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      To My Sister Alison Paige

      

      What a blessing
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        “Time is an illusion until God’s appointed time.”—Lorilyn Roberts
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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

        

      

      

      The Howling is the sixth and final book in the Seventh Dimension Series. If you have not read the previous books, I would encourage you to read those first. Profound truths build, like reading the Bible from cover to cover. While you will understand the gist of the story in The Howling, the backstory will be like a hidden gem that I don’t want you to miss. I’ve kept the price low on ebooks, and the first book in the Seventh Dimension Series, The Door, is free on all ebook platforms.

      Thank you for trusting me with your time. May my words uphold the truth of God’s Word, and may my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, receive all the glory.
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        From Seventh Dimension – The Prescience, Book 5, A Young Adult Fantasy

      

      

      

      THE ROARING CROWD and horses’ hooves pounding the dirt track shook the stadium. Tariq viscously whipped his horses. It didn’t take long for disgust to settle in my stomach.

      The overwhelming truth consumed me that the guy was a cheater—a Nephilim from the future. He came here and made a mockery of the races.

      What had he done to Daniel’s father? He was a hybrid without a conscience, without a soul. I felt stomach contents threatening to disgorge. I slumped over pressing my arms into my midriff.

      The two chariots sped down the track neck and neck into the first turn. Daniel lost ground on the outside, and Tariq took the lead. Daniel thrust his reins.

      Tariq glanced behind him. Seeing Daniel gaining, the Nephilim whipped his horses, and I heard their cries. The animals were at the mercy of a demonic tyrant.

      Daniel caught Tariq at the turn, but Tariq wouldn’t let him pass on the inside. Daniel tried to go around him on the outside, and he lost ground.

      Tariq cut the turn sharper. Daniel dropped back. He’d have to find a way to get around Tariq on the inside.

      The first metal cut-out dolphin fell.

      Shira grabbed my arm. “Auntie, look.”

      “Yes, I see.” My voice shook.

      She noticed. “Are you all right?”

      I nodded. I couldn’t speak. Three-year-olds could be so perceptive.

      Daniel charged ahead. The chariots zoomed around the turn at the far end. Daniel trailed. Could he sneak up on the next straightaway?

      One of Tariq’s horses took a misstep. Daniel seized the moment. He plunged ahead of Tariq on the inside.

      When Tariq caught up, he hurled his whip at Daniel. The unexpected attack left Daniel wobbling. He struggled to regain control. The chariot lurched sideways.

      I held my breath. When my betrothed recovered, he whipped the reins once more. His horses swooped forward, but Tariq passed him. Daniel maneuvered around the turn tighter this time. Could he catch Tariq? I couldn’t watch.

      The spectators chanted, “Daniel!”

      Daniel exited the turn behind Tariq but inched closer. Perspiration beaded on my forehead, and I felt faint, leaned over, and vomited on the stone pavement. Shira looked away, disgusted. No one else noticed—they were too busy watching the race.

      Tariq pulled ahead going into the next turn.

      A second dolphin fell. Five more laps.

      Daniel crept up on the outside. Again, the hybrid creature slashed his whip on Daniel’s back. How was Daniel going to get around him without being attacked? That couldn’t be legal. I covered my eyes. Five more laps to go.

      “Is Daniel going to lose?” Shira asked.

      “Pray,” I urged.

      The gladiators hurtled down the track, but Daniel still trailed. I shook my head. The Nephilim was demonic. Making the turns so fast, one would think the centrifugal force would sling him through the air.

      Daniel kept losing ground on the turns. Then he would have to make up the distance on the straightaway. If Daniel could pass Tariq on the inside, he could win. Daniel’s horses were faster.

      The excitement reached a fever pitch. Most of the fans stood at their seats and waved banners and hankies. Fortunately we were in the front, or unfortunately. If something happened, I’d see it.

      Daniel and Tariq rounded the turn and entered the straightaway. Daniel once again came within a horse’s head, but couldn’t pass. They galloped into the next corner.

      A third dolphin fell. Four more laps to go.

      The thunderous roar shook the stadium. The two chariots passed us. I shouted, “Go, Daniel.”

      Daniel was pushing the limits of the horses. Unexpectedly, he slipped past Tariq. Could he maintain it through the next turn? Daniel went low so Tariq couldn’t overtake him on the inside. Tariq almost careened into Daniel. I held my breath. Both chariots wobbled, but Daniel charged ahead.

      The crowd roared, “Daniel, Daniel!”

      Tariq lashed the whip on the horses. Again I heard their cries. They ran harder. Tariq shot even with Daniel.

