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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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        The Seventh Dimension Multi-Award Winning Series continues in The Castle, A Young Adult Fantasy.

      

      

      

      Haunted by a recurring dream of his missing father in a mysterious castle, 17-year-old Daniel is captured by the Romans and finds asylum in the temple. There he discovers a scroll that reveals his future concerning a wager between good and evil.

      But the stakes are raised when he witnesses the trial and crucifixion of Yeshua Hamashiach. The convergence of time with supernatural events creates a suspenseful ending and leads to the fourth book in the Seventh Dimension Series,  The City.
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      A ringtone caused me to stumble.

      “Move,” an annoyed traveler mumbled.

      Anxious pilgrims traipsed past me. Did no one else hear it?

      The ringing continued—musical notes that blared from a rocky outcropping near the desert road. I got out of the way of others and rushed over to inspect the overhang, but the ringtone stopped too soon. Sliding my hand along the uneven shelf, I searched for the iPhone. Nothing.

      I kicked the sand. Satellites didn’t exist in the first century and neither did cell phones. Perspiration beaded on my forehead. How dare nonexistent technology taunt me. When I glanced down, I saw a red cellphone protruding from the dirt. It was mine, the one some thief stole from me—two thousand years in the future.

      The phone rang again. ID—unidentified.

      I snatched it out of the sand. “Hello.”

      Silence.

      “Hello,” I repeated.

      “Where are you going, Daniel?”

      Chills tiptoed up my spine. I slouched against the rocks. “Why do you torture me?”

      The ventriloquist spoke in a smooth voice. “I want to help you.”

      The demon who had duped me into accepting a counterfeit gift when I lost God’s gift wouldn’t fool me again. I shouted into the phone. “No, you don’t.”

      A woman nearby flinched.

      I needed to lower my voice.

      “Why are you going to Jerusalem, Daniel?”

      I rubbed my eyes and wiped the sweat from my face. Crouched on the ground with my knees knocking, I spoke softly, “Why do you keep harassing me?”

      “Don’t go to Jerusalem.”

      My voice quivered. “Leave me alone.”

      Annoying static blared.

      “Don’t go to Jerusalem, Daniel.”

      The raspy voice made me panic. Maybe I should listen to her.

      My voice cracked. “Why?”

      Another passerby gawked. Only crazy people spoke to themselves in the first century.

      Click.

      The phone dissolved in my hand. I splayed out my fingers and stared. How could my hand be gray? In fact, tones of gray saturated the sky and everything else. I squinted.

      Had the chariot accident damaged my vision? No, this must be the ventriloquist’s wicked magic. She wanted me to believe I was going crazy as my family was apt to tell me. I balled my hand in a fist. “No!”

      A couple of people ogled me.

      An old man approached. “Are you all right?”

      I nodded, appreciating his concern. I waved at the onlookers. “I’m fine.”

      I turned and muttered a few choice words. How many times in the seventh dimension had things not been as they appeared?

      A few minutes later, hoof beats filled the dry desert air. Roman soldiers, outfitted in heavy accoutrements, led a long procession. Chariots adorned in the best Roman decor followed the horses.

      Why did I have to run into Roman soldiers so soon? I hadn’t even made it to Jerusalem. I was a wanted man. Travelers cleared to the sides of the road to let the peacekeepers pass.

      I rubbed my eyes. The demon’s wiles—I would not listen. God must be showing me something I didn’t yet understand.

      Because of the traffic, the Roman caravan slowed to a crawl. Fancy chariots brought up the rear. I peered inside the first compartment. Pontius Pilate sat beside an attractive woman. I laughed. The hanky dropper at the chariot races hated the Jews. How much trouble would we cause the Roman governor this spring festival?

      Pesach was the only Jewish tradition my family kept in 2015. God had delivered the Jews from Egyptian slavery over a thousand years before the first century when he drowned the cruel taskmasters in the Red Sea.

      The Romans took a while to pass. Precious minutes ticked by. The Shabbat meant nothing to them, but before the first two stars appeared, I needed to be on the Mount of Olives or outside the city gates.

