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        “A spiritual kingdom lies all about us, enclosing us, embracing us, altogether within reach of our inner selves, waiting for us to recognize it. God Himself is here waiting our response to His Presence. This eternal world will come alive to us the moment we begin to reckon upon its reality.”

        

        A. W. TOZER, The Pursuit of God.
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        After a series of devastating events, a gifted seventeen-year-old Israeli boy becomes the focus of a wager between good and evil. Marked by one, he travels to first century Israel and meets a doctor who becomes his mentor. When he unwittingly makes a pact with the devil and the girl he loves is betrothed to another, his life takes a different course - until his eyes are opened. Trapped in the seventh dimension, how far will God go to save him?
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      “Please, God, don’t let him die!” I cried.

      General Goren’s face turned blue as the medic and nurse rushed into the room.

      The nurse barked orders. “Start chest compressions. One, two, three, four—” seconds passed.

      “No pulse,” the medic said.

      After applying gel, the nurse placed the defibrillator pads on his bare chest.

      “All clear,” she yelled.

      We stepped back and waited.

      The heart monitor remained flat.

      “Again,” the medic said.

      On the second attempt, General Goren’s eyes fluttered open.

      A faint hope stirred in the room.

      The death cat stood in the doorway. The nursing home mascot had never been wrong—maybe just this once. I wanted to yell at the cat to go away.

      “Daniel,” a voice said faintly.

      I leaned over and squeezed the General’s hand. “Yes, I am here.”

      His eyes met mine. I drew nearer, avoiding the wires leading to the equipment. His breathing was labored. I was thankful the nurse and medic didn’t insist I leave.

      “There is something I need to tell you,” he said faintly.

      I shook my head. “No, save your energy. You don’t need to tell me now.”

      “I must,” he pleaded. “You must know.”

      I glanced at the medic and nurse. He was in no condition to talk. “Know—what?”

      He squeezed my hand reassuringly. “You saved my life at Synagogue Hall.”

      “What?” The man must be hallucinating.

      The General continued. “May, 1948—hospital in Jewish Quarter.”

      “No. It was someone else. I’m Daniel Sperling, son of Aviv, a volunteer at the Beth Hillel Nursing Home. I’m seventeen years old.”

      “Let him talk,” said the medic. He lowered his voice, “In case he dies.”

      “Don’t say that,” I whispered.

      The cat stood in the doorway—watching.

      General Goren pulled me closer. “No, Son. It was you. They carried me in on a stretcher. I had a collapsed lung. The Arabs had burned everything but the hospital. The flames—cries of children—horrible. Mothers and fathers—all gone. The children—” he stopped, unable to continue.

      I reassured him. “You did the best you could. Everyone did.”

      General Goren flinched. “Dr. Laufer and Dr. Riss had a flashlight. Nurse Tzviah tried—” his voiced cracked again. “I told them not to waste any more time on me, to help the others.”

      I’d never heard this story. The war hero rarely talked about those weeks in Jerusalem. Despite his successes many years later, he apparently never forgot that night.

      “The reinforcements didn’t arrive in time. We held out as long as we could.”

      “Forgive yourself.”

      Tears welled up and he coughed. His eyes stared and the medic shocked him again.

      “We have a heartbeat, a faint one,” the nurse said.

      Should I leave so he could save his strength or stay and let him finish?

      General Goren said, “I must tell you this before I’m gone.”

      “I’m listening.”

      The room became quiet. The only sound was his weak, raspy voice.

      “You had a scar on your forehead. You walked over and touched me. The pain left. I cried out to the nurse—I wanted to know who you were—but you were gone.”

      My hero had mistaken me for someone else.

      “Thank you for saving my life,” the General said. “I didn’t tell you before because I didn’t think you would believe me.”

      I squeezed his hand.

      “God has great plans for you. You’re an angel.” The old man stopped breathing.

      “He’s gone,” said the medic.

      We checked the monitor. The war hero who had survived so many battles was no longer with us.

      I ran out the door, tripping over the cat. I stopped and turned to face the poor creature. “Sorry,” I muttered.

