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On the night the power went out across their neighbourhood in Dayton, Ohio, fourteen-year-old Micah Turner was halfway through complaining about the Wi-Fi when the house went dark. His younger sister Alana, ten and immune to dramatics, set down her tablet without looking surprised.  

“Storm’s closer than they said,” Alana murmured.

Outside, the wind moved through the maple trees with a low, unsettled sound. Their parents had driven across town to check on their grandmother, leaving the siblings with instructions, a flashlight, and a stack of old books pulled from the attic earlier that day.

Micah aimed the flashlight toward the living room table, where one of those books lay open. It wasn’t large, but it looked older than anything else they owned. The cover was plain leather, darkened by age, with no title stamped on the front.

Alana leaned over it. “Dad said it belonged to Grandpa’s father.”

Micah ran his fingers along the brittle edge of a page. “It doesn’t look like a Bible,” he said. 

“It might not be. ... don’t rip it,” Alana replied. 

A single candle flickered on the kitchen counter. Thunder rolled overhead.

Micah turned the page.

The paper felt warm.

“Do you feel that?” he asked.

“Feel what?” Alana replied. 

The room shifted.

Not like the special effects in the movies he watched. It was more like stepping into an elevator that had begun moving before you realised it.

The candlelight stretched.

The hum of the refrigerator disappeared.

Micah blinked.

They were no longer in Dayton.

The air was dry, carrying the faint smell of oil lamps and stone dust. The walls around them were pale limestone. A low table sat at the centre of a room lit by small flames trembling in shallow dishes.

Alana’s hand gripped his sleeve.

“Micah,” she whispered. “This isn’t our house.”

Men sat around the table.

Thirteen of them.

Their clothing was simple — woven fabric in muted earth tones. Sandals rested near the door. Their faces were lined not by age alone but by strain.

At the centre sat a man who seemed both completely ordinary and impossible to ignore.

His expression was steady. His posture relaxed, but his presence filled the room in a way that had nothing to do with size.

Micah’s throat tightened.

Alana’s voice came out barely audible.

“That’s... Jesus.”

They stood near the wall, unnoticed.

One of the men spoke sharply. “Is it now? Tonight?”

The man at the centre — Jesus — answered calmly.

“Yes.”

There was no echo in His voice. No theatrical tone. Just certainty.

Another disciple, younger than the rest, leaned forward. “We followed you this far. We will follow you further.”

Jesus met his eyes and replied, “Where I am going, you cannot come now.”

Jesus’ words were not harsh. They were precise, like someone explaining something that could not yet be understood.

Micah swallowed because he couldn’t believe his eyes. They were back on time. 

‘This is the Last Supper,’ he whispered. 

Alana’s fingers trembled against his arm. “We’re actually here,” she said. 

Jesus rose from the table.

He removed His outer garment and wrapped a cloth around His waist.

Micah was shocked and said, “What’s He doing?”

Alana knew, and she said, “Jesus is going to wash his disciples’ feet.” 

One of the disciples braced as Jesus knelt before him, a basin of water in hand. His name was Simon Peter.  And he said to Jesus, “Lord, you will not wash my feet.” 

“If I do not wash your feet,” Jesus replied, “you have no share with Me. You can’t be my disciple.”

Peter humbled himself and said, “Lord, not my feet only. Wash my hands and head as well.”

Jesus then looked at his disciples and said, “You are washed. But not all of you are clean.”

The room became different after Jesus said this. The disciples wondered what Jesus was talking about. 

Several of the men exchanged words. 

Alana looked at Micah, puzzled. 

When Jesus finished, He sat again.

“This is My body,” he said, breaking bread. Then he continued, “Take, eat, because this is my body which is broken up for you.” “Do this always to remember me.” 

Afterwards, Jesus lifted a cup filled with grape wine.

“This is My blood of the new covenant.” 

Micah looked attentively as Jesus spoke those words. 

None of the disciples fully understood what they were hearing. You could see it on their faces — loyalty mixed with confusion.