      My stomach churned. What would I give for a few figs and berries to satisfy my hunger.

      I didn’t relax until the Romans disappeared. I turned towards Jerusalem. I must make it to Jerusalem in time. I must. The Romans would think I had stolen the racing horses when I ran away. I hadn’t, but runaway slaves didn’t live long in the first century. God was my only hope. I slung my bag over my shoulder, rubbed my eyes, and walked faster.

      “Please, God, heal my vision,” I prayed.
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      A train whistle blew. The ground shifted underneath my    sandals and I felt the familiar motion of a chugging train. I gripped an overhead bar to brace myself. Cold steel walls became visible. Crowded bodies inside the car eerily reminded me of old newsreels.

      Fear in the children’s faces rattled me. A distraught girl around ten or eleven was crouched in the fetal position.

      The smell of urine and feces almost made me gag.

      A kitten lay beside the children, although the little ones seemed unaware. Young mothers cradled their cherubs in their laps.

      I tried to see through the fog-covered windows. Where were we? We couldn’t be in Israel—this must be the demon’s shenanigans, infiltrating my mind with fear.

      No one said a word. Only sobs and stifled wails from the children pierced the gloominess.

      After a while, the fog cleared. A thin, fidgety woman sitting by the window shrieked, “Fire!” Heads strained desperately to see. No one said a word—terrified eyes said it all. The train continued to an unknown destination.

      A few minutes later, the woman cried again, “Fire!”

      “Shut up,” a man demanded.

      Her rants continued.

      “Can someone shut up that woman?”

      My eyes drifted in the direction of the voice. A few men stood in the back. How could so many bodies be crowded into such a tight space?

      I peered out the window. The fog had cleared and dark clouds loomed.

      A burly man wearing a cone-shaped hat, perhaps in his late forties or early fifties, climbed over several small children. He held up a dirtied cloth he had ripped from his shirt. Another man with a stubby beard and short legs followed him.

      “Watch your step, mein Herr,” a woman chided.

      After a few tense moments and a slight tussle, the two men gagged the woman by the window. I turned my back overwhelmed with pity. When I peered at her again, a cat lay on her lap. I hoped the animal would bring her comfort.

      A teen girl a row away clutched an object in her hand. She briefly relaxed her fingers revealing the Star of David. Why did she seem familiar to me?

      A man and a woman began to argue in the back. Indifference had set in. No one stopped them. Mercifully, a few had drifted off.

      I heard a man’s voice say, “Time is an illusion until God’s appointed times.”

      Where did it come from? The few men on the train were too far away to have said it.

      The train’s airbrakes released, followed by a tinny scraping as the train slowed. The cabin jerked. Hemmed bodies pressing in on one another intensified. Through the window, I saw gray brick buildings surrounded by barbwire. In big, bold letters on a rustic sign was the word “Auschwitz.”

      No, I cried silently. I should be in Jerusalem, not Auschwitz. The train had become oppressively hot. The woman who had shouted “fire” was either unconscious or asleep.

      The door flew open and a large man with a menacing dog stepped forward. He must have been close to seven feet tall.
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      I stood on a dusty road. Swarms of Jewish travelers and pilgrims briskly passed me. The chatter of children playing nearby lifted my darkened spirit. The beautiful city of Jerusalem overlooked the Kidron Valley across from the Mount of Olives. Even in shades of gray, tall, impressive walls surrounded the city.

      How did I go from being on the road to Jerusalem to a train at Auschwitz to standing on the Mount of Olives—before the Shabbat started?

      I closed my eyes. “Thank you, God.”

      Selfish thankfulness tempered by the experience filled me with guilt. Was it God who brought me to Jerusalem on the train ride to hell—an illusion of sorts?

      The magnificent temple captured my attention. I needed to visit the shopkeepers in the courtyard to purchase my lamb. The place bustled with activity. Throngs of people arriving for the eight-day festival had created a temporary tent city.

      I noticed something shiny on the road. I picked up the small object and gently shook off the sand. The Star of David. The young girl must have dropped it. I put the necklace in my bag.