      His gray eyes stared into space, but the cat’s purrs reached my ears. I reached down and picked him up. Stroking his head gently, I leaned over and kissed him. Couldn’t the blind animal have been wrong just this once?
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      Three Weeks Later

      

      I trudged up Mount Zion to the Old City reciting my prepared speech. “Dear Mother, I’m not going back to the Family and Youth Treatment Center. Crazy people don’t know they are crazy. Patients who punch walls and claim to see monsters in the dark will make me crazy if I stay, if that’s what you want—” no, that sounded disrespectful.

      I approached the Prayer Plaza. An Orthodox Jew wearing a fur hat sat in front of the Western Wall. He, along with others deep in prayer, faced the most sacred wall in the world—the only remnant from the temple still standing.

      I passed a bookstore selling Jewish T-shirts, jewelry, and photos of Mount Zion. The closer I came to home, the more I hurried. Familiarity put me at ease, though tensions ran high in the streets.

      The Family and Youth Treatment Center forbade TVs. Too much bad news, they said. When was there not bad news? I would not go back—my day pass would be permanent, even if I had to run away.

      The sign at the gate, Jewish Quarter Street, greeted me. I walked faster, anticipating the surprise on the faces of my mother and sister. Of course, I would have to explain. I’d worry about that later.

      I heard the approach of running feet behind me on the stone walkway. Someone called my name, “Daniel, wait.”

      I stopped and turned. A young girl about my age ran up to me. I didn’t recognize her, but she seemed to know who I was.

      “Hi,” the young girl said, catching her breath.

      I searched my memory. “Do I know you?”

      “I don’t think so. I’m Lilly Ruston, a friend of Maurice.”

      How did she know Maurice? A brilliant mathematician, he always helped me with calculus.

      She dropped her eyes, as if now embarrassed by our impromptu meeting.

      “Were you looking for me?”

      She groped for words. “Yes. Daniel, we’ve been praying for you, about the loss of your father and now General Goren.”

      “Thank you.”

      An awkward silence followed. I didn’t know what to say to the stranger.

      She edged towards me. “I have something to give you. I hope you will take it. I mean, if you don’t want to, I’ll understand, but God told me to give this to you.”

      I looked down at the book in her hand and read the title. Jewish New Testament, translation by David H. Stern. Should I refuse it? I’d never read a book like that.

      “Thank you,” I offered. “I might look at it.” I lied.

      “It’s written for Jews,” she said.

      “We aren’t practicing Jews, except for the holidays, like Hanukkah and Yom Kippur.”

      “I wanted you to know we’re praying for you. God told me to give you this book,” she said again. Her voice trailed off, as if she had lost the courage to say more.

      I checked my watch.

      “Are you returning home? I mean, have you been discharged?” she asked.

      So she knew I had been at the Treatment Center. “Yes, I’m going home.” I looked around. “Where do you live?”

      “In the Armenian Quarter. My father is a professor at the Institute of Holy Land Studies.”

      “Oh.” I remembered seeing students outside the building on several occasions, but I didn’t know much about the college.

      “He teaches Arabic.”

      “Can you speak it?” I asked.

      She laughed. “No. I speak English and a little Hebrew.”

      “You speak Hebrew well,” I corrected her.

      A brisk wind blew her long brown hair over her shoulders.

      Under different circumstances, I’d have been interested in her, but I wanted to get home. “Well, thanks for the…” I searched for the correct name of the book.

      “New Testament.”

      I held it awkwardly. “What was your name again?”

      “Lilly Ruston. Don’t tell anyone I gave it to you.”

      “I won’t. Thanks for your prayers.”

      “Maurice said you were a good friend.”

      I nodded and started towards the Jewish Quarter.

      “Stay safe,” she hollered as I walked away.
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      As I approached our apartment, I remembered my father. If only things had been different. He was a passionate businessman and treated the Arabs with respect. In fact, they were his best customers. His family had done business with them in Syria for years.

      He knew the risks. He trusted them too much, we used to tell him, especially when Syria disintegrated into splinter factions.