      “No,” I cried. “Don’t pass him.”

      The Nephilim stuck Daniel with the whip. He jerked, swaying back and forth.

      “No,” I shouted. I raised my fists in the air. “No, you”—I stopped when Shira looked up at me. “God, please help Daniel,” I prayed.

      The hybrid creature whacked the whip again at Daniel, and the belt wrapped around Daniel’s neck. Gasps came from the spectators.

      The trumpet sounded. Was it over? Daniel struggled to extricate himself. He managed to get the whip off before entering the next turn.

      Tariq, enraged, pursued him.

      “God,” I cried.

      The fourth dolphin fell. Three more laps to go.

      Daniel regained control pivoting into the turn. Tariq smacked the whip hard. Instead of hitting Daniel, the cord got stuck between the spokes. Tariq jerked forward, almost falling. Daniel surged ahead.

      I waved my hands. “Go!”

      Then I noticed Tariq’s whip was on the ground. “Thank you, Jesus.”

      The fifth dolphin fell. Two more laps to go. If only this were the last lap. If only.

      Daniel plunged forward, flashing the reins. Tariq thrust ahead nipping at Daniel’s back wheels. They sped into the next turn, and Daniel cut sharply. Any sharper, he would have overturned.

      Daniel’s opponent again tried to plow into Daniel’s biga. They came out of the corner and hit the straightaway. Daniel’s chariot seesawed before leveling out. They entered the final turn with Daniel in front. Tariq was a hands-breadth behind.

      The sixth dolphin fell. One more lap to go.

      Tariq snuck up from behind. His front chariot wheel was even with the back of Daniel’s. Then I saw what Tariq was doing. There was a sharp spike on his wheel. Could he saw off the spoke of Daniel’s biga?

      They entered the corner with Daniel leading. Tariq bore down. A horse’s head separated them. Daniel pulled out in front. The distance widened, but as my beloved neared the next turn, Tariq gained ground.

      “Please, God,” I cried, “protect Daniel’s wheel.”

      They passed in front. Too much dust hampered my view as the horses went into the far turn. Daniel stayed tight. Tariq was desperate. Thankfully he didn’t have the whip.

      They came out onto the straightaway. Tariq pressed even harder, but his horses were tiring. He couldn’t torture them anymore. Daniel blazed forward into the final corner, and I held my breath. The spectators stood waving their hands and shouting, “Daniel!”

      The racers pounded the track, and the horses stormed toward the finish line. Tariq made one last attempt to catch Daniel, but his efforts were futile.

      The last dolphin fell, and I joined in the cheers. My hero won.

      Then, momentarily, I didn’t see either chariot. Seconds later, they were back. I saw the chariots and the horses, but where was Daniel? I glanced at Tariq’s chariot. Where was the wicked one?

      The riotous crowd seemed to notice something was amiss. A hush fell over the Hippodrome. I peered through the settling dirt on the turn and straightaway. Where were they? Had they gone into the center island? My heart pounded.

      “Where is Daniel?” Shira asked.

      I stared at the unmanned chariots. “I don’t know.”

      Shira pointed. “Look, Auntie.”

      Distracted and upset, I didn’t want Shira bothering me. I ignored her, straining to see down the far side of the track. I glanced at the Roman socialites—some stood, gazing at the chariots.

      Shira shook my arm. “Auntie, look. There’s a white dog.”

      I peeled my eyes away from the track to see what Shira was pointing at. “My God,” I cried. I touched my hand to my heart. “Much-Afraid, is that you?”

      She ran toward me, wagging her tail, avoiding where I threw up. “Shale, you’ve left such a mess.”

      “It is you!”
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      My horses, Mosi and Oni, took the lead. I could taste victory—sweet victory. They could run like gazelles when I let them. Just one more lap. I heard the roaring crowd chanting my name.

      “Run!” I shouted. We passed Tariq, and a scowl covered his brow. He slapped the reins at me in a last-ditch attempt to yank me off the chariot, but I was a seasoned racer now. No chance of that happening.

      We rounded the first turn, and I kept my distance. I didn’t want any more trickery or sleight of hand—like Tariq sawing off my wheel. The other racers had been knocked out or given up. Only Tariq was left, but dropping farther behind. The finish line called my name.

      Less than a minute later, I threw up my hands triumphantly. I flicked the reins to slow the horses, and the people drummed their feet in the stands. Celebratory flowers littered the Hippodrome as the fickleness of the spectators never ceased to amaze me. The Romans believed I was a criminal and a Jewish one at that. Now that I was the winner—making risky gamblers wealthy— the crowd was on my side. Besides, everybody loved an underdog.