      The setting sun hinted at the start of Shabbat as two stars appeared in the sky.

      Suddenly a swishing sound interrupted my musings. I turned and saw a magnificent lion in front of me. Softened by self-control and inscrutable features, his perceptive eyes latched on mine. I fell to the ground and hid my face.

      Nothing happened. When I lifted my eyes, life-giving color emanated from the creature. Blues, reds, and yellows seeped into the spring wildflowers. Lush green palms dotted the Mount of Olives. The gold on the temple reflected the red hues from the setting sun as streaks of crimson covered the sky. My eyes returned to the lion. He had restored color to my eyesight.

      A gentle breeze rippled the lion’s golden-brown mane.

      The creature slunk past me and stood on the edge of the mountain. His powerful body, silhouetted against the setting sun, filled me with awe.

      The lion roared. A flock of birds in a nearby palm flew away. I cowered on the ground. A few seconds later, he leapt off the mountain and disappeared. A door shut and the vision ended. I remembered the voice on the train. “Time is an illusion until God’s appointed times.”

      “Daniel?”

      I turned and saw a young boy approaching. The boy broke into a run. “It IS you—will you eat dinner with us? Simon is expecting you for Pesach.”

      I recognized the teen. The last time I’d seen him was almost three years ago—Mark, the young boy who lived in the leper colony with his parents. What a surprise to see him here. I wrapped my arm around him. “Yes, I’d love to join you and Simon for dinner.”
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      I followed Mark through the crowds. The makeshift tent city that had sprouted up next to Jerusalem must have swelled to half a million people. With the setting sun, it was difficult to see the buildings, but the temple and the massive mount surrounding it dwarfed everything else.

      How had the Jews built such an imposing structure in the first century? Rome boasted of the Pax Romana. To invoke such wrath on the Jews and destroy the temple in 70 A.D. was a tragedy. The Jews never rebuilt the temple.

      Mark’s voice brought me back to the present. “You must be tired after your long walk from Caesarea.”

      I sighed. How could I explain I hadn’t walked part of the way? I clutched his shoulder. “Yes, I am. It’s a long ways on foot.”

      Mark chuckled. “Simon will be glad to see you. He has prayed for you many times.”

      “How old are you now, Mark?”

      “Thirteen.”

      Mark had become a young man—and a fine one at that.

      The bleating of the soon-to-be-sacrificed lambs filled the night air. Tiredness came over me as if Mark’s words reached my aching legs. We passed a dozen or more families before we arrived at Simon’s tent.

      Mark entered first. “See who I found.”

      Simon leaned forward on his blanket. “Daniel, is it really you?”

      “Shalom,” I said.

      He stood and gave me a hearty welcome.

      Simon said to Mark, “You did well. God will show you favor this Pesach.”

      Mark replied, “God will show us favor if we see Yeshua tomorrow.”

      Simon assured him. “We will. He’s on the way from Jericho.”

      Mark rubbed his hands together. The tent did not keep out the cold night air. “I should be going. My father will be looking for me.”

      “Share the good news Daniel is here.”

      “I will,” Mark replied.

      The boy exited the tent and I listened as his footsteps faded away.

      Simon smiled. “His father is nearby. We traveled here together.”

      “How did you know I was coming?”

      Simon chuckled. “God told me.”

      I took a deep breath. Why didn’t God speak to me like that?

      Simon scooted closer and spoke in a hushed tone. “Daniel, everyone is searching for you.”

      “Everyone?”

      “The Romans, that is. With your winnings, why did you steal the horses?”

      I shook my head. “I didn’t steal the horses. And I have no money. Only a laurel crown I hope to sell.”

      Simon leaned back. “You mean you squandered your winnings?”

      “Someone stole my money.”

      Simon’s eyes grew big. “So you lost your money and now want to get right with God.”

      I nodded.

      “Where are the horses?”

      “Cynisca took them with her to Galilee.”

      Simon waved his hand. “Good. I’m not speaking to a thief.”

      My hands felt clammy—what would happen if the Roman soldiers captured me?