      Why would someone want to kidnap him—the conclusion the authorities came to when all the leads came up empty. Even though the police never found his body, we assumed he was dead. Two years later, the wound festered, unable to heal.

      Our history was full of such sad stories—everyone had their own version. Jews had more versions than everyone else—the historians were right. We were different.

      I opened the gate to the side alley.

      I had never known a time when war was not a possibility. Soldiers carrying guns on the streets were commonplace. Even women had to serve—our survival as a nation depended on everyone being a Zionist. Despite the past, though, I didn’t want to live anywhere else.

      Recently military planes had increased practice runs in the wilderness of Judea. There they could perform military maneuvers without disturbing the civilian population.

      When I was younger and camped with friends in the remote area, I would look up and see the birds fly over and wait for the sonic boom. That’s how I learned sound traveled more slowly than light.

      As I climbed the stone steps to our apartment, lingering doubts returned. Perhaps I should have stayed at the halfway house. I’d brought some sanity to the poor souls, if not even a little humor. Just as birds perceive the arrival of winter before the first frost, the collapse of peace talks and military maneuvers pointed to war.

      I glanced at the Jewish New Testament. Too bad a dumpster wasn’t nearby so I could throw it away. I set the book by the front door.

      When I poked my head inside, my mother was cooking over the stove. I slipped by her to say “hi” to Martha. My sister was reading a book curled up on the sofa. When she saw me, she jumped to her feet. “Daniel!”

      I wrapped my arms around her. “So, Mother’s turn to cook, huh?”

      Martha laughed. “I get to do the dishes.”

      Mother ran into the living room. “Daniel, when did you get here?”

      “Just now.”

      A confused look spread across her face. “Did they discharge you?”

      “Sort of.”

      Tears weld up in her eyes. “Oh, Daniel, I missed you.” She rushed over and hugged me.

      I forced myself not to get emotional. We often didn’t see things the same way, but I loved her as any good Jewish son would.

      The aroma from the kitchen awakened my hearty appetite. “Am I in time for supper?”

      Mother smiled. She had pulled up her hair in a bun and wore a long, cotton, flared skirt and modest green blouse. “Sit and chat with your sister. Only a few more minutes.”

      Martha motioned for me to join her on the sofa, but I chose the chair instead. I sat and leaned back, rubbing my hands along the leather arms. I closed my eyes briefly, thankful to be home. When I opened them, Martha was smiling.

      My sister wore tight blue jeans and a white cotton blouse—no doubt an expensive name brand, though I wouldn’t know the difference if it were a cheap counterfeit. I tried to see what she was reading, but couldn’t—probably a hot romantic book by an American author.

      The view of Mount Zion through our dining room glass doors looked the same as always. Everything was as I’d left it a few weeks earlier. The old photograph still hung on the wall behind the leather sofa, taken at Yad Vashem when Martha and I were young. Mother’s grandparents had been victims of the Holocaust and she had insisted we visit the museum.

      My guitar sat in the corner. I was the only one who was musical in the family.

      We chatted about school and business, avoiding the political situation. Martha whispered, “I bet you left on your own, didn’t you?”

      I put my finger to my lips. I couldn’t fool her, but I’d rather not confess to my mother until I had to.

      “How is the business?” I hoped to change the subject to something less edgy.

      Martha caught on. “It’s okay. Well—sort of, except for Moshe doesn’t—”

      “What’s the problem?”

      Martha shook her head.

      Ever since our father’s disappearance, we had depended on Moshe to restock our fabrics and textiles from Syria. Few were willing to make the perilous journey, but we paid him well.

      “Food is ready,” Mother said. “Let’s eat.”

      The dining room table brimmed with hot food—my favorites, turkey and gravy, steamed white rice, avocado salad, and my favorite pastry, Boureka. Martha said the blessing, one of the few religious traditions we kept.

      Mother watched me intently. “I’m glad you’re back, though no one told me you were being discharged.”

      I knew the topic would come up. I was still a minor.

      I set down my fork and wiped my mouth with a napkin. “I need to tell you,” I began.