      I relaxed for a moment in all the accolades. The Roman authorities wouldn’t dare arrest me. The last thing Pontius Pilate wanted was a riot on his hands and be called back to Rome.

      Now was my turn for sweet revenge. What had Tariq done to my father? And that time traveler who terrified Shale at the inn, Tariq must know who sent him.

      I searched for my betrothed and Shira behind Pontius Pilate and his entourage, but I couldn’t find them. Out of nowhere, I saw Much-Afraid scurrying across the racetrack. What was Shale’s dog doing here? Horses and chariots were everywhere. Fear that she might get trampled made me panic.

      As I was scheming how to help her, a mysterious cloud settled over the racetrack. Amid the fanfare, I heard someone whisper, “Daniel, the race isn’t over.”

      Of course, the race was over. I looked around. Who said that, but I couldn’t see anyone in the fog.

      The noise of squeaking wheels and cheering fans began to fade into the distance. When the haze lifted, I saw an open scroll, and Tariq and I were racing again—this time among the stars.
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      I head a familiar, angry voice. “Michael, he’s finished the race.”

      “Not so fast,” the authoritarian voice replied.

      The forgotten event happened on my way from Hurva Square to the first century—the argument between these two invisible creatures. I arrived at the inn with an injury to my forehead and couldn’t remember how it happened. Dr. Luke bandaged it—the first time I met the impressive doctor.

      “Time is an illusion until God’s appointed times,” Michael replied.

      The angry voice retorted, “I’m outnumbered two to one. Isn’t that like God, to stack the odds in his favor?”

      “The Lord rebuke you. No one is taken until God’s appointed time.” Michael’s answer seemed to settle the matter, and an uneasy silence followed.

      Suddenly, my biga became unstable as Tariq appeared beside me in his chariot. He smiled, flipped his reins, and took off ahead of me.

      “The race is over,” I shouted to Tariq. The race had to be over. I won, despite what Michael said. The powerful angel must be referring to something else. I tried to catch Tariq, but everything was a blur until the earth came into view. A man appeared galloping on a white horse across the planet. While he was far away, he was also near. As the horse cantered, the rider’s hair rippled around his smooth face. His narrow brown eyes matched his skin tone. Handsome, charismatic, and mysterious, he held a bow with no arrow. He was poised and self-assured. I continued to watch as reptilian-like hands placed a crown on his head. The rider turned his eyes toward me. He mouthed, “Mine,” and galloped across the Middle East.

      A second man riding a red horse appeared. I recognized him when I saw his face. He had become more powerful, more famous, and more profane. He held a sword in his hand and seized control of the kingdoms of the world. He took great delight waving the weapon as he galloped across Europe.

      A third horse followed. The black stallion’s rider held a pair of balances, and cries of mourning reached into the heavens. Burning grasslands crisscrossed the former breadbaskets of the world as the black horse turned into death. The rider had grown into a monster—deceptive, cunning, and evil.

      Soon a green horse appeared. Whoever rode him was longer human. He was possessed, and wretched creatures followed him. The earth, wounded, hung limply in space. Death lingered over the planet and clung to me like poison.

      I saw killers roaming the earth in the guise of beasts, plagues, wars, and famine. After much sadness from seeing so much suffering, I looked toward the heavens and saw an open door among the stars.

      Through the door I could see under the altar the souls of them who were slain for the word of God. They were dressed in white shining robes. A heavenly counter was counting upwards with a number so significant I didn’t know how to read it.

      I heard one of the souls ask, “How much longer?”

      “Rest a little longer,” an angel said.

      A holy quietness followed until a tsunami-like wave exploded. Shockwaves battered the solar system, and a blood-stained moon cast shadows over the earth’s surface. The sun became blackened, and a cold wave of icicles clung to my bare skin.

      Balls of fire fell upon the earth. The mountains shook, the islands split, and the seas roared. The earth reeled like a drunkard. Terrified earth-dwellers cried out to the rocks and mountains, “Fall on us. Hide us from the face of him who sits on the throne and from his wrath.”

      As quickly as it all began, the open door closed and a seal was stamped on the closed scroll so it couldn’t be opened again except by the King.

      A scarred hand touched my forehead. “Remember.”
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      I remembered what Yeshua said to me during my first appearance on the Mount of Olives. “It’s not your appointed time now, but I’ll bring you back when it is.”