      Simon continued. “You know, there is only one person more sought after than you in Jerusalem.”

      “Who?”

      “Yeshua.”

      I gazed at Simon and an awkward silence followed.

      He changed the subject. “Let me spread out an extra blanket and share some bread.”

      “Thank you.” My stomach had been rumbling for hours.

      “Do you have a paschal sacrifice?” Simon asked.

      “Not yet. I hope to purchase one tomorrow.”

      Simon waved his hand. “Outside the city gates are merchants where you can obtain a lamb—but you are more than welcome to share ours.”

      “You have one?”

      “We gave ours to the priest—made Mark sad.”

      “Why?”

      “We kept the little lamb for a week—long enough for him to bond with it.”

      “I see.”

      Simon added, “The sacrifice is God’s way of forgiving us for our transgressions—the outward sign. Of course, Yeshua speaks of a change of the heart.”

      The whole idea of sacrificing an animal seemed barbaric. I ate some of the bread. The more I ate, the hungrier I felt. “I will head down there first thing in the morning.”

      Simon nodded. “I’m glad you returned. You seem more like the Daniel I remember from three years ago.”

      I drank the last bit of water from my empty skin. “Thank you for the food.”

      Simon talked about his family, his two daughters whom he wanted me to meet, and plans for the eight-day festival. “We will celebrate Pesach in Bethany. After Yeshua teaches at the temple, usually he comes back to Bethany for the evening meal. I want you to join us.”

      I nodded.

      Simon continued to make idle conversation, giving me directions to his house, but my eyes were heavy and my mind wandered aimlessly, as if I was lost in a dream. I reluctantly leaned back on the blanket and fell asleep.
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      The dream was too vivid not to be real. My mother stood on the porch in front of our apartment. Wringing her hands, she cried out, “Daniel?”

      I awoke with a start. Where was I? Then I heard the familiar noises—dogs barking, the wind snaking across the valley, the smells—and remembered. I knew Jerusalem’s whispers as well as I knew my name.

      Why did I dream about my mother? Three years had passed since I had arrived in the seventh dimension. I prayed, “God, please bring me home after Pesach.”

      I didn’t expect him to answer. Did my mother live here—in this parallel universe? Could I even find our apartment in the first century? I tossed and turned through the rest of the night until someone shook me in the morning.

      “Wake up.”

      I turned over and rubbed my eyes. “What time is it?”

      “Can I go with you to get a lamb?” Mark asked.

      I pulled myself up. “Something smells good.”

      “Father and Simon are cooking. A man from the market gave them some fish.”

      I grinned. Fish for breakfast sounded good.

      Mark asked again, “Can I go with you?”

      “Maybe. Let’s talk about it after the meal, all right?”

      Mark nodded.

      I rolled up my bed and walked outside. The temperature was cool but the sky was clear. Excitement filled the air. Children scurried about as weary travelers headed towards the Eastern Gate. I focused on the temple. Its pristine structure was stunning—much more imposing than the coliseum or pagan temples in Caesarea. Then I saw the Roman guards.

      Simon pushed a bowl in front of me. “Have something to eat.”

      “Thank you.” I took the food and propped my leg up on some rocks. Mark’s father walked over and sat beside me. His appearance was as stunning as Simon’s was.

      Mark’s father pointed at his face. “Yeshua healed me of leprosy also.”

      I took a few bites. “I wouldn’t have believed it had I not seen both of you.”

      Mark added, “Yeshua healed the whole leper colony. You must meet him, Daniel.”

      “I’ve met him,” I replied.

      Surprised eyes peered back at me.

      “Really, I have. Yeshua healed Nathan, the young boy I mentored in Galilee.”

      “So you know the Master?” Simon asked. “I didn’t know you had met him.”

      “It was a while ago.”

      As I heard the bleating of lambs, I became distracted. Was this the festival when the Romans put Yeshua to death? I didn’t want to hang around for that. I’d make my Paschal sacrifice, hopefully God would accept my offering, return me to 2015, and I’d promise to be a good Jew—even read the Torah every week.

      If Shale and I could connect, life would be great. Medical school was still an option, but a distant one since I had lost my money.