      Mother’s eyes got wide. “What’s the matter?”

      “I got a day pass, but I’m not going back.”

      “How did you get a day pass without a chaperon?”

      “I stole it.”

      “What do you mean, you stole it?”

      “I was depressed, but that place is for lunatics. Perhaps a visit to the rabbi would have been sufficient, just someone to talk to.”

      “Daniel, I don’t know a rabbi well enough to send you to one. That part of my life is over.”

      Mother could forsake her religion but she couldn’t take the Jewishness out of her blood. Bitterness now filled that hole.

      Not embracing our heritage had cost us. If we weren’t God’s people, who were we?

      “You know they will be looking for you.”

      “If you want me to go insane, send me back.”

      My caring nature was a doubled-edge sword. Everyone knew I wanted to be a doctor, but after being so depressed following General Goren’s death, she questioned my ability to become one.

      I turned to Martha, as if asking her for support. She listened attentively.

      “Mother, just let them know Daniel came home,” Martha suggested.

      I moved the salad around on my plate. “I feel something is about to happen. And I want to be here when it does.”

      Mother shook her head. “Don’t say things like that, Daniel. Why do you scare me? One minute I want to believe you are okay, the next minute you worry me with your preoccupation with the future, about what might happen.”

      I lashed back. “Just because I feel things more than others doesn’t mean I’m crazy.” My words were ignored. I’d always had a better relationship with my father. My mother, Kitty—as much as I loved her—frustrated me with her inability to see other people’s viewpoints.

      She was silent as she dug into her food. Taking a few bites without speaking dissipated the tension. Finally she said, “Maybe it’s best. We have some business news we need to discuss.”

      “Like what?”

      “I’m sure you realize now how difficult it would be to get into medical school.”

      Was that a question or a statement? I glanced at Martha. “What do you mean?” Was this what she started to tell me?

      “Moshe can no longer make the trip to Syria. He believes it’s too dangerous and isn’t willing. He fears the aggression will spill over into Israel any moment—that the recent events are far more serious and likely to lead to war. We need someone to take his place and take over the family business.”

      Take over the family business? “I can’t do that—I’m not old enough, and I still have three years to serve in the IDF.”

      “I know,” she said reluctantly. “I’m thinking down the road. We can find someone on a short-term basis, if we pay him enough.”

      She wanted me to sacrifice my dreams for her security.

      “You want me to take over the family business instead of becoming a doctor?”

      Mother looked away to avoid eye contact. “How could you ever be a doctor? I mean, your reputation—”

      “What reputation?”

      “You’re too unstable, Daniel. And anyone who has a mental breakdown is not going to be admitted into any medical schools in Israel.”

      Anger rose within me. “That’s a pretty judgmental thing to say.”

      Mother stabbed her knife into the turkey. “You don’t know what suffering is. Not until you’ve—”

      I glared back. “Not until what?”

      Mother didn’t need to tell me. The flames of Auschwitz were in her eyes. Her grandparents were murdered and her mother was left an orphan.

      Her only picture of them she kept by her bedside. Probably her most cherished possession, though Martha and I were a close second. Not that she loved us less—but we were her children. She had never known her grandparents.

      Martha interrupted. “We don’t have to discuss this tonight. Daniel just got back. Let’s wait until tomorrow and talk about it. You can call the Treatment Center and let them know he’s home.”

      Mother nodded. She wiped her face as if to wipe away the heated conversation.

      What sorrow did she carry? Perhaps I was more like her than I admitted.

      “Would anyone like some tea?” Martha offered.

      “I would love some,” I said.
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      The French doors were open and a gentle breeze lifted the aroma from my mint tea. A deep red painted the sky as the sun arced below Mount Zion. Memories stirred from happier times.

      Mother collected the dishes from the table and carried them to the sink. “Since you’re back, you should check the mail.”

      “Anything important?”

      “You got your letter from the IDF.”

      My rite of passage.
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      Sleep eluded me. After an hour of tossing and turning, I remembered the book Lilly gave me. Why had I agreed to keep it? I slipped out of bed and tiptoed to the front door. When I opened it, cold air gushed into the hallway. I grabbed the book and returned to my room. Flipping through the pages, I stopped to read a couple of lines.