      The trumpet blew from the Third Temple. Across the Kidron Valley, the Kohen were performing animal sacrifices. To perform such rituals in remembrance of Yeshua Hamashiach’s death and resurrection would have been inspiring if the Jews hadn’t missed the King’s first coming.

      As I stood dressed in white with the one hundred forty-four thousand Jewish evangelists, he quoted Scripture. “Many of you will be thrown into the flames, flogged, ripped in two, beheaded, and tortured. However, those of you who endure will be saved.”

      As I watched the Temple sacrifices, I was sad. Judaism promised so much more. Even two thousand years of wanderings did not soften the hearts of most Jews to consider Yeshua was the Son of David, the promised one. Despite that, God kept his unconditional covenant to Abraham, giving him land and millions of descendants so that through him the world would be blessed.

      “You’ll rule with me when I establish my kingdom,” Yeshua proclaimed. “However, my return won’t happen until my people mourn for me.”

      The building of the Third Temple was the most significant sign of the King’s return. Most missed its magnitude. The impressive structure rose prominently against the backdrop of modern society—big cars, hurried people, and a mishmash of iconic ruins from empires that rose and fell. Vainglory snuffed them out, but time etched its passage. Walls had been built and rebuilt. Trees had been chopped down and replanted. Through thousands of years, Israel had been conquered, freed, and reconquered.

      Unexpected tears welled up. An imposter now ruled Jerusalem. Soon two witnesses would appear on the streets of Sodom. Their appearance would be another sign.

      Yeshua finished with this admonition, “It will be more tolerable in that day for Sodom than for that city that receives you not.” Following our commissioning, we sang a song. “Salvation and glory and honor and power are given unto our Lord and Savior. True and righteous are his judgments.”

      Millions of voices responded from the heavens. “Praise our God, all his servants, and fear him, both small and great.”

      A heavenly trumpet sounded, and an angel flew overhead. He’d soon share the everlasting Gospel with the earth-dwellers. “Fear God and give glory to him, for the hour of his judgment has come. Worship him who made heaven and earth, and the sea, and the fountains of waters.”

      As I gazed into the throne room, the door closed.

      Yeshua’s voice brought me back. “Why are you staring into the heavens?”

      I lowered my gaze and met his eyes. He pointed to a wooden door that stood upright on the Mount of Olives. Through the opening, I could see a different place, but it wasn’t well defined, more like shadows.

      As I contemplated my future, I noticed thousands of doors were visible. Two by two, Yeshua was sending evangelists through them. He placed his hand on my shoulder. Another man whom I did not know stepped forward, and Yeshua put his other hand on his shoulder.

      “Daniel and Jonathan, I’ve chosen you to be my faithful servants in the last days. Over one million nomads have never heard of the Kingdom of God. Demons and unclean spirits burden these wanderers. Fear not the signs in the heavens or the strange wonders on the earth. I send you out in power and strength. You will cast out devils and heal the sick. Receive visions and dreams. Remember, I have overcome the world.”

      With my eyes closed, I claimed Yeshua’s power, and my new brother, Jonathan, and I stepped through the door.
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      Sand—as far as I could see. The skull of an animal with antlers still attached rested on a shifting dune. Dozens of rock formations jutted into the sky creating a ghost kingdom of sand. Against the horizon, sand-dragons, dark faces, and steep pillars reminded me of images from the moon.

      A strong gust of wind blew. I dug my head into my shoulder, but the dust was so fine my eyes burned before tears flushed it out. The sheets of wind eventually subsided, and I rested on a rock studying the endless, faceless terrain—bizarre but breathtaking.

      Jonathan stood nearby brushing the sand out of his hair.

      “We should look for a water source,” I suggested. “Nomads can’t live without water.”

      Jonathan crossed his arms leaning against a rock. “We can’t either.”

      I tapped the water canteen Yeshua gave us. It wouldn’t last more than a day.

      “Which continent do you think this is?”

      “The Sahara,” Jonathan replied. “I often watched YouTube videos posted by hikers to unusual places. Desert videos fascinated me the most.”

      A sharp plateau rose in the distance. The only purpose I could see the sand spires served was shade for desert creatures before they died. “Why would anyone want to live in such a hostile place?”

      “This is nothing like Florida, that’s for sure.”

      I studied the young man. Jonathan was bulkier and more muscular than me. I could imagine him playing American football. “You’re from the United States?”

      He nodded. “Orlando. I was a freshman at the University of Florida. I wanted to study anthropology.”

      “Yeshua must have put that desire in your heart. This would be an anthropologist’s paradise.”