      Simon interrupted my musings. “I hope Yeshua comes to Jerusalem early enough to teach in the temple. Many pilgrims have never heard him.”

      I didn’t want to get that close to the rabbi.

      Simon lowered his voice, “Pontius Pilate has arrived from Caesarea.” He waved his hand. “The Romans are everywhere. I hate their presence here. It causes too much strife among the Jews.”

      “Daniel said I might be able to go with him to purchase his lamb,” Mark said.

      I interrupted. “I need to run a few errands first. Suppose I pick you up this afternoon?”

      Simon held up his mug. “Don’t wait too long. The cost for an animal without blemish will increase.”

      I was glad Simon told me. I didn’t know merchants would inflate the price as Pesach neared.

      I stretched. “Thanks for the meal.” I glanced at Mark. “I’ll be back this afternoon.”

      Simon touched my shoulder and muttered in my ear. “Stay away from the Romans. They want you almost as much as they want Yeshua. Remember, you are an escaped slave. You kidnapped your owner’s daughter, possibly murdered her, and stole two valuable racing horses—your owner’s livelihood.”

      An unexpected cold chill made me shudder. “You didn’t mention the murder charges last night.”

      Simon let go of me. “I was afraid if I asked, you would get upset. I was relieved when you told me you didn’t steal the horses. I asked God when I went to sleep last night about the girl. He put me at ease that it wasn’t true.”

      “I assure you, Simon, Cynisca is alive and well in Galilee. She is the daughter of the team owner I raced for, and I sent her away for her protection.”

      Simon nodded. “I understand.”

      I chided myself. How stupid I was to give up my freedom for the pursuit of money. “I’ll be careful.”

      I glanced at Mark and his father. “Trust me, I don’t want to be captured and put in a Roman prison.”

      “Crucifixion,” Simon corrected me.

      Mark added, “It’s a terrible way to die—painful, inhumane, humiliating.”

      What did God want from me? I collected my bag. “I must be going.”

      Mark handed me my water jug. “I filled it up for you. Don’t tarry.”

      “Thank you.” I had almost forgotten it.
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      As I picked my way down the Mount of Olives, I passed by families traveling with small children and an assortment of animals—lamb, sheep, and doves—all regulated by strict adherence to the Torah or Judaic law.

      Temporary mikvehs, set up to accommodate the influx of visitors for Pesach, dotted the immediate area. A certain percentage of the water for the purification baths had to be from a natural source, like a lake. The cleansing baths ensured that temple visitors were ritually clean.

      The beggars made me uncomfortable—there were so many. Late-arriving pilgrims unable to find space on the mountain would have to pitch their tents in the Kidron Valley or along the edge of the wilderness.

      Tens of thousands of animals awaited slaughter. Humanity pressed in around me as families waited to receive approval of their animals by the priests. Others waited at the Eastern Gate to pay the temple tax. Everyone waited for something.

      I was so nervous my hands shook. The excitement of being here made it hard to be patient. Only the Olympics might compare in extravagance and anticipation.

      The temple towered above the city. Gold and marble decorated the sacred walls and massive columns surrounded the temple mount. How had Herod the Great, the ignoble, degenerate dastard that he was, been motivated to undertake such a massive building project? The construction took decades—almost unprecedented in any century.

      A brisk wind blustered down the mountain, and I crossed my arms to keep warm. Doubts entered my mind. The Eastern Gate was the most convenient entrance and the closest to the temple. In this dimension, the apartment where we lived should be a short distance from the Upper City. Perhaps the other gates would be less crowded or not so heavily guarded.

      The soldiers appeared to be paying close attention to young Jewish men traveling alone. I should have brought Mark along. They would be less likely to stop me.

      My concern increased the longer I watched. The higher echelon of Rome knew me—many had clapped and cheered me on—Daniel, the greatest Jewish charioteer in the world.

      Even if the Roman soldiers didn’t recognize me, the laurel crown in my bag would give me away. I needed the crown to pay for the lamb, but I couldn’t buy the lamb until I passed through the gate.