      “It was during those days that Yochanan the Immerser arrived in the desert of Y’hudah and began proclaiming the message, ‘Turn from your sins to God, for the Kingdom of God is near.’” If Lilly asked me if I’d read any of it, I could say yes and wouldn’t be lying.

      I slipped the book under my pillow. Mother and Martha would never find it unless they changed my bed sheets. They hadn’t done that in years. A tree branch rubbed against the apartment window as the wind kicked up. I stared at the ceiling. A sense of uneasiness haunted me. The clock said 2:00 A.M. Sleep finally came but not for long.

      I woke with a start when the bed moved and I heard several explosions. A flash of light pierced through the partially opened blinds. I pulled up the shades. The streets were dark except for emergency lighting, but beyond the city walls, the sky was bright. The sound of barking dogs bounced off the stone walls amid wailing sirens.

      I ran down the hallway. The floor moved again. Mother and Martha met me and we rushed into the dining room. When we pulled up the blinds, glowing streaks of fire covered Mount Zion. Fire balls shot up into the sky. Smoke made it hard to see and flames engulfed the mountain.

      Scorched trails up and down in shades of red and orange glowed. I stared in disbelief. The Temple Mount and the Dome of the Rock were not visible, but neither was anything else—hidden by the flames.

      “The ground moved,” Martha said.

      I shook my head. “We’ve never had earthquakes around here. Maybe terrorists attacked.”

      Below the mountain, emergency vehicles blocked traffic, making cars turn back. The traffic heading away had snarled to a crawl.

      Neither of us wanted to mention the unthinkable. I finally asked, “If the Dome of the Rock is gone, do you know what that means?”

      “The Israelis would never do anything to the Temple Mount,” Mother said. “That would be an act of war.”

      “I didn’t say we did anything, but something happened.”

      “The Arabs will blame us,” Martha said.

      I clicked the remote to the T.V. “No power.”

      “I already tried to turn on a light,” Mother said.

      I ran back to my room to get the computer. The battery would last for a couple of hours. I waited for the desktop to appear on the screen and clicked on Google. Nothing happened.

      “We have no Internet,” I said.

      Martha turned on her iPhone. “My God!”

      I learned over her shoulder. “What is it?”

      “An earthquake. It says the Dome of the Rock is burning.”

      Martha flitted through several tweets on her twitter feed. “Rockets have been seen—over Northern Israel. They are headed towards Tel Aviv and Jerusalem.”

      “Can they get through the iron dome?” I asked.

      Martha shook her head. “I don’t know.”

      Mother stood. “We’d better go to the safe room.”

      Before we could move, another explosion rattled the apartment. This one felt closer, within a few hundred meters.

      Mother’s face turned white even in the darkness.

      Martha reached for her. “What is it?”

      “I feel weak, like I’m going to faint.”

      “Sit down,” Martha said. “Here, let me help you.”

      I stared at the fiery mountain. “This is more than just an earthquake. How long would it take for a missile to reach us?”

      “From Syria?” Martha asked.

      “Don’t talk like that,” Mother said.

      Another explosion shook the floor. Screams from outside the building cut like a knife. At least one explosion was close enough to be inside the walls of the Old City.

      “No,” Mother screamed, “Not again.”

      “Hamas?” Martha asked.

      Mother’s eyes bulged. “We’re going to die.”

      The last blast was close. It was too late to leave our apartment for a safer place. Where would we go anyway?

      The sirens continued like a stuck needle on a record player.

      Martha’s voice trembled. “We need to go to the safe room.”

      “I see fire,” Mother sobbed. “The fires of Auschwitz.” She carried the scars like a badge of courage.

      “This is not Auschwitz. This is Jerusalem.” I leaned over and rubbed her tense shoulders. I wanted to pray for the first time since our father went missing, but I couldn’t. I wasn’t sure I believed in God anymore. The wounds were too deep.

      Martha’s phoned beeped. “We need to go to the safe room,” she said again.