      Jonathan looked away. “Life can change quickly, can’t it?”

      That was an understatement as I thought about the illusion of time in the seventh dimension. Earlier today I was in the first century. Now I was in the future on another continent.

      Unusual structures jutted up at the oddest places. I flipped the sand with my sandal. “I’ve seen something similar in the Arava Valley, but the sand here is almost like dust. This looks like Mars.”

      “Disneyworld could make a fortune here,” Jonathan quipped, “without spending millions.”

      I half-smiled. Disney is child’s play—or is it? “Disney is a temple of the imagination,” I heard a voice say. I looked around but saw no one. My imagination must be playing tricks on me. “I’m from Jerusalem, never been to Disneyworld.”

      “You’re Israeli?”

      I nodded. We stopped talking to conserve energy. The air was hot but not oppressive—just enough to make me sweat and wish I were somewhere else. It didn’t take long to come upon leg bones of more dead animals. Sand bugs scurried among the wind-blown drifts.

      After a while, my thoughts darkened. Why did Yeshua choose this door for us? Where did those other doors go—Brazil, a delightful Pacific Island? My disgruntled spirit fed itself until I recognized the source. I glanced at Jonathan. The upside was, we were in excellent physical shape.

      The sun rose high in the sky. Heat exhaustion was a real possibility. I drank most of the water, more than Jonathan. We would die out here if we didn’t find potable water. At least it wasn’t tortuously hot.

      Sometimes hopeless prayers in hell-holes work. I saw something moving against the horizon. I broke the silence. “Jonathan, I see a car. Over there, isn’t that a car?”

      “Or a mirage.” `

      A mirage—I hadn’t thought of that. It was hard to tell if it was coming toward us or away from us.

      Jonathan threw up his hands and waved. “We should try to get his attention.”

      Less than a minute later, the driver pulled up and stuck his head out the window. “An intelligence officer said a drone picked you up. We received an alert—two sightseers missing. How’d you end up here?”

      “We’re looking for nomads,” I began.

      He interrupted. “Never mind. Get in.”

      The vehicle was old and junky-looking, but at this moment worth more than gold. The driver turned his head. “You’re insane adventurers. I take you to town.”

      Jonathan and I immediately jumped in. Our driver put his foot on the gas pedal, and we took off bobbing on the road-less sand.

      Low-lying scrubs and scraggly trees clung to life. Strange-looking spires sprouted from the sands. “What are those rock formations?” I asked the driver.

      “They’re the Towers of Ennedi. Some have never been touched. Did you come here to rock climb?”

      “No. We’re here to visit nomads.”

      The driver snorted. “I’m not getting close to those savages. They’re untamed. You must want a real adventure. Some trekkers never return. That’s why those tours stopped. No customers.”

      “Tribes are nearby?” I asked.

      The man laughed. “Cow herders.”

      Jonathan and I exchanged glances.

      “Can you take us to their encampment?” You would have thought I wanted an ocean in the desert.

      He nodded. “But I’m not getting near them.”

      Soon we came to a roadblock, and three teenage soldiers approached us. They were dressed in full uniform, and one sported an M16 over his shoulder. Another held a copy of the Quran.

      After a brief conversation in an Arabic dialect, the soldier shone a flashlight in the back seat. “Any Bibles or weapons?”

      I shook my head. “No, nothing.”

      He stepped back and waved us on.

      I noticed a map tucked inside the back pocket of the front seat. I pulled it out. “We’re in Chad, Africa.”

      “Are you speaking English?” Jonathan whispered.

      I nodded.

      “Our driver is speaking English?”

      “I guess so,” I replied. I glanced down at the map. “At least we know what country we’re in.”

      “And that soldier spoke English?”

      I got Jonathan’s point. “That seems odd, doesn’t it?”

      Jonathan leaned over the front seat. “How long before we get to the nomad encampment?”

      The driver glanced in his rearview mirror. “Not long.”

      I stared at the map. All roads lead to heaven or hell.
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      I leaned over and whispered, “Tell me about America. After the EMP attack, we didn’t hear much.”

      “You mean after the electromagnetic pulse or after the rapture?”

      “Tell me about the rapture first.”

      Jonathan’s lips quivered. “Many professors and students at the University of Florida disappeared. They closed the doors thinking it was a terrorist attack. My mother teaches at a middle school, and all the kids twelve and under disappeared. Most students older than that remained, which was hard to explain unless you were a Christian.

      “Suicide rates soared when parents couldn’t find their children. Nursery and elementary schools went into lockdown. Most churches were empty. At least in Gainesville, only a handful remained open.”