      A Roman guard pilfered some clothes of an unfortunate victim. I hated myself for spending so much time in Caesarea, eating Roman food and enjoying their pagan lifestyle.

      Could I pose as a woman? I still had the necklace. I ran my hand through my thick beard. I would need a scarf to cover my face. I flexed my muscles. Racing chariots had built me into a male specimen of enviable build. Did I really think I could fool anyone?

      I remembered Hezekiah’s tunnel. It connected to the Gihon Spring outside one of the gates—if I only knew which one. I stepped out of line and headed south, following the rocky wall—one of dozens. Practically every conquering country had built one. There were too many.

      The spring was somewhere between the Kidron and Hinnom Valleys. If I found the entrance, I could walk through the tunnel—if there wasn’t too much water.

      I trudged along the wall searching for the towers. Discarded trash strewn along the pathway added to the stench. I walked up to an old man and tapped him on the shoulder. “Do you know where the Gihon Spring is?”

      He stared at me blankly.

      I shrugged. He probably didn’t live here.

      After several minutes, my persistence paid off. I found two large turrets built into the wall overlooking a small pool of water. Several decomposing walls next to the towers butted up to the spring at a steep angle. I didn’t recognize the pool, even though I’d walked through Hezekiah’s tunnel several times. On closer inspection, I saw water gushing into the spring. Was the opening large enough? It was smaller than I anticipated. The guard towers seemed abandoned.

      I slid closer. Besides the heavy water flow, the dark cave entrance gave me the creeps. I climbed back up the slippery algae-covered side and cleared away the overgrown brush. There had to be another larger opening. From the archeological digs, a labyrinth of tunnels had been uncovered.

      Suddenly my feet gave way and I fell through an abandoned shaft. My sandals smacked into the water. I went underneath and came up, but the darkness disoriented me. The impact knocked the bag off my shoulder.

      After I slapped the water from my face, I noticed sunlight pouring through the collapsed shaft. Once my eyes adjusted, my sandals became visible. I quickly leaned over and snatched them before they floated away. A large exposed tree root had also snagged my bag. I tried to reach it but the current pushed me in the wrong direction.

      I might be able to retrieve it from the other side. I lifted myself out of the water and climbed up on the ledge. Hunched over, I eased around the side so as not to hit the ceiling, but my bag was still out of reach. I’d have to get back in. From this side, though, the current would cooperate.

      After several failed attempts, I held on to the large root and grabbed my bag. When I climbed out and opened it, the laurel crown gleaned. I checked to make sure I hadn’t lost the Star of David. The water had washed off the dirt and the star shone in scintillating brilliance.

      I hoped I had found Hezekiah’s Tunnel and not some other tunnel. Perhaps God meant for my mishap to be my ritual cleansing.

      I was uncomfortably cold, but once I made it out, I could dry off in the sun. I held up the crown for more illumination. The wide tunnel made it easy to travel and I could slush along in the water with my bare feet.

      Discarded oil lamps filled the passage. People must have used the corridor in the recent past. After a vertical incline, the tunnel leveled out. Minutes later, straight ahead, sunlight pierced the darkness.

      I bolted towards the opening. The pool of Siloam stretched out beneath the tunnel entrance. The massive size of the pool surprised me. Several men sat beside the calm waters. Many considered the pool to have healing powers.

      No one noticed me but I stayed in the shadows a few more minutes. Although excited I had made it inside the city gates, I was cold.

      I tucked the crown in my bag.

      After making sure there weren’t any Roman soldiers hanging around, I exited the tunnel and walked over to sit beside the pool. The ground was warm and felt good against my exposed skin. At the next wave, I hoped everyone else would be wet, too. I hated being the only one.

      After a few minutes, someone nudged me from behind. I turned and saw an old man. He squinted in the sunlight and asked, “At the next wave, can you help me into the water?”

      I studied the paraplegic—his deformity prevented him from walking. I leaned over and spoke softly, “I can wait a few minutes, but I must tend to my mother soon. If the waters aren’t stirred up before I leave, perhaps when I return, I can help
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