      We had prepared the room a few months earlier when the political situation deteriorated. The essentials were in a plastic carton—three bottles of water for each of us, several energy bars, as well as the recommended emergency supplies: A small flashlight, matches, whistle, pencil, paper, pocket knife, rope, compass, sleeping bag, battery-operated radio, garbage bags, wet naps, and toiletries.

      I snatched the laptop computer as well as my Kindle, though I’d forgotten to charge it the night before.

      The only window in father’s office faced Mount Zion. We had argued about whether we should seal it. We didn’t. I could still picture him at his desk working late into the night. He lived in his own world of chaos—selling to the Arabs when other Jews wouldn’t.

      The last shipment he had sent ahead of his return, but the package didn’t arrive until days after his disappearance. The box sat in the corner, unopened—two years later. That we never found his body left me embittered.

      Stashed in the other corner were three gas masks and additional food and water.

      “Don’t forget the phone charger,” I told Martha.

      Mother sat on the cot and Martha and I shared the floor mat. We spread out our sleeping bags. The sirens continued. Intermittent barking dogs sent my mind wandering where it shouldn’t.

      “How long should we stay in here?” Martha asked.

      I shrugged.

      Martha propped herself up with a pillow. I could barely see her face in the moonlight through the window.

      “At least we don’t have to use the gas masks,” I said.

      Martha shifted on the floor. “Not yet. I’d hate to suffocate using one.”

      “You won’t suffocate if you put it on correctly.”

      “Some people did during the Gulf War,” Martha argued.

      “Have you ever used one?” I asked.

      “No,” she said glibly. “You know I wasn’t born until a year after that.”

      Mother changed the conversation. “What time is it?”

      Martha reached over and checked the iPhone but didn’t say anything.

      “What is it?” I asked.

      “It’s worse than I thought.”

      “What is? What are you looking at?”

      Martha clicked a few more times on the keypad. “I have a text message from a number I don’t recognize. It’s using the Hebrew code word Homat Barzel.”

      She switched back to her twitter feed. This is from the Haaretz Newswire. 4:15 A.M. Tel Aviv hit with drones. Damage to the Diona nuclear reactor feared. The Azrieli Towers have collapsed and are on fire. Dozens presumed dead.”

      Mother lamented. “We should have moved to the countryside after your father disappeared.”

      Martha continued. “The Kikar Hamedina Square was struck and the IDF’s control command complex—hit also. Not sure how severe.”

      “What about here?” I asked. “What is all the fire that we saw, the smoke—I can smell it.”

      “I don’t know,” Martha said. “Here’s another report. The USS Abraham Lincoln was attacked on its way through the Strait of Hormuz.”

      Mother looked at me. “Daniel, try the radio again.”

      I did, but heard nothing but static.

      “Here, let me try the Israeli News,” Martha said.

      Rubbing my tired eyes, I scooted closer. I wished my iPhone hadn’t been stolen. I could find things quicker than my sister could.

      “Apparently the earthquake hit a gas line and blew out a section of the Armenian quarter—many casualties.”

      “We have lots of friends in that area,” Mother said.

      Lilly Ruston came to mind. Why didn’t I get her address?

      “We need to pray,” Martha said. She glanced around the room.

      I opened a breakfast bar and swallowed some water. An uncomfortable silence followed when no one offered.

      “We should take turns sleeping,” Mother said.

      Martha nodded.

      I dozed, vaguely aware of the faint whisperings of my mother and sister. I awoke around eight. The cold room gave me goose bumps. I pulled a sweater out of the box and slipped it on.

      “Have you heard anything?” I asked.

      Martha shook her head.

      Mother’s eyes looked swollen.

      “Both of you need to sleep,” I said. “I can stay awake now.”

      Mother reluctantly agreed. She pulled the covers up around her. Martha’s eyes were already closed.

      I heard grating sounds, like people moving things. Maybe emergency workers were attempting to dig people out of the rubble.