      Jonathan bowed his head, shuffling his feet under the front seat. “The stock market crashed. Many companies closed. Unemployment shot up into double digits. You’d be surprised at how many people are employed in service industries related to children. Washington shut down. Riots broke out on the streets, and Martial law was declared. Karma eventually pays wages.”

      Even though Jonathan had lowered his voice, I was worried the driver could overhear us. I leaned forward. “Can you put on some music?”

      He flipped through several stations and landed on one playing African rap.

      “That sounds good. Thanks.”

      Clasping my hands behind my neck, I sat back. Jonathan was articulate and intelligent. He lived in America, and because American laws protected religious freedom, he should have heard about Yeshua. “Why are you still here?”

      Jonathan kept his voice low. “Even though I’m Jewish, we were non-practicing. My family wasn’t—still isn’t—interested in Judaism.”

      He waved his hand dismissively. “We have a copy of the Ten Commandments on our dining room wall and a menorah in the foyer. Besides that, there is nothing to identify our heritage.”

      “Was that intentional?” I asked, thinking they had experienced antisemitism.

      Jonathan thought for a moment. “No, I think we were just comfortable. My dad works for the State. As I said, my mom is a teacher.

      “I had a friend who was a Buddhist that I hung out with in high school. I thought it was brilliant that only five rules governed Buddhism.

      “I liked Buddhist philosophy because it was based on reason—cause and effect. I thought I was a righteous person, and I believed if I lived an honest life, good karma would follow. I was convinced I could live by the Five Rules of Buddhism.”

      “What are they?” I asked.

      “No killing, no stealing, no slanderous talk, no greed, and another one I’ve forgotten. I thought I could keep the Buddhist Golden Rules and find Nirvana. I realized later the rules were almost identical to the Ten Commandments.”

      “What did your parents think about you becoming a Buddhist?”

      “That’s hard to answer,” Jonathan said. “We never talked about it. I don’t think they cared that much.”

      I could relate.

      “Anyway, I discovered I couldn’t keep the Five Rules of Buddhism. I never did anything terrible, but I wasn’t righteous at all. I mean, I could hardly look at a beautiful woman without having lust in my heart. Actually, that’s the fifth Golden Rule that I forgot—sexual purity. I eventually realized my lousy karma would cause me to suffer forever.”

      “Sort of like trying to earn your way to heaven?”

      “Exactly. My high school friend told me I couldn’t pay for my bad karma in this life. I would have to come back and pay for it in my next life.”

      “Like reincarnation?”

      “Yes, reincarnation. I had so much bad karma I’d have to keep coming back. I needed to work my way out of suffering, so I was more enslaved than ever.”

      “So how did you learn about Yeshua?”

      Jonathan tilted his head against the backseat. “I knew you would ask. That’s the big question for Christians now, isn’t it, why did you get left behind? Well, things only got worse when I went to the University of Florida. I had a dream one night that I died and turned into a black snake. When I tried to enter the gates of heaven, a light-covered man who identified himself as Peter wouldn’t let me in. When I asked him why, he told me it was because I was a snake. I said I used to be human and tried to be good. I pleaded with him. ‘That must be worth something.’

      “Peter shook his head. He told me no matter how much good I did on earth, if I did one bad thing, one wrong thing, even if it was just telling a small lie, that it was enough to keep me out of heaven.

      “Of course, I was devastated. I argued with him. ‘No one can be that good.’

      “As I was speaking to Peter, I heard the delightful sounds of heaven that were so near and yet so far away. I looked through the gates and saw other beautiful light-covered people. Then the most beautiful of the heavenly beings started walking toward me, but when he saw me, he turned away.

      “I was devastated. ‘Why did he turn away?’ I asked Peter.

      “Peter looked straight into my eyes and said, ‘Yeshua, who took away the sins of the world, never knew you.’

      Jonathan pinched the bridge of his nose. “Panic welled up inside of me. I asked, ‘Is there anything I can do? If Yeshua will give me another chance, I’ll return to earth and tell everyone I meet how to get to heaven.’

      “Peter’s shoulders sagged and he looked very sad. He had a book in front of him and he read through the page several times, making sure he didn’t miss my name. Finally, he said, ‘At the bottom of the hill is a fork in the road.’ Peter pointed. ‘Read the sign at the fork. You missed the sign when you were on earth, but perhaps God will give you another chance.’

