israeli Government was not showing to Israelis 
themselves. For instance, in Israel, taxes are 
very heavy, and the collection of taxes is a well 
executed science,and the Israeli merchants in 
Jerusalem have to bear tremendous taxation burdens. 
In the Arab parts of Jerusalem, however, the Israeli 
officials were not exacting any more taxes than 
the Jordanian authorities had been imposing, which 
were comparatively nothing compared to the Israeli 
taxes, and for which the Jordanian authorities on 
the other hand had not been supplying all the civic 
amenities the Israelis were accustomed to receiving. 
The Arabs were, however, now sharing in these 
amenities, but not being made to pay for them. The 
Israeli authorities were doing this consciously, 
saying that until the Arab economy had been lifted 
up to the level of the Israeli economy in places 
like Jerusalem, it would not be fair to impose the 
same rigorous taxes upon the Arabs as were imposed 
upon the Israeli Jerusalemites.

Kando and Yusuf Saad now began to come to 
my apartment in the HUCBASJ. One day, I drove with 
them to Gaza. And by this time, Kando's lawyer, 
Tousia Cohen, had the entire matter very firmly in 
hand. And thus, with me or without me, Kando would 
have done nothing without consulting Tousia Cohen 
and following his advice, and the end would probably 
have been the same whether I had gotten involved 
or not.

And so the matter dragged on through 1967 
and into 1968. And only early this spring did it 
reach a conclusion that was acceptable and indeed 
quite satisfactory to Kando. When I got back to 
Jerusalem several months ago in March, and a couple 
of days after my arrival, sauntered over to Kando's 
shop for gossip, to pick up some additional pieces 
of ancient pottery, and watch tourists buy mother- 
of-pearl ornaments and other things in the shop 
downstairs, I got the final sequel to the story of 
the Temple Scroll and what had happened to Kando's 
claim for proper restitution. It must be clear at 
this point, as I have already intimated, that the 
mastermind behind the confiscation of the Scroll 
was Yigael Yadin himself, — although that seems to
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have been concealed from Edmund Wilson or that 
hasn't been revealed in Edmund Wilson's account 
recently in the New Yorker of what happened to this 
Scroll.

With the aid of the Israeli lawyer he had 
taken, Tousia Cohen, Kando had instituted or threat
ened to institute a suit against the Government of 
Israel. The Government, either directly or indir
ectly, through Professor Yigael Yadin, had offered 
to pay Kando some $45,000.00 for the Scroll, as I 
have mentioned. There had been long negotiations, 
and various intermediaries had approached Kando, 
as I have related, but he stood firm for a much 
higher price. Finally he get, and was permitted to 
take out of the country in dollars, the sum of 
approximately $140,000.00 in dollars. It was no
where near the $1,300,000.00 he had asked for 
originally, or even near the $300,000.00 he claims 
that he had paid the Bedouins for the Scroll. I 
figure he may originally have paid five or ten 
thousand dollars for it. However, when I got back 
fairly recently to Jerusalem, Kando told me that 
he had just been to Switzerland. He had gone there 
with his lawyer to deposit the $140,000.00 he had 
received in a secret numbered account in a bank in 
Zurich. Kando knows all the tricks. He only- 
remained in Switzerland for a day and the thing 
that impressed him the most, and which he will 
never repeat again, is taking an aerial ski lift 
some place nearby. He was never so scared in all 
his life. He seemed to be eminently satisfied with 
the sum of money he finally received and has been 
exceedingly grateful to me for insisting that he 
press his charges against the Government for con
fiscating the Scroll from him. I pruchased from 
him recently the last remaining pottery jar in 
which one of the Dead Sea Scrolls had been placed.
He had purchased some nine of them originally from 
the Bedouins and sold one of the last two in his 
shop to me. I have tried in vain to purchase the 
one that still remains in his shop, but he will not 
sell.

Kando, I repeat, is really a wonderful 
character, a fabulous raconteur, a brilliant business 
man, and a very wise student of human nature. He
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has been dealing with these Dead Sea Scrolls, as 
I have pointed out, as the chief intermediary 
between the Bedouins and the public, for more than 
twenty years now, and has gotten rich in the process.

I have reason to believe that there may 
be twenty to thirty more scrolls floating around 
in the hands of the Bedouins and sooner or later 
Kando or his children will get hold of them. The 
acquisition and sale of the Dead Sea Scrolls, 
parchment and pottery and copper fragments and 
complete Scrolls, represent a trade in old objects 
that would make any seller of rags, old iron and 
bottles, green with envy.

The story that Edmund Wilson tells about 
Kando in the three articles in the Dead Sea Scrolls, 
published recently in various issues of the New 
Yorker under the heading, "A Reporter At Large:
The Dead Sea Scrolls 1969." does not, I feel confi
dent, mark the end of the story of new discoveries 
of Dead Sea Scrolls, or the end of the story about 
this fabulous intermediary and salesman of ancient 
objects. This last Scroll, which was confiscated 
by the government and which has now been paid for, 
has been unrolled and deciphered and translated by 
Yigael Yadin. He has called it "The Temple Scroll." 
It is the longest one of the Dead Sea Scrolls ever 
found, being even longer than the complete Isaiah 
Scroll. It was written in the latter part of the 
second temple period, i.e., in the first century 
B.C. by a member of the Essene sect who utilized 
the Essene sect special calendar.

It purports, as Edmund Wilson has pointed 
out, "to be a message communicated not through a 
prophet but directly by God himself, who speaks in 
the first person, even changing it from third person 
when He is quoting His past utterances from the 
Torah, and nonchalantly referring to Himself by His 
otherwise unpronounceable name which He makes no 
attempt to disguise."

"The Scroll," Wilson goes on to relate, 
"enumerates the sacrifices and offerings appropriate 
to the various festivals as reckoned by the Essene 
calendar and lays down the rules for the services
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of the Temple." Almost half of the so-called 
"Temple Scroll" is occupied with plans for building 
the Temple. Descriptions are at variance in many 
details from what we know of the second Temple, 
and apparently represent an attempt to fill out in 
detail the sketch in I Chronicles 28:11:19, accord
ing to which David is said to have given Solomon 
the Divine plans for building the Temple: "All
this, said David, the Lord made me understand in 
writing."

All of which is a matter of interest but 
not really deep concern to Kando. These Scrolls 
are commodities and he is a dealer in "Old rags, 
iron, bottles" and what have you. I am intrigued 
by Kando as a person, and we have become good 
friends. I love listening to him. I hope you 
have enjoyed hearing about him and the background 
out of which he emerged.

Nelson Glueck