      Why did I lose my iPhone? I would have to pay for my next one. I flipped through Martha’s phone looking for emergency updates. News was either being withheld or the stations had no power to broadcast. I texted several friends whose phone numbers I could remember. I figured they were waiting it out also.

      I dug through our box of stored food. Since I never thought we’d eat the stuff, I made little effort to get things I liked. The pistachios and peanut butter would provide protein. I swallowed some water to get rid of the aftertaste.

      With all the sirens, an emergency update was due. I flipped on the computer, but still had no Internet. The best information came from tweets scattered around Jerusalem and Israel.

      I glanced at Martha and my mother. Could this be the start of World War III? I grabbed a gas mask. The other two masks shifted in the pile making too much noise. I froze and waited. Thankfully, neither of them was disturbed. I picked up my mother’s iPhone and texted Martha a message, “Be back shortly.”

      After closing the door quietly, I walked into the dining room. Mount Zion continued to burn. Several roads were unpassable and part of the mountain had collapsed.

      It must have been an earthquake. The tremor underneath the mountain probably caused a shift in the plates. Emergency vehicles and street traffic clogged the road below the mountain.

      I lifted the gas mask over my head and latched it. The unit was bulky and uncomfortable. I strode towards the front of the apartment and cracked the door. Smoke filled the narrow alleyway making it difficult to see. Footsteps approached and something brushed against my leg. I looked down to see a trembling brown and white dog. Her fearful eyes tugged at my heart. I patted her on the head and she wagged her tail expectantly. I checked for a collar but she didn’t have one. How would I ever find her owner?

      If chemicals were used, would she be alive? I didn’t think so, and I took solace that fewer lives would be lost. I headed to the epicenter of the Old City with the dog nipping at my heels. She was probably afraid of losing me. At Zion’s Gate, more chaos confronted me.

      Israeli soldiers blocked the entrance. “You can’t go in there,” one of them said.

      He had on a gas mask. I was glad I wore mine.

      “You need to go home. We fear more explosions, or go to a safe room.”

      St. James Monastery in the Armenian quarter lay in ruins. What about all the priceless books? Martha loved to hang out there and read.

      Prior attacks filled my mind. We always questioned if this was the big one. The Old City hadn’t been attacked since 1967. We would never surrender Jerusalem to the Arabs again.

      A sheet covered a darkened corner of the alleyway. I imagined dead bodies hidden underneath it. A soldier stood guard.

      “I’m looking for a friend,” I said.

      The guard didn’t move. “Some of the injured have been sent to Hurva Square. The synagogue has been converted into an emergency room. Many casualties have been reported. Right now, you need to go home, Son, and stay out of harm’s way. Take your dog with you.”

      “Yes, sir.” I didn’t realize the dog was still following me.

      The soldier wasn’t going to allow me to enter. Men with bewildered looks wandered by. Not everyone wore a mask. Women sobbed. I started to head back to our apartment and then stopped. I had to know if Lilly was okay.

      I turned towards Hurva Square. The new synagogue stood where the old one had been before its destruction in 1948. The Arabs burned it to the ground. The medics had treated General Goren in the makeshift hospital in the synagogue after he suffered a near mortal wound. Too many had died to keep Jerusalem from the Arabs. In the end, the Jews failed. That we would use it again as a hospital felt surreal.

      The dog stayed with me as I walked through the hazy streets. The cafes were closed and the usually crowded souvenir shops were deserted. The thick smoke showed no sign of dissipating.

      I arrived at the synagogue and told the dog to wait outside the door for me. I paused before entering—suppose she was hungry. I reached into my pocket and pulled out an energy bar. “Here’s something to eat.”

      She greedily gobbled it down.

      I grabbed a discarded plastic cup from a table and poured her some water from my water bottle. She lapped it up. The smoke had made her thirsty.

      Patting her on the head, I said reassuringly, “I’ll be back in a few minutes.” She whimpered and crouched on the steps.

      She was too obedient not to belong to somebody.

      When I entered the synagogue, the worship center buzzed with activity. Cots lined the walls with injured and hurting people. Cries drifted from several beds. Medics and nurses were everywhere. A quiet calm existed but the intensity
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