      “So I slithered down the hill as fast as I could. When I arrived at the fork, the sign had two arrows. One arrow pointed toward a wide road labeled destruction. The other arrow pointed toward a narrow road. That road didn’t have a name. It only said, ‘Enter here to take the narrow road that leads to life. Very few will find it.’

      “I was so sad I coiled up as a rope beneath the sign and wished for snow to freeze me to death. There were no second chances. I couldn’t go back. I didn’t want to go forward.

      “I remembered my days on earth, the choices I had made, and how I never gave Jesus a second thought. My longing sent me searching for another way to heaven. I thought Buddhism was the answer, but even good karma wasn’t good enough.

      “When I woke up, I was covered in perspiration. I needed to find someone who could tell me about Jesus. I didn’t own a Bible. I needed to find one. I asked around campus if anybody knew any Christians. Someone suggested I go to the Christian Study Center.

      “I started attending classes there. They had many philosophical discussions and apologetic lectures.

      “When the purge happened, all those students and faculty disappeared. They were the only Christians I knew. I listened to the news to find out what happened, but I didn’t believe what the media said.”

      “What did they say?”

      “They said those who disappeared were taken by aliens. They called them Enki.”

      “Enki?” I repeated.

      “Yes. They said the aliens left the good people here to save the planet.” Jonathan shook his head. “That was an inadequate explanation for the disappearance of the kids.”

      “What happened at that?”

      “Well, for one thing,” Jonathan said, “I was more depressed than ever. The following weekend, I sat in the empty building at the Christian Study Center, took one of the Bibles off a bookshelf, and read the Gospel of Matthew. I got down on my knees and told God I was sorry. I asked him to forgive me for all the wrongs I’d done. I knew at that moment Jesus, who I prefer to call by his Jewish name, Yeshua, was the Messiah.”

      I took in a deep breath as I thought about his story. “It’s so much harder for Jews to see the truth than anyone else, isn’t it?”

      Jonathan sighed. “I don’t know why, but it’s true. I read the New Testament that weekend. When I got to the book of Revelation, I knew we were in the last days. God spoke to me and said I was one of the one hundred forty-four thousand Jewish evangelists, and I needed to make Aliyah to Israel.

      “A few days later, I called my parents. I told them everything. They were skeptical, but they let me come. I took the first flight I could catch and found some Jewish believers in Tel-Aviv. By then, thousands were arriving in Israel from all over the world.”

      Jonathan fell silent. “What about you?”

      I drew in another long breath and exhaled slowly. My story was so strange, I wasn’t sure Jonathan would believe me. I began by telling him how I had gone back in time in an alternate universe, a place that I called the seventh dimension. I told him how, in this other domain, we lived in a spiritual reality, and the choices we made in that dimension determined our eternal destiny. I finished with sharing how I left Shale in the first century. “That was the hardest part, is leaving my fiancée behind with a little girl we were taking care of because her parents had died.”

      “So you time traveled?” Jonathan asked, as if it was a common occurrence.

      I chuckled, “Yeah, it was definitely interdimensional time travel. Like you, I did not believe Jesus could be the Messiah, until I met him at the cross and witnessed his resurrection.”

      Jonathan nodded. “I believe you, Daniel. I do. When I read the book of Matthew, it was as vivid and real to me as if I were there. It must be hard to be here and those you love not to be.”

      I swallowed hard. “It hasn’t truly sunk in. Everything happened so fast…but I knew God would call me back. He told me he would bring me back when the time was right.” I lamented, “I wish I had prepared Shale, but I had no way of knowing God would return me to this time and not Shale and Shira.”

      Jonathan comforted me. “I understand. But, you know, things are only going to get worse. If there is anything good in all of it, be thankful they aren’t here.”

      “I’m definitely thankful they aren’t here. I’d be so worried about their safety…”

      Jonathan’s spirits lifted. “The one good thing God provided for me was that international flights had finally been restored after the EMP attack. Otherwise, I don’t know how I could have made it to Israel.”

      I nodded. “That’s true.”

      “You know, Daniel, you would think that the electromagnetic pulse would have woken me up, but it didn’t.” Jonathan puckered his lips. “I guess you know about the Ezekiel War, how God intervened, and the rise of the new leader who took credit for Israel’s victory.”

      “That was happening when Shale and I went back to the first century, with Shira.”

      Jonathan rolled his shoulders. “Most countries are under his control now, except for a few in the West.”

      “I suppose Europe is at the forefront of his empire?”