Jesus looked around the table.

Jesus plainly said to them, “Tonight, one of you will betray me.”

The disciples were speechless for a moment.  

“Who?” several voices asked at once.

“Am I the one?” They looked at each other and said. 

Jesus dipped the bread and handed it to a man seated nearby.

The man’s name was Judas Iscariot, and his father was Simon.

Judas’ face remained composed, but something behind his eyes had already left. 

Jesus then said, “The person I give this piece of bread and dip it in a cup, he is the one who will betray me tonight.” 

The disciples still didn’t understand. 

Micah and Alana looked at each other, puzzled. 

Jesus dipped a piece of bread in the wine and gave it to Judas. 

“Do what you are going to do quickly,” Jesus told him.

Judas stood and walked out into the night.

But the disciples thought nothing much of it. 

The door behind the room closed gently.

Micah wondered what would happen next. 

When he exhaled, the air shifted again. They were now in a different place. 

They were no longer in the room with Jesus and his disciples, but were outside. 

They stood in a garden that had many olive trees. This garden was Gethsemane. 

Jesus moved several paces ahead of the disciples and knelt.

His voice was soft. Jesus was praying to God. He looked up to the sky and said, “Father, if it is possible... let this cup pass from me.”

Jesus continued, “Yet not My will, but your will be accomplished.”

Alana wiped at her eyes.

The disciples, only a short distance away, had fallen asleep.

Jesus returned to them and said, “Could you not stay up with me for just one hour and pray?”

Jesus was not angry, but he was disappointed. 

Micah and Alana observed the scene. 

Torches flickered at the edge of the garden.

Soldiers approached.

Judas walked in front.

He stepped forward and kissed Jesus on the cheek.

Jesus looked at him and said, “Friend, where are you coming from?” 

Judas didn’t reply. Jesus then said to him, “Judas, you betray God’s Son with a kiss?” 

The word did not sound sarcastic.

It sounded like grief.

Soldiers seized and arrested Jesus. 

Simon Peter, one of the disciples, drew a sword and cut off the ear of one of the soldiers’ servants whose name was Malchus.

“This is not the way,” Jesus replied. “If you live by the sword, you’ll die by it,” Jesus continued. 

After Jesus said this to Simon Peter, he took up Malchus’ ear and healed it. 

Micah turned instinctively toward Alana. “We can’t just watch. We must do something to help Jesus.”

She shook her head, eyes fixed on what was happening.

“We’re not here to change history. If we help Jesus to escape, then the history of the world will likely be changed.”

The soldiers quickly led Jesus away.

The garden became empty of people. Only crickets could be heard chirping. 

The scene dissolved again.

Now they stood near a courtyard crowded with people.

These people were the Sanhedrin, a council of about seventy Jewish scholars versed in Jewish Law and the Law of Moses. 

Jesus stood before the chief priest, who asked him a question. 

The chief priest then asked Jesus, “Are you the Christ? Please tell us.” 

But Jesus answered him, “Even if I told you I was Christ, you’d not believe what I’m saying.” 

One of the men from the Sanhedrin then slapped Jesus on the cheek. 

The Sanhedrin didn’t have the power to really try or execute anyone, especially a person like Jesus. So in the morning, they brought Jesus before the Roman governor Pontius Pilate. 

Micah and Alana felt sorry for Jesus, but they couldn’t help him. If they helped, the future of everything would change. 

Jesus stood bound before Pilate. 

Pontius Pilate studied Him carefully. He’d heard many things about Jesus. He’d heard how many miracles he’d done. He wanted to find out for himself if these stories he’d heard were true. 

“Are You the King of the Jews?” Pilate asked Jesus.

“You say that I am,” Jesus answered. 

The exchange felt surreal in its simplicity.

Pilate said many things to Jesus, but he didn’t respond. 

Pilate got frustrated and said, “Don’t you realise by now, I’ve power over you to set you free
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