      Jonathan nodded. “Turkey and Iran suffered severe losses when they invaded Israel.” He pointed out the window. “Look.”
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      Straight ahead, brown women wearing brightly-patterned dresses and scarves stood with their hands planted on their waists. Their bodies were covered, unlike some African tribes, but what caught my attention were the animals. Several dozen cows, goats, and sheep were circumnavigating a couple of camels hunched in the middle of the circle. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

      “Have you seen anything like that?” I asked.

      Jonathan shook his head. “Looks like the animals are doing the Hajj in the Sahara.”

      A

      long rectangular water trough came into view. A few cows left the main group and were walking toward it. The women were placing bowls on the ground.

      “We stop here,” the driver said.

      A little farther, a community of tents appeared anchored to the desert like appendages. Waves of uncertainty flooded me. We didn’t know the people, the culture, or the language.

      The driver pointed. “These are the Shuwa nomads, a subgroup of a larger tribe, the Baggara. They’re cattle herders.

      “The women are doing the evening watering. I don’t want to get any closer. They’re known for their brutal raids. They plunder nearby villages so they can steal the cows.”

      “How much do we owe you?” Jonathan asked.

      He rattled off a figure which I didn’t understand. Jonathan and I looked at each other. Where were we going to get the money?

      At that moment, several men became visible running toward us. The driver yelled, “Get out—they got guns!”

      As soon as we jumped out, the driver took off, leaving behind a parachute of dust. Suppose he came back and accused us of not paying? Too many men were descending upon us to worry about that now.

      I shouted to Jonathan, “Hold up your hands. Make it clear we don’t have any weapons.”

      The nomads closed in on us. We kept our empty hands visible. White thobes with Arabic head coverings meant they’d had contact with Islam in the past. They also wore brown, leather amulets around their necks associated with animism. I suspected their worship was a blend of both. The men slowed down as they neared. I didn’t see any guns or knives as the driver said. They abruptly stopped at a distance.

      An awkward silence separated us. Then one of the Shuwa nomads stepped forward. “How are you?”

      I was surprised he spoke English. “We’re well. Thank you.”

      Satisfied with my answer, the man turned to Jonathan. “How is your mother?”

      Jonathan’s eyes widened. “My mother is fine. Thank you.”

      The Bedouin spoke to his compatriots, and they whispered among themselves.

      The man who greeted us spoke again. “We would like for you to come to our tent and drink tea.”

      Jonathan and I exchanged glances. Were we walking into a trap? None of this fit with the horrid description the driver gave us.

      “Would you like to have tea with our new friends?” I asked Jonathan.

      He nodded. “Yes.”

      The leader motioned with his hand to follow. “Come.”

      The women stopped what they were doing and watched with curious eyes as we walked by. They were coaxing the rest of the animals to the water and feeding troughs, but their strange behavior stayed with me.

      As we neared the village of tents, coldness crept up my arms, and I inhaled a whiff of foul air. I glanced at Jonathan, but he remained quiet.

      A fence of native thorn bushes surrounded the encampment. Two women sat on the ground stirring food in large pots with long, curved bamboo sticks. The men stared at us, but I saw no signs of aggression.

      The leader of the group who brought us spoke to one of the women. Then he pulled some reed mats off the top of his tent and placed them inside. The woman followed him in and brushed them off. After she finished, the leader signaled for us to join him and another man.

      “The women will bring us tea,” he said.

      Jonathan and I removed our shoes before entering the tent and sat cross-legged on the mats. I didn’t feel threatened by them, but I couldn’t imagine why they brought us here. And how could we speak with them in English? Speaking in tongues was not unknown in the Bible. It was even a common practice by some in the twenty-first century, but I’d never experienced it.

      After a while, a young woman brought us drink and extremely thin flatbread, also known as Bedouin bread. She offered it to each of us. Once we all shared, the woman left the tray if we needed more.

      I took a sip. “This is very good.”

      The men smiled, happy that we appreciated their hospitality.

      The leader held up his tea. “God is good. God is great, yes?”

      I nodded. “Indeed. God is good. Very good.”

      The other man in the tent nodded.

      They repeated this ritual a second time. Then the leader asked again if our mothers were well and if we were well. Finally, the leader appeared to relax and offered his hand. “I’m Amare.”

      Telling one’s name must be a sign of friendship. I reached over and shook it. “I’m Daniel.”

      Jonathan said his name, and then the other Bedouin man stated his name as Cesar. After a couple of minutes of name sharing and drinking tea, another awkward silence followed. I wasn’t sure what would happen next, so I took another sip of my drink and finished the bread.

      When I began to think this was all there was to the visit, Amare held up his mug. “Let me share why we have been waiting for you to come.”
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